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Punch's    Almanac K    for    1909. 


THE     COMING     OF     1909. 


Punch's  Almanack  for  1909. 


GoLjer  (soliloquising).  "  WHAT  A  LOVELY  VIEW  !  " 


r^  N 

Caddie.  "  REG'LAK  PANAMA,  1  CAI.LS  IT  ! ' 


p*6F/WV/f 
OF   YOU   KOT  TO  HELP   ME,   GEORGE.      You   SUGGESTED  THIS   SHOUT  CUT!' 


Punch's    Almanack    for    1909. 


Instructor.  "  WHY  DON'T  YOD  m  BAYONETS  ON  TIIK  WORD  o'  COMMAND?" 

Recruit  (roinly  struggling  to  unsheath  trtapoii).  "  PLEASE,  SEKOEAXT,  IT'S — EH— «J«D.'' 


Sentry.  "  'Ai.T  !     'Oo  QOES  THERE  ?  ' 


Private  Janet.  "  FRIEN'— WITH  BOTTLI."  Sentry.  "  PASS,  niEKD  !    'Au,  BOTTU  ! ' 


Punch's    Almanack    for    1909. 


'HOW    SHOCKING  !       I    AH    SO   OI.AD   TO   THINK,    PEAK.    THAT    WF    SHALL    HAVE    OHK   TENT    WHEN    WE    BATHE    TO-MOIIROW. ' 


TO-MORBOW  ! 


Punch's    AlmanacR    for    1909. 


•  YoDB   POINT,   1  'M   AFRAID.       Mv   PABTNEK  TOlVIIKii  Till!   XiT  !  " 


/ 

tOe    XFtt>   IN    1IIK   HUNTISU    \\\.I!U>!        No    MORK    LlL'I.I     D1XNKII-I'*KTIK>  !  '        UXCK    A..*IS    !•<•»>    •   tWKXKY    KKKFI!    TO  Til F  Hol'MIW   AS 


Punch's    Almanach    for    1909. 


HOW     CHRISTMAS     TOYS     ARE     MADE. 


THE  ROCKINQ-HORSE  SCULPTOR. 


THE  TOT  ANIMAL  FACTORY 


SPEED  TEST  FOR  TOT  MOTOES. 


Punch's    Almanach    for    1909. 


HOW     CHRISTMAS     TOYS     ARE     MADE. 


TESTIM;  SMALL  ARMS  IN  THE  TOT  ABMOURT. 


>  ttrtrt' 


Tar.  LEAD  SOLDIER  FOUNDRY. 


POET   DICTATING   VERSES   f»R   CBACKIB8. 


C'ASTINti    "FlNM   "     -\I\~K-    H;oM    LIKE. 


LIFE     IN     THE     LONDON     SEASON. 

Drain,  by  Miss  Daisy  Meadows  (of  tlopslnrc)  out  of  her  head. 


'THE   LADIES'    MILE,"    HYDE    PARK.      THE    WINNING    POST. 


THE    PALM    ROOM    AT    THE    CABLTON. 


Punch's    AlmanacK    for    1909. 


LIFE     IN     THE     LONDON     SEASON. 

Drawn  by  Mix*  Dairy  Meadotce*  (of  Hopxhirt)  out  of  her  head. 


THE    ENTRANCE    TO    THE    BATH    CLUB. 


A    LADY    OF   FASHION    PREPARING   FOR    CONGEST. 


SIGNS   OF    THE    TIMES. 

Boy  (at  sound  of  horn).  "  'EBE  BE  THE  'UNTERS  A-COOMIS'  !     'ARK  TO  THE  'OOTER  !  " 


A     WEIGHT-FOR- YOUTH     HANDICAP. 

[Dedicated  to  a  young  lady  with  a  sensitive  nose  who  complains  bitterly  that  the  long-haired  youth  of  to-day  make  the  atmosphere  of;  a 
ball-room  intolerable  with  the  reek  of  their  cosmetics.] 
I  STOOD  and  watched  her  as  she  stepped 

In  at  the  dance-room  door; 
The  gaze  of  all  the  well-groomed  "bloods," 
Con&cious  of  perfect  ties  and  studs, 
Followed  her  where  «he  bravely  swept 


Over  the  shining  floor. 

From  brows  on  which  no  sign  of  toil 

Had  come  from  thinking  hard 
Their  locks  were  trained  in  lengthy  streaks 
(It  must  have  taken  weeks  and  weeks) 
And  plastered  down  with  care  and  oil    • 
And  slabs  of  potted  lard. 

But  when,  as  those  who  bring  a  gift 

No  woman  yet  refused, 
They  kindly  offered  her  a  dance 
Shu  gave  their  heads  a  searching  glance, 
Threw  up  her  pretty  nose  and  sniffed, 
And  begged  to  be  excused. 

They  bore  their  underrated  charms 

Into  the  buffet-room, 

While  she,  who  showed  such  want  of  taste, 
Allowed  her  admirable  waist 
To  be  disposed  within  the  arms 
Of  men  of  riper  bloom. 


Greatly  intrigued  that  Age  should  snatch 

A  boon  to  boys  denied, 
I  asked  her:   "  Can  you  tell  me  why 
You  cast  a  preferential  eye 
On  older  heads  with  thinner  thatch'.' 
Is  it  the  brains  inside?  " 


"  I  hardly  care  for  brains  a  bit, 

Not  at  a  ball,"  said  she; 
"  Give  me  a  man  with  whom  I  seem 
To  float  like  seraphs  in  a  dream, 
And  I  "11  not  ask  for  pearls  of  wit 
Or  plums  of  repartee. 

"  These  boys  may  have  the  brains  of  mice; 

/  look  outside  the  head; 
The  thing  that  puts  me  off  is  just 
Their  greasy  polls  that  catch  the  dust; 
Besides,  my  nose  is  rather  nice — 
("  I  see  it  is,"  I  said). 

****** 

There  are  who  simply  loathe  to  wear 

A  cranium  smooth   and  blank ; 
But,  as  I  joined  the  mazy  whirl 
With  that  extremely  pleasant  girl, 
To  Fate  that  pinched  my  wealth  of  hair 

I  heaved  a  pious  thank.  0. 


Punch's    Almanack    for    1909. 


HELIGIOTJS    PERSECUTION. 

Neidy-arrired  Private  Chaplain  of  Scotch  Nobleman  (to  keeper).  "  ABE  THERE  ANY  EPISCOPALIANS  ON  THIS  ESTATE?  " 

Keeper  (ichoxe  mind  is  running  on  his  pheasants).  "TnAE  BLACK-NECKIT  TENS,  YE'LL  MEAN?     No;  WE  SHOT  THEM  A'  oor  THREE  TEARH  SVKE!' 


A    CHOICE    OF    ENDS. 

Stranger  (in  response  to  gtneral  movtmfttl  In-hind  him''.  "  Hr  I"IISN'T  Kh  K.'  Sportsman.  "  DOES  HK  BITK?' 

Sportsman.  "WELL,  ANYHOW,  WOCLD  YOU  MIND  JUST  TUKMM.  ins  OTIIKU  hsi>  ROUND  THIS  wu?' 


Punch's    AlmanacR    for    1909. 


Parson   "YES   MBS   JOHNSON,  IT'S  ALL  VEKY  NICE  AND  PHETTY;  BUT  HOW  AM  1  TO  GET  UP  THOSE  STEPS  INTO  THE  PULPIT?" 
1/ra    Johnson    "WELL   BEALLY   BECTOE,  WE'D  QUITE  FORGOTTEN  THAT!     BUT  IF  YOU'LL  MISS  THE  SECOND  STEP,  AND  MIND  THE 

POKER,'   rCT  YOUR  FOOT  TO  THE  LEFT  OF    MRS.  JoNEs'8   MARROW  AND  THE  CABBAGE   FROM   THE   HALL,   YOU'LL   ONLY   HAVE    THE   ONIONS  TO  BY; 

BUT  DON'T  TKF.AD  ON  TOFJI,   OR  THERE'LL  BS  A   TEAR-SBEDDISO ! " 


KfjUonr  (relalrmj  liijrr  «/.,n/i.      "  THEIIE   WAS   THE    GREAT    lit: AST    IMKIIT    IN    FRONT    OF    MK.       1    WAS    UNAKMKIJ,    ASH    IT    WAS    CI.KAHLY 

SARY    TO    TF.ItHIFY    HIM    INTO    sri'.MISSIilS.       \VllAT    III!)    T    HO?       I    - 
xrilfl  Italrni'r  I  I/  lin  l/ilx  ln'itnl  nliOUt  the  poiccr  o/  tlie  liumtm  eye.)      "  I    KNOW.      YOU      YOU    L-L-LOOKF.D    AT    HIM  !  " 


Punch's    Almanac K    for    1909. 
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tt>i££«  fttt<<|  not  ^*^ar^»O  Rumour 


PERILS     OF     A     PREDECESSOR     OF     MR.     PUNCH. 


Punch's    Almanack    for    1909. 


GREAT  HARRY' 
WORTHYL.AUDER 


SCENES    FROM    MR.    PUNCH'S    BENEFIT    PERFORMANCE. 


"PO»CH" 


ro»  1909. 


'ICAU. 

TO  SQ(/ff-2£  A 
J?/    FEW  MORE  £>Ri 


R03EEKY  REFORM  VACUUM 
CLEANER  " 


DOYLE'S  IDEAL 

ipf* 

O  BEVERAGE 


UPPER 
CHAMBERS 


PURE 
NATURAL 
GAS     « 


/ 


v 


TEUTHI 
,  LADIES  ICA 

SEE  THEJ 
JUST  Ni 


iftj 


fel 


DROP-CURTAIN    FOR    MR. 


MARATHO 


DORANDO       '/< 

SAYS  •-      jus f&e fere  3  race. " 


SO 

SIMPLE 


ThisistLe 
coast  for  me 


SSOIIACING! 


OVOTO 


IH'S    BENEFIT    PERFORMANCE. 


Punch's    Almanac  K     for     1909. 


THE  MANACER-. 

C4 

THE  TIMES  WAS 


out  of  jomT— 
O  cursed 
spite!- 


But  fortunately  tue  Kaue  set  it  n'ght- 


SCENES    FROM     MR.    PUNCH'S    BENEFIT    PERFORMANCE. 


MINCE-MEAT. 

By  Our  Clitirimriclii  Artiste. 

I ; i-ALisiNG  the  fact  that  the  cult  of 

the  Christmas  Card  is  on  the  wane, 

an   enterprising   firm    is    advertising 

pianolas  as  an  admirable  substitute. 

*  * 

We  wonder  whether  it  is  generally 


themselves  by  gallantry  to  cooks. 


*  * 

* 


Some  recently-published  statistics 
show  that  old  ago,  as  a  cause  of 
death,  is  more  frequent  among  cen- 
tenarians than  any  other  class. 


week. 

We    would 


*  * 
caution 


our    readers 


against  a  gentleman  of  philanthropic 
appearance  who  goes  about  asserting 


that 


known  that,  if  the 
plan  of  a  famous 
German  strate- 
gist be  carried 
out,  the  invasion 
of  this  country, 
when  it  takes 
place,  will  happen 
on  the  afternoon 
of  Christmas 
Day,  at  an  hour 
when  the  entire 
British  nation  is 
rendered  helpless 
by  a  surfeit  of 
plum-pudding. 
*  * 

By    the    by,    a 
little    boy    writes 
to  ask  whether  it 
is  a  fact,   as  his 
mother  tells  him, 
that,    if    he    eats 
too   much   plum- 
pudding  and   too 
many  mince-pies, 
the  currants  will 
all  come  out  on 
his  face  as  spots. 
We     are     sorry, 
but       we      must 
really    refuse    to 
make  trouble  be- 
tween   mother 
and  son. 

V 

The  experiment 
tried  in  Panto- 
mime last  year  of 
having  "principal 
boys  "  of  the 
male  sex  is  to 
be  abandoned. 
"  Girls  will  be 
boys,"  as  the 
inf.'  hasn't  it. 
*  * 

( >ne  of  the  fea- 
tures of  the 
coming  Panto- 


'  I    AIN'I     r. 
ARE   • 


Ul:        I    TKI.l.    IKK      I  'M      SIMI'I.V     '    M.I  IN' 


he  recently  sent  a  cheque  for 
£1,000  to  a  certain 
charitable  insti- 
tution. It  seems 
that,  being  of  a 
retiring  disposi- 
tion, he  preferred 
his  gift  to  be 
anonymous  and 
so  didn't  sign  the 
cheque. 

*** 

The  danger  of 
relying  on  trade 
terms !  A  lady 
writes  to  com- 
plain that  an  in- 
strument which 
she  bought  at  a 
recent  sale  was 
described  as  an 
upright  piano, 
but  is  now  1/P- 
having  most  de- 
ceptively. 

*  * 

* 

"  This  is  cut- 
ting it  rather 
fine,  isn't  it, 
guv 'nor?  "  said 
a  cabby  on  re- 
ceiving a  shilling. 
The  fare  looked 
angry  for  a  mo- 
ment, then  a 
wave  of  generos- 
ity passed  over 
him.  "Very  well, 
I  '11  make  it 
guineas,"  he  said 
as  he  handed 
cabby  a  further 

pennv. 

*  * 
* 

He  was  a 
simple  -  looking 
youth,  and,  as  he 
entered  the  con 


OK    YKU    A    LIAR,    AND    YER 

relation*  resumed. 


suiting-room,    he 
said,       "  Doctor, 
A  lady,  the  other  day,  gave  one  of  ,  my  head  always  feels  muzzy.     What 

"  asked  the 


mime  Season    we  are  told,  will  be  a        -*  ">"j,  «">••  "<"-^'  —«j  ,  &™-~  ~~~  —  .  "*j  --- — j~        —  ,7 

coon  song  of  which  the  refrain  is, Su«  ,    her    huge    Dinrtoire   hats,   of   which  |  do  you  recommend? 
Si«     Sue.     This  incitement  to  litiga-    she  had  tired,  to  a  charwoman  whom    tried  a  vacuum  cleaner . 
tion' will  be  welcomed  by  the  entire    she    oeeusionnlly    employed.      "  Oh,    doctor. 
le»al   profession,    which,   through   no   thank      you,      madam,"      said      the  *** 

fault  of  its  own,  has  for  some  time  grateful  recipient,  "  I  shall  keep  it 
past  been  suffering  from  lack  of  for  my  three  little  girls.  They  can 
employment.  a11  8°  to  church  together  in  it 

*  *  Sundays. 

*  * 

Tlie  Trustees  of  the  Carnegie  Hero 
Fund    have,    we   hear,    decided    that 


We  ought  not  to  say  it,  for  it 
sounds  boastful,  but  we  cannot  resist 
drawing  attention  to  the  fact  that  in 


A     curious     shooting     accident 


the  foregoing  paragraphs  we  have  not 
made    a   single    joke    about   the   dis- 
is    memberment  of  Turkey. 


Punch's    Almanack    for    1909. 


He  Aould  K«v«  K«J  an  untU 
rrfutatton   at  •cnool. 


THE     PERFECT     CHAUFFEUR. 

flow  he  might  be  obtained. 


After    •[xnding    five    y«*r*    it    *    A*uff«ur» 
college — 


H*  .Inoulcl  cubmit  to  [>kr«nologic«l  exftvi 

to  snow  tn«t  tk«  ff.««a-criv»ng  tunp  i«  not  over* 


H*    will     tncn     require    to     be 
«««ur«J    on    tkc    "  Bcrttllon 
y&rm.    »ntl    inoula     be     pkoto- 
r»()keJ    in    various     |>OI<<     tor 


TK«n.  if  be  can  convince  tne  Jxalice  autKorittca  of  nil  dexterity  *n  dodging 


A  Itaeaee  co.ld  U  granted  o»  kia  .greeing   to 

wear    kia     kirtk     certificate,     pkotograpk.    «nJ 

finger-print  in  proaftUMBt  pla«a«. 


Punch's    AlmanacK    for    1909. 


LONG-FELT    WANTS.    THE    COUNTRY    HOUSE    TIP-TABLE. 


ACHES 

MINE  is  a  flat  on  the  uppermost  floor  of  the  mansion, 
Far  from  the  motor-bus,  high  above  whistle  and  shout, 

Here  I  could  give  my  afflatus  its  needful  expansion, 
Ponder  my  numbers  and  patiently  worry  them  out. 

Calmly  remote  I  pursued  my  professional  labours, 
Lived  as  a  type  of  the  homely  industrious  poor, 

Sat  in  content  with  myself  and  at  peace  with  my  neigh- 
bours, 
Till  they  imported  a  beast  of  an  infant  next  door. 

Bagpipes  and  bo'suns,  a  bushel  of  average  babbies, 

Screams  of  despair  from  a  steamer  that 's  run  on  a 

shoal, 

Pulleys   and   brakes  that   want  greasing,   noctambulate 
tabbies, 

Cries  of  the  errant  purveyor  of  cabbage  or  coal- 
Start  them  together  Cmm  all  the  four  points  of  the  compass  ; 

Throw  in  a  gramophone  able  to  penetrate  walls ; — 
Then  you  've  a  dream  of  the  pandemoniacal  rumpus 

Wafted  abroad  when  that  blessed  homunculus  bawls. 

First  to  the  mother  I  entered  a  dignified  protest : 
Said  that  the  music  was  hard  on  poetical  ears. 

Did  it  have  any  effect?     Not  the  very  remotest  \ 

Save  when  we  meet  in  the  lift   and   she  mockingly 
sneers. 

;         d,  I  endured  for  a  fortnight;  but  fiercer  and  fiercer 
Daily  the  melody  grew ;  then  I  turned  to  the  sire :  — 


AND     IVORIES. 

"  Sorry  to  bother,  but  really— your  baby— my  dear  sir, 
Dammit,  do  something!  "  I  wrote,  "  Yours  in  sorro 
(and  ire)." 


He,  the  good  fellow,  replied  that  he  pitied  me  deeply  ; 
My  lot  was  bitter,  but  his  was  more  desperate  still ; 
Thought,    on    the    whole,    I    got    off,    by    comparison, 

cheaply ; 

Begged  that  I  'd  give  him  my  prayers!     Poor  devil, 
I  will. 

As  for  the  rest  of  the  world,  it  is  cold  and  unfeeling ; 

Even    my    housekeeper — one    in    whose    arms    I    was 

nursed — 
Calls  it  a  lamb !     And  whenever  I  yell  to  the  ceiling 

("  Cursed  be  the  baby,"  I  yell,  "  be  the  baby  accursed  !  ") 

Tells    me    in    triumph    (and    glares    as    if    /    were    the 
criminal) 

I  was  a  baby  myself !     It  was  ever  the  rule — 
Give  'em  a  baby  in  range,  and  the  soundest  of  women  '11 

Sacrifice  logic  to  sentiment — silly  old  fool ! 

Daily  I  'm  in  at  the  death  of  my  best  inspiration ; 

Nightly  I  find  myself — roused  by  that  infamous  brat — 
Sitting  up  straight  in  my  bed  in  a  cold  perspiration, 
Sighing  for  she-bears,  or  Herod,  or  something  like  that. 

Ever  the  demon  goes  on,  and  despairing  and  hollow-eyed 

Still  (I  am  told)  I  must  bear  this  preposterous  din 

While  there  's  a  tooth  to  be  cut ;  by  the  lyre  of  Apollo,  I  'd 

Cut  "em — I  'd  teach  it  to  cut  'em — if  I  could  get  in. 

DUM-DUM. 


Punch's    Almanach    for    1909. 


AN    UNDERGROUND    IMPROMPTU.      THE    TUBE    STEP. 


Anguxttta.  " HALLO,  OLD  MIX.  item  AM  voc,  ANI>  u.w  AHF.  v.u-ii  I&.IM.E.  .VXD  ALI.  THAT  SORT  or  SILLT  EOT 


HOW 

INTRODUCTION. 

DEAR  ETHEL,— Whenever  I  read  a 
book  or  an  article   beginning  "  How 

lo "   /   always   throw  it   m   the 

fire;  and  I  expect  you  do  the  same. 
My  "  How  to'*"  are  generally  called 
"How  to  avoid  paying  rent"  (but 
of  course  you  can't  really),  or<  more 
comprehensively,  "How 
to  Succeed."  Yours,  I 
suppose,  would  be  "  How 
to  knit  «  shawl  for 
Mother's  birthday," 
which  is  a  good  thing 
to  know,  but  rather  a 
bother.  Well,  /  just 
thought  I  'd  tell  you  that 
this  "  How  to"  of  mine 
is  a  different  pair  of  bed- 
room slippers  altogether; 
end  as  your  Uncle  George 
has  gone  to  a  great  deal 
of— I  can't  help  feeling 
— unnecessary  trouble  to 
illustrate  my  meaning,  I 
do  hope  you  will  learn 
a  lot  from  what  I  have  said. 

By  the  way,  this  is  really  a  dedica- 
tion, and  so  should  have  been  written 
in  the  third  person,  because  it  is  so 
much  more  dignified.  I  did  begin 
like  that,  but  the  Editor  stopped  me; 
he  said  he  couldn't  help  feeling  that 
what  we  were  gaining  in  dignity  we 
were  losing  in  grammar.  I  think 
jierhaps  he  was  right,  but  I  shall 
insist  on  italics,  anyhow. 

UNCLE  ARTHUR. 

CHAPTER  I. — CHOOSING  THE  PLAY. 

Or  course  the  first  thing  of  all  to 
do  is  to  select  a  suitable  play.     The 


TO     ACT     A     CHILDREN'S 

the  oldest  sister  to  be  the  one  who 
marries  the  handsome  Prince;  and 
at  the  same  time  you  simply  can  t 
let  Muriel  be  the  Queen  of  the  Fames 
and  wear  the  ornamental  lampshade. 
And  so  what  are  you  to  do? 

Well     by   an   extraordinary   bit   of 
luck    I    have    a    little    play    by    me 


THE  FAIBY  GEOTTO  (WITH  STALACTITES). 

which  I  wrote  some  -  -  I  mean 
which  I  have  just  written  especially 
for  you.  It  is  called 

The  Wolf; 

or, 
Prince  Rupert  and  the  Fairy  Princess. 


COACHING  COUSIN  Toil. 

Wilbraham  kids  always  do  Dumb- 
crambo,  and  there  is  a  man  in 
London  who  does  Hamlet;  but 
neither  of  these  is  much  fun.  Ami 
the  worst  of  the  old  fairy  stories 
is  that,  though  they  have  a  splendid 
part  for  Harold  and  Wilfrid,  there  is 
absolutely  nothing  in  them  that  will 
just  suit  yourself.  I  mean  nothing 
really  made  for  you.  Now  it  's  a  dif- 
ferent case  altogether  with  Enid — 
quite  a  small  part  would  do  for  her. 
But  for  yourself,  you  do  expect  as 


CHAPTER  II. — READING  THE  PLAY. 

THIS  is  the  most  exciting  moment 
of  all,  because  of  course  everybody  is 
wondering  what  the  play  is  about. 
The  clever  author  (that  means  me) 
is  surrounded  by  the  cast  (that 
inriins  the  whole  lot  of  you),  and, 
after  a  hearty  tea,  he  declaims  his 
work  to  them — to  the  accompaniment 
of  shouts  of  laughter,  bursts  of  ap- 
plause and  the  like.  Something 
in  this  stylo  : 

The  Author.  The — er — title  of  our 
little  play  is  The  Wolf;  or— 

l-'.tlii-l  (reproachfully).  Oh,  uncle 

'I'll i'    Author.  What's    the    matter 

DOW? 

Kthel.  You  said  there  was  a  fairy 
princess  in  it,  and  1  was  going  to  be 
it,  and  it  was  to  be  the  chief  part. 

Muriel    (loftily).  I  'd    much    rather 
be      an      ordinary      human      person 
Wouldn't  you,  Enir'.' 

The.  Author.  But  you  are,  Ethel 
It  is. 

i'.tlie!.  Tlii-ii  oughtn't  I  to  be  in 
the  title? 

The  Author.  You  don't  understand 
li  s  called  The  Wolf;  or,  Prince 
Rupert  and  the  Fairy  Princess.  I 
have  to  put  the  wolf  in  there,  but  he 
hardly  comes  into  the  play  at  all. 
In  fact  he  only  has  a  growling  part. 


PLAY. 

Dicfc  and  Harold  (simultaneously). 
Bags  I  the  wolf ! 

Harold  and  Dicfc  (eagerly).  I  said 
it  first,  didn't  I,  uncle?  Shut  up; 
you  didn't. 

i      The   Author.  I   shall   want  one  of 
you  to  be  the  Prince. 

Dick     and     Harold.    Bags    I     the 
Prince,  anyhow. 

l-'.thd.  Hadn't  we  better 
settle  the  parts  after- 
wards, uncle?  I  'm  go- 
ing to  be  the  dear  little 
Fairy  Princess;  how 
lovely  !  What  will  you 
be,  Janet? 

Muriel.  I  don't  mind 
what  I  am.  Do  you, 
Enie  ? 

Harold  and  Dick.  Ail 
right,  then;  I  '11  be  tbo 
Wolf. 

[They   start   growling   in 
various  tentative  keys. 
The  Author.  I  think  we 
shall    have    to    get    your 
cousin    Tom   to   be  'the   Wolf.       We 
want   a   big  one.      Now   then,    I  m 
going  to  read  it  to  you.    Er — The— 

Dick  and  Harold  (in  fits  of 
aughter).  Won't  he  look  a  sausage? 

Ethel.  You  don't  mind  my  being 
the  Princess,  do  you,  Muriel  dear? 
Because,  you  see — 

The   Author   (angrily  and   loudly) 
Will  you  all  be  quiet  for  a  moment? 
.  .  .  Now  then— (very  loudly)— THE 
WOLF 


Wilfrid    (suddenly).     I — want — my 


UNCLE  SHOWING  CHILDREN  HOW  TO  ACT. 


mummy. 
I — want- 


I — want — my — mummy. 
[Uproar. 


CHAPTER  III. — THE  STAGE. 

As  soon  as  possible  you  must  come 
to  some  definite  agreement  with 
Mother  about  the  drawing-room.  The 
best  way  is  to  go  into  her  room  one 
morning  when  she  is  very  busy  writ- 
ing notes,  and  say  quite  anyhow  (as 
though  you  didn't  care  a  bit):  "I 
suppose,  mummy  dear,  you  don't 
mind  our  doing  our  play  in  the  draw- 
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ing-room?     Uncle   James   said 
And  then  she  '11  say:   "Don't 
now,    dear,    I  'm    very    busy.        Yes, 
yes,    I   know;   run   away,    there's 


darling."    So  of  course  you  run  awav 

and    tell    the 

others     that 

Mother    said 

"  Yes." 

About   a   week 

before   the   night 

you  "11     have     to 

take     charge     of 

the  drawing-room 

altogether ;      and 

if    you    can    get 

Mother  safely  off 

to  London  to  buy 

Christmas     pre- 
sents  before  you 

really    begin   you 

will  get  on  much 

faster  with  every- 
thing.     There   is 

no     harm     in 

Father       staying 
on.      He  will   be 

so  glad  that  you 
aren't    using    the 

library     that     he 
will  actually  help 

in  soiiu  ni  the  heavy  work,  frobably, 
when  you  start  moving  the  grand 
piano,  lie  will  even  suggest  getting 
a  couple  of  men  in  to  do  the  thing 
properly.  That,  though,  would  spoil 
all  the  fun ;  and  you  must  quickly 
assure  him  that 
the  whole  idea 
was  to  do  every- 
thing yourselves, 
and  that  if  he 
t<x>k  one  end  and 
("ncle  James  the 
other  you  would 
show  them  ex- 
actly where  you 
wanted  it  put. 


your  science  books;  but  I  may  say 
worry  here  that  they  are  called  stalactite'* 
because  that  is  such  a  difficult  word 
to  spell.  You  remember  the  story 
of  the  harassed  ambassador  who  was 


The  legend  is  that  he  who  looks  into 
the  water  will  see  the  face  of  bin  true 
love  reflected  ;  and  when  Rupert  looks 
in  then  you  come  and  peep  over  his 
shoulder;  so  of  course  he  sees  your 
face  too. 

Then     says 
Kii[' 

Whote  it  thi» 
lovely,  thit 
e  n  chanting 
facet 

I  've  seen  it  once 
or  turice  about 
the  place. 
And    you    sing 
softly  : 


/    am    the 
prince** 


<;KITIM;  HKADY  KOK  TIIK  Xuiirr. 

embarrassed  by  a  scintillating  stalac- 
tite— well,  it  had  to  come  into  that 
story. 

To  return  to  the  picture :  the 
stalactites  with  the  crease  down  the 
middle  are  Cousin  Tom's,  and  the 


fairy 
FA- 
nore  ' 
(I  'm    turf    I   ve 
never  seen  the 
man  before). 
And  so  on.    In 
another     picture 
you  'II  see  how  the 
;ide  's  done. 

ClIAPTEn    V. 
AM> 


BEFORE  I  come  to  the  acting,  I 
had  better  finish  with  what  they  call 
"  the  properties  "  —  which  means  the 
things  you  make  out  of  other  things 
ready  for  the  night. 

As  is  always  the  case,  the  girls' 
things  are  much 
easier  to  get 
ready  than  the 
boys'.  An  excel- 
lent fairy-skirt, 
for  instance,  can 
be  made  from 
Mother's  best 
lamp  -  shade 
—  the  one  with 
the  frilly  things 
hanging  down  ; 
then,  again,  a 
tea  -  cosy  make* 
a  good  crown 
for  the  Princess. 
Hut  I  can't  sug- 
gest anything 
that  will  do  for 
Prince  Kripert's 


ClIAPTKR    IV. 

TIIK  SCENERY. 

TIIK  principal 
scene  is  The 
Fairy  lirotto,  and 
that  of  course 
is  where  you, 
Ethel,  live  for 
the  first  part  of 
your  life — until, 
in  fact,  Prince 
Hupert  comes 
and  kisses  you 
and  turns  you 

into   a   mortal,   which,   between  our-    rather    baggy    stalactites    are    Uncle    Dick  out  of  that  piece  of  blue  plush 
selves,    is    a    much    better    thing    to   James's,  and  the  ones  with  the  stalag-    that  was  left  over, 
be.     Uncle  George  has  drawn  a  pic-    mites  fused  on  at  the  knees  must  be'      There  is  just  one  tip  I   must 
ture   of   this   enchanted    cavern,    and  '  Harold's,   and    .    .    .      Well,   you    - 
I  want  you  to  notice  particularly  the    of  course,   how   it   is  done.      There   is 


THE  Niciiir  ITSKI  t. 


costume.  1  really 
think  that  Mis* 
Pringli-  will  sim- 
ply nave  to  set 
to  and  make 
something  for 


stalactites 
You    have 


hanging 

read    all 


from    the    roof. 

about    these    in 


also,   you   notice,   a  wonderful  magic 
pool   in    the   middle  of  your  cavern. 


There  is  just  one  tip  I   must  give 
I  you  about  stage  directions.    It  is  very 
important    to    pay    attention    to    the 
author's  directions  to  the  actors,  be- 
.  after  all,  he  wrote  the  play  and 
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ought  to  know  best  how  it  should  be  declares  his  love  he  has  to  put  both 
icted.  So  when  you  read  a  note  like  hands  upon  his  heart  as  he  Leans 
this-  '  During  this  speech  of  the  eagerly  towards  the  lady.  Ot  course 
ricked  Baron's,  Sunnylocks  has  been  most  of  the  audience  will  understand 
grou-ing  more  and  more  frightened;  what  is  happening,  but  Grannie,  who 
Tie  turns  deathly  pale,  beads  of  per-  is  deaf,  may  not  hear  the  words,  and 
spiration  xtiind  upon  his  brow,  his  she  will  probably  upset  everything 
Ctieei  tn  mble  more  and  more,  until 
at  the  last  horrible  threat  his  very 
'tair  stands  on  end  with  terror  " — 
when  you  come  across  this  you  must 
see  that  Harold  really  does  carry  out 
the  author's  intentions.  Most  of  it 
should  be  fairly  easy  for  him,  but  the 
last  direction  does  want  a  little 
scheming.  The  best  way  is  to  have 
a  magnet  suspended  from  the  ceiling, 
and  ready  to  be  let  down  when  re- 
quired. Then,  just  before  he  goes  on, 
Harold  must  dip  his  head  into  Wil- 
frid's "  Chemical  Food  "  (which,  as 
you  know,  has  a  lot  of  iron  in  it  to 
make  him  strong),  and  then  at  the 
critical  moment  the  magnet  is  let 
gently  down  ....  Whereupon  an 
extremely  realistic  scene  ensues, 


THE  CASCADE. 


by  saying,   "There!   I  told  him   not 
to  have  a  second  help." 

Did  I  mention  improvisation  '!  That 
means  putting  in  your  words  when 
you  have  forgotten  mine.  It  is  possi- 
ble that  you  may  have  to  do  this 
sometimes  when  your  memory  goes, 
as  it  does  in  History  always ;  and 
then  the  great  thing  is  to  do  it  as 
naturally  as  possible.  For  example, 
the  Prince  may  be  telling  you  the 
story  of  his  adventures  in  the  search 


Oh,  by  the  way,  don't  forget  the 
moon.  The  best  London  people 
always  have  them  full.  I  can't  say 
why. 

CHAPTER  VI. — How  TO  ACT. 
THE  first  thing  to  remember  is  that 
it    is    necessary    to    cross    the    stage 
every   time  you   make   a   remark  of 
any  importance.     I  have  never  quite 
understood  why  this  should  be  so,  but 
they  always  do  it  in  London  ;  and  what 
is  good  enough  for  them  is 
good  enough  for  us.      Thus, 
if  Prince  Rupert  is  on  the 
right  -  hand     side     of     the 
stage  and  you  are  on  the 
left,  and  he  says,  "  I  love 
you  !  ' '  you  both  cross  over 
before     you     reply     "  Ru- 
pert! "    I  fancy  the  reason 
must  be  that  the  Common 
people  who  are  stuck  into 
the  sides  of  the  gallery  can 
only    see    one-half    of    the 
stage ;   and   as   they   got   a 
bit    tired    of    never    seeing 
more  than  half  the  charac- 
ti  rs  in  a  night  they  com- 
plained to  the  fireman.    He 
toKI   the  man   at  the   door 
who    says    "  Stalls-to-the- 

left  -  dress  -  circle  -  this  -  way,"      and  j  for  the  magic  ring.      At  the  end  of  ;  time, 
gradually  it  got  up  to  the  Manager    them  you  have  to  say  : 
himself,    who    made    the    new    rule.    At  such  ferce  deeds  nnj  maiden  heart 


TlIK    WlioNIi    WAV    (>F    WORKINi:    TIIK    I.I  MKI.llillT. 


Of  i-ourse  you  have  no  gallery  in  the 
drawing-room,  but  you  may  as  well 
follow  the  general  custom.  Anyhow, 
it  gives  the  audience  a  chance  of 
seeing  both  sides  of  you. 

Uncle  James  will  show  you  several 
of  the  more  important  gestures,  and 
you  must  see  that  you  get  these 


dotli  quail; 
And  yet,  fair  sir,  I  thank  you  for  your 

tale. 

Suppose,  however,  you  have  for- 
gotten those  lines  for  the  moment. 
Don't  be  nervous;  and  don't  rely 
entirely  on  the  prompter,  because 
he  may  be  busy.  Just  say  with  a 


and  then,  while  he  is  telling  his  story 
all  over  again  (as  most  men  would 
be  glad  to)  you  can  be  thinking  of 
something  nice  to  say  afterwards. 

CIIAPTER  VII. — THE  NIGHT  ITSELF. 

So,  finally,  after  all  jour  rehears- 
ing and  dressmaking  and  scene 
shifting  you  will  corne  to  the  night 
itself.  Aunt  Molly  will  be  at  the 
piano  playing  "  The  Waltz  Dream," 
when  you  will  discover  that  the 
prompt-book  has  been  lost ;  and  at 
the  same  time  Cousin  Tom  will  dis- 
cover that  the  best  pair  of  stalac- 
tites is  his,  after  all.  While  he  is 
expostulating  with  Uncle  James,  the 
curtain  will  go  up,  and  Uncle  James 
will  say,  "  You  fool,  drop  that  cur- 
tain !  Oh,  I  beg  your  pardon,  Miss 
Fellowes,  I  didn't  see  it  was  you." 
Then  Aunt  Molly  will  play  "The 
Waltz  Dream  "  over  again,  and 
Cousin  Tom  will  come  in  properly 
and  begin  to  growl.  Having  per- 
formed his  part  with  immense  vigour 
he  will  retire  into  the  wings  and  take 
his  head  off,  when  he  will  learn  that 
the  curtain  has  been  down  all  the 
time,  because  they  can't  start  till 
the  prompt-book  has  been  found. 
Whereupon  Harold  will  yell  out  he 
can  see  through  the  hole  in  the  cur- 
tain, and  Uncle  Charles  has  it  in 
his  hand;  and  Uncle  Charles,  who 
has  promised  to  prompt,  but  is  now 
turning  over  the  music  for  Aunt 
Molly,  who  is  playing  "The  Waltz 
Dream  "  for  the  third 
time,  will  be  indignantly 
sent  for.  Aunt  Molly  will 
insist  on  coming  behind 
the  scenes  too,  to  see  if 
she  can  help,  and  Miss 
Pringle,  who  has  been 
very  busy  in  the  green- 
room stitching  up  Prince 
Rupert,  who  had  split  at 
the  last  moment,  will  take 
her  place  and  piny  "  The 
Walt  z  Dream. ' '  Then 
Uncle  James  will  say, 
'Now  clear  the  stage 
there,  please.  All  behind 
the  scenes.  Where  is 
everybody?  Tom,  come 
on.  Now  Miss  Fellowes, 
we  really  are  ready  this 
The  other  cord,  I  think. 
On  all-fours  please,  Tom.  No,  the 

other  cord Now,  before  Miss 

Pringle  begins  again.      Now !    .    .    .    . 
Get  beliind,  Harold." 

And  then,  all  of  a  sudden,  every- 
thing will  go  perfectly  smoothly.  .  .  . 
And  when  it  is  all  over — 


right.    For  instance,  when  the  Prince    sweet  smile,  "  What  did  you  say?  " 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

THERE   will   be   loud   calls   for  the 
author.  A.  A.  M. 
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First  Ymuli  ,  lul  e  arrival).  "  HALLO  !     WHAT  SORT  or  snow  is  IT?" 

Second  Youth.     "On,  SAME  OLD  THIXU.     KIRHI  TIIK  DEAR  OLD  CONJUBEB,  ASD  sow  THK  IIAI.I.T  OLD  CIIKI»TMAJ<  Wtt!" 


rov*  from  apptr  rtyioHt.  "  DEARIK,  IK  YOU  .'ANT  KEEP  IIABY  yfiCT,  WHY  v.r  urn  HIM  »oMEriiis<i  T..  i-m  WITH 
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VERt-      ADVANCED     GOLF. 

I.     THIS  FOR  IT  !  11.     lloi.F.n  ! 
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VERY     ADVANCED     GOLF. 

IMPORTANT    NOTICE    (THK   BALLOON    HoLE).  — PLAYERS   ARE    HEQfF>TF.I)    Si>T    TO    ASTUill    TO   THE    i;l!EES   TILL  THE   PLAYM*    IS    FROST    HAVE 


O.CITTKII    THE    LADDER. 
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THE     GOING     OF     1909. 
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PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


MR.  ri-xrn's  TAOEAVT  is  sow  os  TIEW  AT  THE  Ij-nrF-srEu  OALLERIES,  LEICESTER 


A  LEAP-YEAR  LAMENT. 

So  the  Old  Year  is  done, 

And  let  me  add 
The  fact  that  I,  for  one, 

Arn  jolly  glad. 

This  was  the  kind  of  year 

I  used  to  laud, 
Hut  it  has  proved,  I  fear, 

A  beastly  fraud. 


I 'm  disappointed  ;  \'S 

[  find  mysc'll 
In  single  eursedncss 

Upon  the  shelf. 

0  ladies,  why  so  my 
At  such  a  time? 

1  am  no  callow  boy, 

But  in  my  prime; 

Not  beautiful  ('tis  true), 
Hut  kind  and  ^   d. 


Points  which  I  fancied  you 
Quite  understood 

Yi  t.  though  my  charms  have  been 

Fully  disclosed, 
AS  all  of  you  have  seen, 

Not  one  'a  proposed. 
Still,  fivling   a>  1  ..uglit) 

E.\tr«-nifly  \.A.-d. 
Th,  :  rt  in  the  thought 

It  '.<  mi/  turn  nert. 
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A   GUIDE    TO    POPULAR    EMOTION. 

r"Pcrsi*>otive  is  even-tiling  when  it  comes  to  a  question  of  news  ;  and 

the newsm,.',- takes  .!„'•  accurate  view  of  the  interest  of  its  readers 

If  you  count  interest  by  s,»,-e  you  will  lintl  that  nearly  every  ,,a,v-r 
divided  its  sui.ee  equally  between  tlie  seismic  horror  (w hieli  was  in 
Italy)  and  the  snow  sprinkle  (whirl,  was  at  our  door).  - 

Window,"  DaSydavmtte, 

A"!   what  it  is  to  have  a  Jlair 

For  tilings  that  touch  the  vital  part  ! 
To  put  your  thumb  (and  hold  it  there) 

Upon  the  people's  pulsing  heart! 
To  scent  the  truths  that  pay  you  best, 

To  plumb  the  common  mind  of  men  so 
That  this  you  know  should  be  compressed 

And  that  be  printed  in  extcnso. 

Yonder,  by  Italy's  lovely  shores, 

Nature  takes  on  her  ravening  mood  ; 
Earth  rocks,  and  Ocean  bursts  his  doors— 

The  strand  with  myriad  deaths  is  strewed  ; 
A  world  in  mourning  shares  the  blow, 

Since  grief  like  this  draws  hearts  together; 
And  yet,  it  seems,  our  papers  show 

An  equal  interest  in  the  weather. 

From  where  "  The  Office  Window  "shines 

We  get  these  large  ]x?rspective  views, 
Tbat  sense  of  values  which  assigns 

Its  native  worth  to  local  news  ; 
There,  flood  and  flame  and  ruining  walls, 

Horrors  from  which  the  numb  brain  flinches, 
Arc  balanced  here  by  snow  that  falls 

lleaching  a  depth  of  several  inches! 

Yet  when  I  scan  my  daily  sheet 

1  sometimes  doubt  if  what  one  reads 
Iietlects  in  superficial  feet 

Tlie  average  person's  mental  needs  ; 
If  area  represents*  our  taste, 

What  of  the  speeches,  stupid,  solemn, 
That  through  the  Session  run  to  waste 

In  weary  column  after  column '{ 

Nor  docs  it  move  me  much  to  hear 

.lust  how  a  bli/xard,  blowing  keen, 
Ihimmed  up  a  locomotive  near 

The  environs  of  Aberdeen  ; 
"I'is  not  demand  control.-  supply  : 

IVtty  or  poignant,  grave  or  silly, 
''This  is  the  stuff  you  want,"  they  cry, 

And  one  must  take  it.  willv-nillv. 


0.  S. 


OUR    CHRISTMAS    PUDDING. 

]>KAU  Mr.   Punch—I  have  been  reading  your  trap- 


lAtf    if *r.    *«*•«'«' i       *•    •  in-  i    .c      1 

,ou,edy  about  the  charms  in  the  plum  pudding  and  \ 
particularly  sympathetic  because  something  of  the  same 
kind  very  nearly  wrecked  my  own  happiness  on  Christ 
mas  Dav.  Fortunately  the  issue  was  a  triumph  of  mind 
over  matter— or  perhaps  I  ought  to  say  love  over 
ing.  It  happened  like  this.  We  had  just  arrived  at 
the  pudding  stage,  and  I  felt  it  was  the  moment  of  my 
life  and  Lizzie,  our  maid,  felt  it  was  the  moment  of 
hers,  as  she  bore  it  to  the  table  in  triumph,  and  I  could 
see  she  'd  been  having  a  grim  struggle  in  getting  it  out 
of  the  saucepan,  for  her  face  was  post-office  red,  and  she 
had  forgotten  to  turn  her  sleeves  down.  Personally,  1 
had  never  made  a  Christmas  pudding  before,  as  I  have 
only  just  begun  to  keep  house  for  my  brother  Harry, 
and  I  could  see  lie  looked  a  bit  anxious,  for  we  had 
already  had  one  or  two  trifling  failures. 

Mr.   and  Mrs.   Bostock  and  Dick  Barry  were  dining 
with  us,  not  that  I  care  for  the  Bostocks  a  bit,  but  1 
wanted  to  please  them  because  they  can  be  useful  to 
Harry;  but  I  do  care  for  Dick,  and  I  particularly  wanted 
him    to   see    how   domesticated    I    was,    because — well, 
every   woman   will   know   why.     The   pudding   certainly 
looked  a  picture,  its  rich  brown  complexion  showing  a 
vivid  contrast  to  the  red  holly  berries  that  crowned  it, 
and  in   its  firm  yet   spongy   interior  I  had   hidden   the 
usual  mascots — a  threepenny-bit  for  riches,   a  wedding 
ring  for  marriage,   and   a   thimble   for  spinsterhood.     I 
managed  to  give  Mr.  Bostock  the  slice  with  the  three- 
penny-bit in  it,  and  he  was  delighted  at  the  attainment  of 
more'  riches;   but  at  the  second  mouthful  I   noticed   a 
queer  expression  cross  his  face,   as   he   helped   himseli 
again  to  brandy  sauce  and  passed  it  significantly  across 
to  his  wife.     An  eloquent  silence  fell  upon  us,  till  Harry 
began  talking  eagerly  about  the  Budget;  but  even  if  I 
had  been  interested  I  couldn't  have  joined  in,  for  I  was 
too  occupied  with  wondering  what  it  could  bo  that  made 
the  pudding  taste  of  camphor,     The  eggs  were  all  right, 
I   knew,  so  was  the  fruit  and  the  suet,   and  I  had  just 
determined    that    Li/./.ie    must    have    used    a    lump    of 
camphor    instead    of    soda    in    washing    the    forks,    when 
Mrs.    Bostock  gave  a  startled  ejaculation  and  stared   at 
something    on    her    plate.         Everybody    stopped    eating 
with  wonderful  willingness. 

"  What  is  it,  Mrs.  Bostock?  "  I  exclaimed. 
"  You  ought  to  know  that  best,"  said  Harry,  hooking 
up    the   offending   object   on    his    fork.     It    was    a    soft, 
whitish  thing,  and  looked  like  a  flabby  capsule  of  sodden 


Ion  i'onnty  ('oiinril  u.i-  remembered  with  gratitado, 

a-  tin'  eli'i-frie  i -iii-s,  rnnrilfil  tlmn>ili  llii->i  iri'i'r.  com  ryi'd  City  people 
homeward."  '/'/"•  Ilii'ili/  1  W.^ni ,,//. 

The  italics  are  ours  —to  emphasise  the  (ireat  Thought  em- 
bedded in  tlii--  paragraph.  It  is  really  wonderful  how  seldom 
these  eleeirie  curs  stop  to  consider  how  many  people  they 
luue  inside. 

"\YarK    thf   win >le  of    K.n^laml  and   \Valr~.  if  it  could  have  lieen  -.een 
•.-.mild    liavt-    liri-n    .-IIOM  -coM-retl." 

7  lie  />(»////  TflfgTaph. 

Kven   a-   il    was.  \\ith   nobody  looking  ;•!    it    from  a  balloon, 
quite  a  large  part  of  the  country  was  under  snow. 

Sir  HEXRY  COTTON  has  said  in  The  A'eio  Age  that  the 
partition  of  Bengal  was  "the  greatest  blunder  that  had 
been  committed  in  India  since  Ci.ivr.  won  Plasscy."  If 
CMYK'S  vic'ory  at  1'lassey  was  not  exactly  a  blunder  we 
can  quite  understand  that  Sit;  HKXISY  regards  it  as  a  very 
uii  for  lunate  ixrurretice. 


paper. 

"  Why,  il  's  OH/I/  the  thimble,"  I  exclaimed,  much 
relieved. 

'  The  thimble!  "  they  all  cried,  incredulously. 

"Yes,"  I  replied.  "I  couldn't  find  my  silver  one, 
Bo  I  put  in  Li/./.ie's.  It  was  made  of  celluloid,  and  I 
expect  the — the  goodness  has  all  boiled  out  of  it." 

"(mod  Heavens!  We're  poisoned,"  groaned  Mrs. 
Bostock. 

Harry  turned  on  me  with  a  face  like  a  thunder-cloud. 

"You  must  be  mud,"  he  said.  "  I  thought  you  had 
more  sense.  No  wonder  the  beastly  stuff  tasted  of 
camphor." 

'or,   indeed!"  exclaimed  Mr.   Bostock.      "Do 


yon  know,  young  lady,  that  celluloid  contains  nitric  and 
sulphuric  acid  and  chloride  of  lime? 

1  shook  my  head.  If  I  'd  tried  to  speak  I  should  have 
burst  out  crying.  As  it  was,  my  eyes  were  full  of  tears. 

"All  excellent  things   for  the   system   when  taken  in 
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HEREDITARY    INSTINCT. 

Sufragtlie  Mother  (tnatrliinij  a  »pan  moment  from  really  importoiU  tli'mri*  to  r\*it  the  nHr*ery\.  "Bur,  MT  DKAB  OIIIID,  WHAT  ARE  TOO 

:mx(l    Foil,    WITH    AM,  TIIKXK    NICK   TOYS?       WlIVT   f.t.V    YOU    tt  VS  [  '!  "  Infant.    "  BoO-HOf)  !       iVvsr    A    MUK1." 


small    quantities,"    said    Dick    Barry.     "It's   the    best 
pudding    I  've   ever   tasted,    Miss   Mabel.     May   I   have 

sonic  more,  please '.' 

And,  in  spite  of  all  they  could  say  to  dissuade  him, 
he  had  another  slice,  and  nobly  ate  every  bit,  mid  if  Mr. 
t '.MINK, UK  knew  about  it  I  believe  ho  'd  give  him  some 
Hero-money.  As  it  was,  he  only  got  the-  wedding-rill;,' : 
and  when,  after  the  liostocks  had  gone,  and  we  had 
he  n  engaged  about  seven  minutes,  ho  asked  J lurry  if 
he  would  trust  my  life  to  him,  Harry  replied  — 

"  Certainly,  if  you  'II  trust  yours  to  her."  Which 
sho\\od  that  the  nitric  acid  and  chloride  of  lime  were 
still  rankling.  Yours  sincerely,  MAI:KI. 


"  \Vll. 1.1:11,  \Vll  I  UM.   ImiMci-    ,.F    till,'    nioiWn    llnnsr-;  ;    r:llll.<ns    ;i>    ill,' 

inventor  of  tin-  method  of  .-ii\  Ing  dayKght,  embodied  in  I!L,'  Bill  .,('  I'.' '•>  . 
i,  lull  ii', I    v,'l    ;nl»[, Ifil  liv  l':ir!i;lliifi'l." 

Tin-  Dnihj  Mail  }',;„•  H,H,J;. 

We  advise  Mr.  Win  KIT,  whatever  other  structures  ho  erects, 
not  to  build  (oo  much  on  the  la>l  clause  of  ihis  si'iitence.  ]f 
Parlianiont  refused  to  adopt  him  while  the  BUI  for  feed  in. <; 
school  children  was  under  di>eu>si,»u,  there  is  not  likely  to 
be  another  chance  for  some  time.  However,  he  has  been 
blessed,  which  is  something- 


A  poitrinaii-c,  who  has  been  in  his  time  too  much 
sounded  by  the  medic.il  profession,  suggests  that  the  new 
year,  nineteen-nine,  should  be  known  as  the  .lmni,«  pu'- 
monar'nis. 


CONSOLATION. 

YES,   there  'B  no  doubt    who   it   is — though    perhaps   it 

seems  strange  to  you 
How  the  fleet  years  should  so  graciously  alter  your 

look ; 
Hardly  you  'd  guessed  that  Time's  fingers  could  make 

such  a  change  to  you, 
Save  for  the  Horror  that  smirks  from  that  photograph 

book. 
Look   at   that    waistcoat — suggestive  of  round-the-town 

roysterini;: 

Look  ut  your  manner  in  ties  and  your  beast  of  a  hat; 
Lo6k  at  yourself  as  you  seemed,  in  the  halcyon  cham- 

pagne-and-oy  storing 

Days  of  your  youth,  when  vou  went  about  vestured 
like  that  ' 

Do  MHI  at  tinu'S  get  a  longing  for  lost  juvenility ? 

Do  you,  from  peaceful  backwaters  of  f«i!y  or  so, 
Haulier  for  days  when,  assured  of  a  wondrous  ability. 
You  wei  e  to  lea  1  all  the  world  ill  the  way  it  should  go'.1 
Well,    if   you    do.    and    the    hc\day    of    \..;ith    on  no.-    and 

cries  to  you. 
Cries   of   old    days    ere    the    silver   o-rd    stretched    and 

grew  thill, — 
Turn   t<>   your   Aunt's   book  of  photos,    for   that    is    my 

soundest  advice  t,  ^  you  ; 

See  what   you   lool:,  .1   in   the    'eighties — and   fin.i 
solation  therein  ! 


0 
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I90S. 

LOOKING  back  on  the  past  year  I  can 

ee  that  it  has  been  (as  usual)  one  of 

noble  endeavour ;  frequently  frustrated, 

mt  invariably  well-meant.     In  accord- 

mre  with  the  custom  of  the  newspapers 

have  sot  down  here  its  record  of 
ichievement  in  the  different  provinces 
if  Art,  Bicycling,  and  the  like ;  and  I 
ifTor  this  to  the  public  in  full  confidence 
if  their  sympathy  and  appreciation. 

Art. 

We  have  had  our  photograph  taken 
'or  the  first  time  for  many  years,  and  if 
lie  result  isn't  Art  I  don't  know  what 
s.  The  photographer  said :  "  Would 
rou  like  them  en  silhouette  or  straight- 
routed  ?  "  We  said  in  French  that,  we 
ind  thought  of  cartes  de  visile.  The 
result  is  a  sort  of  three-quarter  face  with 
one  wing  forward,  and  the  man  insists 
hat  we  must  have  looked  like  that  once. 
The  only  other  achievement  in  the  world 
if  Art  is  a  moleskin  waistcoat  of  some 
distinction.  1  had  no  idea  that  moles 
were  that  colour,  but  the  man  swore 
hat  when  you  had  taken  the  feathers 
out  of  them  you  found  quite  a  different 
coloured  skin  underneath.  As  he  has 
been  there  and  I  haven't,  I  cannot  argue 
with  him.  Altogether  a  good  year  for 

Art. 

Bicycling. 

At  tin;  beginning  of  the  year  our  eldest 
brother  sold  our  bicycle  for  a  sovereign 
and  gave  the  sovereign  to  our  second 
brother.  A  bad  year  for  Bicycling, 

therefore. 

Science. 

(I  thought  for  the  moment  Science 
began  with  a  0,  which  is  why  it  comes 
in  Ben.) 

Several  important  discoveries  have 
been  made  in  1908.  For  instance,  the 
small  white  raspberries  in  tapioca  pud- 
ding are  meant  to  be  there;  you.  always 
thought  that  they  had  got  in  from  snim 
other  dish,  when  the  cook  wasn't  look 
ing.  And  when  your  watch  gains  ; 
foot  you  don't  put  the  regulator  to  A 
bcva.ise  it.  is  advancing,  but  to  R  bccaust 
you  want  to  retard  it.  (.Orelse  theotho 
way  round  -  -I  have  forgotten  again 
Anyhow,  I  found  out  that  I  had  beei 
doing  it  wrong.)  Another  discover 
made  in  the  early  part  of  the  year  wn 
the  meaning  of  the  phrase  "  Hank  Rate 
Unchanged,"  but  that  is  too  teehnica 
to  explain  here.  A  record  year  fo 
Science. 

Education. 

I'.in,-.  has  not.  been  wholly  barren.  W 
have  learnt  where  Bosnia  is. 

Finance. 

The  old  system  of  keeping  no  account 
and  never  filling  in   the  counterfoils 
cheques  again  answered  admirably. 


Games. 

The  past  year  marks  an  epoch  in  the 
listory  of  Oanifs.   We  have  retired  from 
ootball  and    are   not  the  cricketer  we 
were ;  but,  on  the  other  hand,  we  have 
made  immense  strides  in  croquet.     We 
mprove  slowly  at  billiards.     In  Novem- 
rer  we  potted  the  red  rather  neatly,  and 
iverybody   said,    "There's   no   getting 
way  from   that— he  must  have  meant 

t." "  As  a  matter  of  fact but  it 

woidd  spoil  it  to  explain.     In  the  early 

part  of  the  year  we  could  have  shown 

ou  a  trick  or  two  in  Diabolo.     During 

.Vtobev  we  issued  challenges  to  (lorni 

nd    BURNS  — "£10,000    to    the   nearest 

elative,  win,  lose  or  tie,"   but   luckily 

hey  were  not  accepted.      That  is   all, 

xcept  that  I  can  no  longer  jump  the 

ancestral  herbaceous  border,  as  the  gar- 

lener  keeps  on  discovering. 

Hydrostatics. 

ARCHIMEDES' Principle — that  if  a  heavy 
gets  into  a  cold  bath  quickly  an 
•qual  amount  of  water  gets  out  onto 
he  mat  quickly — was  demonstrated 
daily, to  the  complete  dissatisfactionof  the 
nan  on  the  floor  below,  who,  however, 
nadc  a  still  more  important  "discovery  in 
bis 'interesting  branch  of  Dynamics: 
nz.,  that  water  does  not  find  its  own 
level,  but  prefers  something  about  ten 
:eet  lower  down. 

Indigo, 

Indigo  has  maintained  its  status  qno 
throughout  1908.  There  have  been 
occasions  during  the  year  when  we  had 
almost  decided  to  be  an  Indigo  planter 
in  Assam  rather  than  stick  it  in  this 
beastly  country.  On  each  occasion  the 
weather  cleared  just  before  we  had 
packed  the  sandwiches. 

Music. 

Space  and  time  alike  fail  us  to  tell  ol 
our  notable  triumphs  upon  the  pianola 
in  the  year  that  has  just  elapsed.  We 
have  played  the  Sonata  Appissionata 
and  Shuffling  .Jasper  with  equal  ivnv 
and  chiaroscuro.  The  fruitiness  ami 
nutty  flavour  of  our  rendering  ol 
/iVmor*.!— Valse  T/iganc,  No.  LHIiV.i'. 
kindly  return  by  the,  end  of  the  month 
—  will  never  be  forgotten.  In  July  one 
of  the  black  notes  stuck  down  and  re- 
fused to  budge  for  some  time ;  but  we 
got  it  up  at  last  with  the  potted-meat 
opener.  I  say,  I  don't  think  much  o 
LISZT.  He  has  pace  and  staying  JKIWCI 
and  is  a  good  strider;  quite  a  usefu 
man  over  timber  he  might  be  ;  but  he  is 
a  little  lacking  in — what  shall  1  say'. 
Ailmjio  con  molto  evpreatiane  ma  not 
Iroppo,  if  you  know  what  I  mean. 

Pets. 

Walter,  the  white  mouse,  perished  h 
May.  The  doctor  said  it  was  too  muel 
exercise  on  an  empty — well,  he  put  i 


ather  crudely.  You  know  what  doctors 
re.  And  you  know  how  white  mice 
rill  exercise.  The  tailor  said  Walter 
vas  too  small  to  make  up  into  a  white 
vaisteoat,  even  an  evening  one,  and  that 
ic  would  be  'hopeless  as  a  tie.  I 
dvertised  for  a  white  mole,  but  they 
eem  to  be  rare.  Altogether  1908  was 
i  sad  year  for  pet.s. 

Thought. 

Perhaps  the  past  year  was  above  all  a 
•ear  for  Thought.  To  the  pursuit  of 
Thought  we  devoted  many  afternoons  in 
uany  positions.  Some  people  would 
ind  it  impossible  to  think  properly  in 
one  of  those  hard,  wooden  office  chairs 
vitli  the  corrugated  backs,  but  1908 
)rovcd  that  the  impossible  could  be 
ichieved --  -that  one  could  be  as  busy  in 
hose  as  elsewhere. 

Xylonite. 

We  did  not  do  any  of  this. 
Yclept. 

We  were  yclept  every  morning  punetu- 
illy  at  S  (and  arose  punctually  at  'J.30) 
hroughout  the  year. 

Zeugma. 

I  suppose  you  thought  I  couldn't  do 
X.  Y.  7,.  Well,  this  is  just  to  show  you. 
In  the  ordinary  way,  of  course,  I  should 
Ifave  referred  to  the  zeugma  under 
Music.  We  ordered  a  low-strung  one 
last  month,  but  it  has  not  yet  been 
lelivered. 

So  much  for  my  record  of  the  past 
year.  Heading  it  over  on  this  first  early 
morning  of  the  New  Year,  I  feel  that  1 
have  not  spent  the  twelvemonth  in  vain. 
At.  the  end  of  it  I  can  say  truthfully  that 
I  am,  if  not  n  year  wiser,  at  least  a  year 
older,  a  year  fatter.  And  now,  as  it  is 
just  two  o'clock,  I  will  start  the  New 
Year  well  by  carrying  out  my  first  reso- 
lution— that  of  going  to  bed  early. 

A.  A.  M. 


"  Tim  spacious  clays  of  Elizabeth,  when  the 
KiiKlishman,  half  explorer,  half  warrior,  half 
I  reel  n  >i.  ter,  half  patriot,  ruletl  the  Spanish 
Main." 

From  T.  P.'s  Weekly,  which  is  publish- 
ing a  series  of  articles  on  "Literary 
Taste  and  How  to  Form  it." 


"  In  accordance  with  his  annual  custom,  an 
unknown  l«>nefartc>r  walked  into  the  cashier's 
iilliet!  of  the  Church  Army  last  week,  handed 
over  u  cheque  for  C.100,  and  left,  without  wailing 
for  th.uiks. 

As  great  quantities  of  this  parasite  are  in 
demand  at  this  season,  a  word  or  two  from  the 
'  <  larden.'  as  to  how  to,"  Ac.,  &c. 

Western  Daily  Press. 

Our  own  comment  would  have  been  that 
the  signature  on  the  cheque  might  have 
given  a  clue  to  the  benefactor's  identity 
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DONT'S    FOR    DEBUTANTES. 

III.-THE   ETIQUETTE  OF  THE  fOUXTKY  HOUSE. 


•HUT  IF  You  AUK  HTM,  IXH  rxMMIRIKIi  YOU  ABE  LIKELY 
TO  BE  OVKHI.OOKKII  ;  SO  M  \KK  YofllSKI.K  XoTLKMIIK  FROM  THE  FIRST. 
DON'T  COME  BY  ANY  TIJMX  sl'c;i;Ksl  Kn  TO  YOU  IIV  Yol'R  HOSTESS  — 
AIIRIVK  AT  SOME  I'XHSUAL  HOIMI.  A  llo(  I  7..">!l  II  'llli:  IMNXril-llorn  i.  Si 
IIK  IIATIIEB  EFFECTIVE. 


DOXT  LET  mi.  SIKX  iiiuiixt.  nur  IIIL  BILMABO-BOOM  is  txu 

FOB    THEIK    Vsh,    AND    THAT    WCUK.N    SIIOfLU    I'LAT    BT    KTITATIO-- 
DONT   l-IJI.IKMi    AX     INTEBEST    IN     THE    OKIMNABr    GAMB    IT    !••! 
FKKL   11.      A   (OMBIXATIOS   Or  BlLLIAIIDS    ASI>    HOCKET   18   FOCXIi    111 
PEOPLE  MUBK   \Mr-iisi:,   \\n  i-  i  .>\-ii.Mi\nn    H-IH:   IM  nn.-v 


DON'T     IIK     F01IJIAL 

YOU    nn.iiDK    WITH    ANimiKii   urnsr    ox    TNI:    Sruits,    DON'T    ox     ANY 

ACCOUNT     SAY      "I'AIIIKIN     MK"    fXI.F.SS     1.T      WISH     To     IIK     MISTAKEX     FIIH 

AN    AMKUICAN.     SAY    "Sduui,    tn.n    i-iui-,"  I:NI.KSS    TDK    (ii'Ksr    SHUVI.H 

IIMTKX    Til    Si'KiK    FIRST,    IS    \Mlhll    i    V>K    MMI'll     SV\     "  X  Al'l.llTY  !  " 


AI-.C.M:  ALL,   DOX'T  in:  ,-nv. 
r.\ni,    vsi>    FIXI>   TH 


vr    >M..IH,   ,  ..XTFMI-I  >T>:  TIMS..   \ 
D'i.\   I  >  k    i"    foci 


HF.D-BOOM    AMI     rr.KHU'.t    Al.loW  (T    A     BATH    BF.FHBK 

YOI         <ll     IniKX    ol   |M!>I.     1,0      , 
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SERIALS    FOR    ALL. 

IV. 

OUR  next  specimen  is  from  Thc'AtJie- 
nceum.     Its  title  is 

IRENE'S  ERROR, 
A.  STUDY  IN  REPARATION-. 
Principal  Characters : 
WEI.RED  RUSSELL,  a  patient  compiler. 
IDA,  his  daughter. 
MARTIN  COTTER,  a  reviewer. 
IRENE  PANKSNAY,  a  female  novelist. 
MOSTYN  DASENT,  a  male  novelist. 
O'DECIMO,  a  publisher  (known  as   the 
Jew  O'Decimo). 

SYNOPSIS  OF  PREVIOUS  CHAPTERS. 
Weired  Russell,  having  just  completed 
his  magnum,  opus  on  the  protective  colour- 
ing of  postage  stamps,  goes  off  to  Broad- 
stairs  for  a  week's  rest  before  he  begins 


She  looked  again  at  the  paper,  and 
again  read  the  fatal  paragraph  : — 

Broken  into  l)y  liurglars  hist  night,  the  safe 
of  Mr.  O'lVeimo,  the  well-known  publisher, 
•was  robbed  of  a  valuable  manuscript  of  that 
rising  author,  .Mr.  Weired  liussell.  This  work, 
which  had  occupied  -Mr.  lliissell  for  many  years. 
dt-alt  in  the  most  exhaustive  and  fascinating 
way  with  that  alluring  theme,  the  protective 
colouring  offpostage  stamps.  That  it  should 
li:i>,>  excited  the  cupidity  of  the  thief  is  there- 
fXS  not  surpiising;  hut  that  the  world  shc.nld 
In-e  it  is  a  matter  of  the  gravest  import. 
Mr.  O'Decimo  has  offered  a  reward  of  £1(10  to 
anyone  returning  it  to  him  and  no  questions 
asked. 

Irene  was  in  despair.  What  should 
she  do?  She  was  a  humane  and  just 
woman,  and  her  one  idea,  she  repeated 
to  herself,  had  been  to  deprive  the 
reading  public  of  a  book  which  she 
honestly  believed  to  be  a  danger.  And 
in  her  foolish  haste  she  bad  taken  away 


new  work,     lie  takes  the  MS.  with  and  destroved  the  harmless  work  of  a 


him  to  number  the  pages.  While  he  sits 
on  the  esplanade  with  his  daughter,  she 
attracts  the  attention  of  O'Decimo,  who 
also  is  staying  there,  and  he  determines 
to  marry  her.  He  therefore  contrives  a 
rencontre  with  her  father,  whose  name  he 
knows,  and  by  gross  flattery  wins  his 
way  into  Russell's  heart.  Russell  im- 
proves the  occasion  by  tendering  his  MS. 
for  publication,  and  the  Jew  O'Decimo 
is  so  enamoured  that  lie  not  only  takes 
it,  but  offers  £100  on  account  of  a  15 
per  cent,  royalty,  thirteen  to  count  as 
twelve,  which  are  better  terms  than 
Russell  had  ever  received  before.  The 
only  condition  is  that  Miss  Russell  shall 
bring  the  proofs  every  day  as  they  are 
read  to  the  office.  Miss  Russell,  who 
meanwhile  is  secretly  engaged  to  Martin 
Cutter,  a  reviewer,  temporarily  agrees,  as 
she  knows  it  is  her  father's  only  chance 
of  getting  his  book  published. 

O'Decimo  therefore  goes  off  with  the 
MS.,  and  puts  it  in  his  safe.  It  happens 
that  he  has  there  also  the  last  new 
novels  by  Miss  Irene  Panksnay,  What 
of  tin-  \njltt.'  and  Mostyn  Dasent,  her 
groat  rival,  Hie  Redness  of  the  Hone. 
It  happens  also  that  Miss  Pa.nksnay, 
gnaded  to  fury  by  the  success  of  her 
rival,  and  properly  indignant  at  the 
deplorable  tone  of  some  of  his  purpler 
patches,  has  determined  to  break  into 
O'Decimo's  premises  and  steal  and  de- 
stroy Mostyn  Dasent's  new  MS. 

Armed  with  a  skeleton  key,  she  does 
so,  opens  the  safe,  abstracts  what  she 
thinks  to  be  Tlic  Redness  of  the  Hose, 
and,  hurrying  with  it  to  Waterloo 
Bridge,  drops  it  into  the  Thames.  She 
has  now  just  discovered  that  it  was  not 
The  Redness  of  theRose,  but  Mr.  Russell's 
treatise  on  the  protective  colouring  of 
postage  stamps. 

CHAPTER  VII. 

Irene  gtaggered  across  the  room  in  a 
state  bordering  on' mania. 


deserving  author. 
Destroved  ? 
But  had  she? 


How  long  would  it 


need  for  Thames  water  and  Thames 
mud  to  obliterate  and  ruin  a  closely- 
packed  manuscript  ?  Some  days  surely. 
There  was  time  even  now  to  dive  or 
dredge. 

She  started  impulsively  for  the  .bell, 
but  almost  immediately  checked  herself. 
Of  what  use  to  dive  and  dredge?  It 
could  not  be  done  in  private,  and  to  do 
it  publicly  would  be  to  brand  her  deed 
— her  jealousy  ? 

No,  rather  must  she  keep  her  secret, 
and  by  all  the  means  in  her  power  make 
reparation  to  the  unfortunate  Weired 
llussell,  tlie  author. 

Having  thus  decided,  Irene  pressed 
the  electric  button. 

It  was  answered  by  a  page.  (Accord- 
ing to  Mostyn  Dasent's  quip,  this  was 
the  best  page  of  all  her  many  thousands." 
Get  me  the  Post  Office  Directory," 
she  said  in  the  beautiful  silver  tones 
that  had  enchanted  so  many  bazaar 
audiences. 

The  boy  returned  almost  in  the  twink- 
ling of  an  eye. 

Irene  fluttered  the  pages  breathless!} 
till  she  came  to  Russell.  She  lookee 
down  the  list — 

Russell,  Charles 
Russell,  ('..  W.  E. 
Uussell,  T.  W. 
Kussell,  Weired 

Ah,  there  it  was.     She  hastily  com- 
mitted the  address  to  her  ivory  table 
and  bade  the  page  blow  three  times  for 
a  taxi. 

"It 's  only  once  now,"  said  the  boy. 

"  Of  course,"  she  said.  "  How  foolisl 
of  me !  But  I  am  all  unstrung." 

In  a  few  moments  the  taxi  was  at  the 
door  and  she  was  cm  her  way  to  131 
Bloomsbury    Street,    Wei  red's   address 
only,  however,  to  learn  that  the  fainilv 
was  at  Broadstairs. 


To  Broadstairs!"  she  cried  to  the 
axi  driver. 

"Impossible,  madam,"  said  he.  "I 
ave  neither  the  petrol  nor  the  pluck." 

"  Then  drive  mo  to  Charing  Cross," 
he  replied. 

V. 

Another  example  is  a  chapter  from 
lie  vivid  romance  now  running  in  The 
"'allot'  a  ad  <  'nltur  : — 

LORD  SELVAGE'S  FOLLY. 
1'riiH-ipal  Characters : 

.Am   AN<;IILA  LAPEL,  eldest  daughter  of 

Lord  Kerseymere. 
SELVAGE  or  CASHMERE,  an  eccentric 

millionaire. 

it  WHITE  WESTCOTT,  a  dandy. 
?IIE  MARQUIS  OF  GABERDINE. 
'RINTE  SERGE  DE  VICUNA. 
MR.  and  MRS.  HOME  SITNNER. 
\STRA  CAXN,  an  adventuress. 
3iJAGOiNfs,    an    unprincipled     Oriental, 

.Lord  Salvage's  evil  genius. 

SYNOPSIS  OF  PREVIOUS  CHAPTERS. 

Ixjrd    Selvage,   a    wealthy    nobleman 
of  great  goodness  ol  heart  but  deplorable 
asle  in    dress,  has  bet  his   friend.  Sir 
White   Westeott,    £10,000   that   within 
three   months  he  will   be  the  accepted 
5uitor  of  Lady  Angola  Lapel,  the  reign- 
ng    debutante    of    the    season.      Lady 
Angola,  on  her  side,  has  promised  her 
'at her,  Lord  Kerseymere,  that  she  will 
never   we.1   a    man   who   wears   ready- 
nade    clothes.      But   she    is   strangely 
fascinated    by  Lord  Selvage's  personal 
magnetism,  and,  torn   in   two  between 
love  and  duty,  begs  for  a  week  in  which 
to  consider  his  proposal,  and  promises 
lo  give  him  an  answer  at  Lord's  on  the 
day  of  the  'Varsity  Match,  which  happens 
to  be  the  last  day  of  the  three  months 
specified  in  the  wager. 

CHAPTER  XI. 

Lord's  on  the  day  of  the  University 
Match  —  a  brilliant  summer  day, 
•when  the  most  recherche  efforts  of 
Nature  were  equalled  and  eclipsed  by 
the  triumphs  of  sartorial  art.  On  all 
sides  one  saw  the  cream  of  England's 
womanhood  faultlessly  gowned,  and  the 
fine  flower  of  England's  youth  tastefully 
garbed  in  the  height  of  fashion.  It  was 
the  luncheon  interval,  and  brave  men 
and  dainty  women  were  refreshing  them- 
selves, after  the  strain  of  two  hours' 
attentive  observation,  with  choice  comes- 
tibles and  sparkling  beverages. 

Admirably  placed,  Lord  Kerseymere's 
drag,  crowded  with  a  bevy  of  Society 
celebrities,  attracted  universal  attention, 
and  Lady  Angola  Lapel,  in  a  wonderful 
tailor-made  confection,  was  the  cynosure 
of  every  eye.  But  the  proud  beauty 
wore  a  far-away,  distraite,  air,  and  paid 
but  little  heed  to  the  gay  badinage  of 
Lord  Harris  Tweed ie  and  Prince  Serge 
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Nor  was  her  an\iety  un- 
natural, for  tliis  was  the  day  and  tlie 
hour  on  which  she  had  promised  to  give 
a  decisive  answer  to  tl.e  most  opulent  of 
her  myriad  suitors—  Lord  Selvage  of 
Ca.-hmcre.  His  generosity  wa-  a  b\ 
word,  but  so  wa«  his  wardrobe.  I  Ire^cd 
at  limes  in  (lie  height  ot  fashion,  lie 
\vould  at  others  limit  the  decalogue  of 
Mode  b\  appearing  in  ready-made  suits 
of  the  most  deplorable  en  I  and  pattern. 

Suddenly  a  tremor  ran  through  I  In- 
vast  assemblage.  A  strange  figure  was 
seen  approaching  the  drag.  He  wore 
brown  I  tools  with  Itlaek  spats,  blue 
flannel  trousers,  a  grey  frock  coat  tightly 
buttoned  across  his  chest,  and  crown- 
ing horror—  on  American  grass  straw 
hat.  Strong  men  fainted  and  delicate 
women  shrieked  as  he  remoisehvsly 
pushed  his  way  towards  the  drag.  Alone 
Lady  Angola  retained  her  sell'  possession 
though  her  features  were  drawn  with 
agony;  and  as  Lord  Selvage  —  for  it 
he  —  raised  his  inf.imous  headgear  and 
ga/ed  with  fond  inquiry  full  in  the  face 
of  his  inainortitii,  she  hissed  out  the 
single  word  "  No"  in  a  thrilling  whisper. 
and  L-rJ  Selvage  fell  prostrate  on  the 
emerald  swaid. 

There  was  n  t  more  cricket  nt  Lord's 
that  day.  The  news  spread  with  light- 
ning speed  lo  the  pavilion,  and  the  rival 
Blues,  by  a  unanimous  vote,  re-olved  to 
cancel  a  fixture  which  had  been  so 
horribly  desecrated. 

VI. 

l,:i>lly.  we  may  conclude  with  a 
severely  condensed  extract  from  the  re- 
markable psychological  serial  which  is 
appearing  exclusively  in  The  Westinin- 
*!<•>•  <l<tzette:  — 

TIIK  EGG  DANCKK 
M.\  ALFKKR  JAMES  and  HKNRV 

I'riiiciptil  (  'litiracteiv  : 
Aimii'i;  BKU-KR,  a  philosophical   states- 

man. 

MHS.  Sr\\iii.Ei{,  an  American  journalist. 
lln.AUv    HOI.I,\M>,  an  ex-dijilomatist. 
.loN.Mi  Mia  MFir,  an  Imperialist  politician. 
ANNK  i;  WoHPLE,an  Kurasiau  egg-<ianccr. 
Loiw  UAHIIIXGEU,  a  Tory  Demo  rat. 

SVNOI-SIS  OF  PREVIOUS  CH  MTKHS. 
Arthur  Belper,  a  Conservative  Btatee- 
maii    deeply    addicted    to    psychological 
research,  has  developed  a  style  so  cryptic 
and  complicated  that  none  of   his   sup 
porters  are  able  to  fathom  his  meaning 
or  intentions.     After  patiently  enduring 
his    masterly    ambiguities     for    several 


years,  they  grow  restive  and  resort  to 
the  plan  of  employing  Mrs.  Spaugler, 
an  American  interviewer  and  accom- 
plished hypnotist,  to  elicit  a  comprehen- 
sible eirenicon  from  Belper  which  will 
satisfy  the  conflicting  demands  of  the 
>;arious  sections  of  his  Party.  The  pre- 
iminary  negotiations  occupy  Chapters 


A    DETERMINED    OPTIMIST. 

"  \\'i:i  i..  TiiEKE  'a  o.v«  GOOD  THING  ABAIIT  THIS  'EBE  WF.U.IKK,  CHAWI.IK,  THM  ruts 

BIJTHKK    m. 


I.— XXXVIII.,  as  the  result  of  which 
Belper  consents  to  discuss  with  Mrs. 
^pangler  the  basic  principles  of  Rsycho- 
Pragm&tiam,  as  applied  t>>  the  re-orgau- 
isation  of  the  Primrose  League. 

(Wir.i:  XXXIX. 

The  great  fac*,  all  the  while,  however, 
admittedly,  had  been  his  inealculability, 
since  he  Inn!  "suppo-cd  "  himself,  from 
decade  to  decade,  to  b  •  allowing,  and  in 
the  most  liberal  and  intelligent  manner, 
fo.  the  exigencies  of  political  evolution. 
Five  pag(s  are  here  omitted,  containing 
8,000  commas,  7,000  qualify  ing  adverbs, 
and  16,000  other  kinds  of  words.] 

They  entered  the  ofiiee  together,  our 
young  lady  and  Helper,  with  a  dim 
consciousness  of  impending  calamity,  he, 
characteristically, admitting  himself  with 
hiskey.  [Fifteen  pages  a  re  here  omitted, 


describing  the  silence  in  which  Helper 
and  Mrs.  Spangler  ascended  the  lift  to 
the  first  floor.] 

"  I  believe  in  the  flower,"  she  broke 
out.  "I  feel  that  it  would  have  been 
quite  splendid  —  quite  huge  and  im- 
measurable." 

"  So  yon  had  the  idea  of  this ?  " 

"  Of  "what  ?  "  she  quavered. 

•'  Well— of  what  has  happened  !  " 

"But  has  anything  ever  'happened'? 
I  believed  at  least  you  'd  have  insisted 
if  //c  had  known  that  bolh  of  us  had,  eo 
to  speak,  come  to  ourselves,  that  is 

"Then  you  went  so  far  as  to  hint " 

"' Far '  is  not  the  word.  I  don't  say 
they  love  him  better."  she  granted 
tremulously  after  a  luminous  pan-.- ; 
"  but  he  is  grim  and  worn,  and  with 
his  great  clumsy  monocle  he  do 
compare  with  your  adorable  pince-nez." 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


'.1  \\TARY    0,    1900. 


'  ^  V, 


OUTPOSTS. 

Ottfictr.  "Xnw  MiTi'siM;  THE  PATROL  SENT  m  r  HIUN'T  RETUKX  AT  THE  PROPER  TIME— WHAT  WOCLD  you  DO?" 
Corporal  (after  uuwh  thought).  "  SKI.I.  THEIR  KIT,  SIR.'" 


THE  MODERN  DRAMATIST  TO 
HIS  MUSE. 

TEX  years  ago  they  used  to  say 

"  tsAHuou  'a  the  drama's  hope."    But  he 
who 

Desires  to  till  the  stage  to-day 

Should  write  his  plajslike  M.  BHIEUX. 

Denounce  Peer,  Plutocrat  and  Priest. 

Rich  man  and  poor  man,  saint  and 

sinner, 
Dives  dyspeptic  at  his  feast. 

And  Lasaroa  without  his  dinner  ; 

Set  up  the  pulpit  on  the  stage — 
The  dramatist  secure  inside,  it. 

Thumping  his  cushion  in  a  rage. 

That  is  the  modern  mode.  1  tried  it. 

Cntempted  by  the  golden  lure 

Of  popular  appreciation, 
I  only  lusted  to  secure 

A  small  attentive  congregation. 

Later,  I  said,  a  larger  throng 

Will  gather  round  me  as  a  teacher. 

I  only  need  to  pitch  it  strong, 

Like   Father   VAUGHAN,   that   moving 
preacher, 


Till  finally  my  fame  shall  spread 

So  wide  that,  though  my  coat  is  shabby, 

When  I  am  comfortably  dead, 

They  '11  lay  me  snugly  in  the  Abbey. 

So.  scorning  critics'  blame  or  praise 
(Since  critics  always  think  it  funny 

That  anybody  writing  plays 

Should  write  foranything  but  money), 

I   at  :  all  thought  of  pell'  aside. 

And  even,  while  I  could,  extracted 
\  en-tain  melancholy  pride 

From  ranking  with  the  Great  Unacted. 

An  audience  lit  but  few,  said  I, 
A  leading  man  on  half  his  salary, 

Acting  he  knowe  not  what  or  why 
To  a  half-eiflpty  pit  and  gallery, — - 

That  is  the  most  I  hope  at  first, 
( >ne  of  those  orgies  on  a  Sunday 

Where  censored  masterpieces  burst 
Like  bombshells  upon  Mis.  (Iriindy. 


But  still  the  drama's  vogue  is  far, 
Yes,  very  far  from  being  ended, 

While  Mr.  Srnio's  motor-c.ir 

Costs  such  a  lot  and  looks  so  splendid. 

Such  was  my  young  ambition's  dream. 

But  flee  ambition,  oh,  my  brothers  ! 
Ignore  her  'njnix  futuus  gleam 

And    realise  —  with    MAUOJIAM    and 
others — • 

'Tis  better  far  to  win  the  bays. 

The  gilded  bays,  of  popularity 
|  Than  spend  your  days  in  writing  plays 
For  one  performance  at  a  charily. 

So  I  will  bow  in  Rinnuon'e  House, 

And  with  my  follows  make  obeisance, 

And  nothing  any  more  shall  rouse 
My  pursy  soul  from  its  complacence. 

And  if  as  I  descend  the  aisle, 

Grown  rich  at  last  and  sadly  fatter, 

I  catch  the  bland  and  mocking  smile 
Of  G.B.S.,  what  does  it  matter? 


I  can't  pretend  to  hope  that  I  !l  shall  have  won  my  piece  of  earth, 

Shall  rouse  the  intere&t  BANKER  rouses       My  M.V.O.,  my  wreath  of  laurel, 

When  even  Mr.  GALSWORTHY  lllave  sold  my  soul  for  what  it 's  worth. 

Plays  to  such  very  empty  houses,          I      They  buy  it.    And  we  needn't  quarrel. 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI.— JASTARY  i\,  1909. 


<-A    «*  • 


IN     THE     DARK     HOUR. 

ENGLAND  TO  ITALY,  DECKMHK.R  28m,    1. 
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CHARIVARIA. 

Mil.  LLOYD-GEonnE's  statement  that 
those  who  eat  plum-pudding  ought  to 
give  three  cheers  for  Free  Trade  has 
been  successfully  challenged  with  the 
argument  that  many  of  the  in- 
-n-ili.'iits  are  taxed  ;  a. id  those  Free  Parliament  even 
Traders  who  suffered  from  indigestion 
on  the  2">th  or  20th  ult.  now  know  the 
why. 


by  a  representative  of  The   New  Forfcl      \Vi:  Irani    that   one  ,,f  tin-    Women', 
Herald.     We  give  two  extracts  :—  !  Suffrage  militants  \\a«  employed   «!,,!,. 

'  The 


(1)  "'Every  young  man,'   he   said,   'should 
take   an   interest   in    (xilities.'     'And   art   ami 

,  so,'  said  Mr.  Croker,  'although  I  don't  HU|>|IU>W 
that  pays  inneh.'  " 

(2)  "  '  1  would  not  lie  a  Member  '>f  the  Hritish 

if  they  were  to  make  me 
President  of  Knglaud,'  he  said.  '  N'.,  one  ran 
make  anything  Imt  an  Aiueriean  out  of  m,-.'  1: 


*  * 

* 

"Who  invented  Christmas  Carols?" 
asks      V'./V.s-     UWA-/,/.       We  — 
agree  that  an  attempt  ought ' 
to  lie  made  to  fix  the  respon- 
sibility, f  „ 
* 

During  the  blizzard  a  train 
from  Waverley  for  King's 
Cross  was  snowed  up  at  East 
I  .niton.  It  now  transpires 
that  one  of  the  passengers 
was  Lord  DALMEXY.  We  are 
sure  the  snow  could  not  have 

known  this.  *  ^ 

* 

"  Old  Moore  "  predicts  that 
1909  will  be  a  "red  year." 
If  this  refers  to  noses,  it  seems 
likely  (at  the  time  of  writing) 
that  the  prophet  will  score  a 

success.          *  * 

* 

By  the  by,  we  are  sorry  to 
hear  that  the  sale  of  Comic 
N'oses  during  the  festive  sea- 
son led  to  one  or  two  regret- 
table incidents,  owing  to  real 
noses  being  mistaken  for  the 
imitation  article. 

V 

It  is  rumoured  from  Afiica 
that  all  the  leading  wild 
animals  there  are  arranging 
a  great  Marathon  luu-e  in  the 
opposite  direction  for  the  day 
of  President  ROOSEVELT'S 
arrival.  »  + 

* 

President  CASTRO  declares 
that  he  will  not  prevent  the 
new  Venezuelan  (Jovernment 
from  settling  outstanding  dis- 
putes with  foreign  Powers. 
This  generous  undertaking  shows  him 
to  be  a  good  fellow  at  heart. 

*  * 


in  prison  in  making  men's  -hirt*. 
temptation    to    l,-a\r   a    needle    in    i-.irh 
inii-i  have  l,e"ii  almost  irresistible. 

v 

The  Vic.ir  of  Sonihbank  refused  l.ist 
\\eek  t,,  ].]•>•  i, -li  a  sermon  Ixvau.-c.  he 
declared,  he  was  annoyed  p.-r-i.tcntly 
bv  a  member  of  the  congregation.  It 


Personally,  we  don't  want  to  make  any-   is  now  rumoured  that  the  last-mentioned 
thing    out    of    Mr.    CnOKHt,    but   we    do   gentleman  has  P  ver.il  Hattcrin" 

appreciate  his  childlike  candour.  offers  from  oilier  congregations  to  visit 

-  their  parishes. 

v 

'Ihe  following  lines,  which 
we  venture  to  cull  from  a 
in  Tlie  N/'/K'IT,  would  seem  to 
show  how  important  it  is  to 
look  lieforc  you  sit : — "As  he 
!  paused  an  instant  half-way  up 
tlie  stairs,  his  eye  caught  in 
the  reflected  light  of  the  -licet 
lamp,  lying  carelessly  where 
it  had  been  thrown  on  the 
window  seat,  the  outlines  of  a 
magnificent  party  wrap  with 
its  sable  collarette." 

*  * 

"What  is  a  Mining  l.'oy- 
altv  V"  asks  a  correspondent. 
Well,  we  suppose  that  the 
plutocrat  who  is  known  as 
The  Coal  King  is  one. 

*  * 
* 

A  gentleman  writes  to  The 
BrprvM  to  point  o*t  that  the 
thermometer  which  formerly 
stood  under  the  clock  at  the 
Marble  Arch  has  not  yet  been 
replaced.  We  understand 
that  it  is  not  intended  to 
replace  it,  t  he  autlmritics  being 
utterly  ashamed  of  the  va- 
garies of  our  weather. 


'Hn>  s'atPinent  that 
marks 

Si^Iaekdl'over4  *  ""  in''n"ati°"   of  a  cruel  hoax  of  this  kin.l. 


"  His  [HidMABrsY)  di«ciple«  hart 
at  times  u*ed  the  threat  of  imr  u  • 
turd  in  the  gome,  but  (her  bare 
never  ventured  to  1ft  the  emnnon 
speak." 

This   is   from   an    article    in 
The    lla'di,    Mnil    Ye,,r    Hook 
called  "  f  he  Chese  Board  of 
Kurope."    France,  \\<-  may  add 
It  was  announced  List  week  at  Truro  in  the  same  metaphor,  has  often  threat- 
that  a  mimlwr  of  militant  Suffragettes  ened  to  lay  a  stymie,  but  has  in-vrr\rt 
would   address   a   meeting    in    Victoria  I  ventured  to  huff  (Jermaiiy  for  giving  a 
Square;   but   none  turned  up.     Cabinet   miss  in  baulk.    1  It  -uc  •  tl  ••  score  remains 


r\,-<e.v,  nii-s    Pi 

-\  (  .i~c-  nf  "  Miniii-ry   '  :u  Natural  lll~lnr\   i  -.-ently  elmerved  ill 
th«  loMidnn  street-. 


r  ,  Ministers  are  now  complaining  bitterly 

>l   Ins  great  fight  with  DCRKS  is    .,     .  .     -    J 

,  that  thev  have  never   been  the  victims 


"Six    r\i:l;n: \m.F.   ( 'ol'Xrii.l.oits. 

ASTOINDIM;  SroiiY  ri;o\i   AMKRICA." 

So    says    Tin-    ha'ilij    <!r<ipliic.       Js  this 

quite  kind  and  cousinly  V 

*   * 

* 
"  lioss  "  ( 'itoKKti  has 


Among  those  who  attended   a  recent 
At     Home    cf    the    London    Society    for 
Women's  Suffrage  was  Signoni  CMMXIITA 
nv    CoSTO    C.Miii'cA,    who    rnis-o— 
votes  in   .Madeira.     This  should  lie  one 
i  of     tin1     lilessed     Islands     where 
interviewed | Suffragettes  go  when  they  die. 


at  a  try  all. 


"Mr.  Will  <V  rfa,  M  P  .  .  n  «.,tm,l;.y  |»i.l  a 
e<Mii'l  d  Hang 

-  The    I,'.-  k>    I.1--.. -I    to   Piiblin'   (..   the   ii 
The    ).  «a«    ;ii-i-,.m|>.,l  i.    :     i 

n  ill    daughter,    am! 
ineiiilx-i-i  of  hi«  family."     /Vii/i/  ( 'hnmirlr. 

Then?  was  going  to  U-  no  mistake  at  the 
piano  tliis  tune. 
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once 


IN  THE   TRACK  OF  THE  STORM. 
SNOW-FLAKES  FROM  ALL  QUARTERS. 

[With  acknowledgments  to  The  Daily  Mnil.\ 

THE  quality  of  the  snow  delivered  at 
Sandringham  was  almost  exactly  the 
same  as  that  enjoyed  by  the  inhabitants 
at  Stepney,  E. 


During 
fallen    in 


the   last 
London 


40  years  snow  has 
34    times   under  a 


Unionist  Government  as  against  only 
18  times  when  the  Liberals  were  in 
power. 


A    Suffragette 


conceived 


the    novel 


idea  of  writing  "  Votes  for  Women  "  in 


DUMPED  DISEASES. 

RUSSIAN  iNFi.rEN/v. 
MEASLES  MAPE  IN  GERMAN v. 
OUR    head -lines    demonstrate 
again  the  disastrous  results  of  our  quix- 
otic Free  Trade  policy,  and  the  urgent 
necessity  for  Protective  measures  of  a 
drastic  character  in  the  bacteriological 
world.     Statistics  show  that  an  increase 

f  .~i(K>  per  cent,  has  taken  place  during 

be  past  mouth  in  influenza  of  foreign 

Manufacture,  and  that  this  is  a  deliberate 

ttempt   at   dumping   in   these   islands 

liseases  for  which  there  is  no  demand 

n  the  country  of  origin,  and  which  are 

if  no  benefit  except  that  they  keep  the 

nedical  faculty  in  work  during  — 

slack  time.  What  h  ive  we  ex- 
ported in  return?     Nothing  but 
few  0.18C3  of  ophthalmia,  flat 

oot,  and  anaemia  of  little  com- 

uercial  value,  being  the  property 

if  rejected  aliens  with  less  than 

£5  in  capital. 

In  spite  of  a  letter  from  the 
iRMAN   EMPEROR   to  the   HOME 

SECRETARY,  sketching  a  plan  of 
campaign  against  the  foreign 

malady,  German  measles  have  in 

places    completely    ousted    the 

lome-grown  article,  which  is  pre- 
ferentially encouraged  by  only  a 

few  patriotic  British  physicians, 

though  it  supplies  equally  good 

raw  material  for  the  flourish- 
ing industry  of  patent  medicine 

manufacture. 

There      is,      conversely,      an 

alarming  falling-off  in  such  an  j 

invisible     imjiort     as     the     All- ; 

British     complaint     of     Maltese 

fever.  With  our  Crown  posses- 
sions and  colonies  we  do  prac- 
tically no  business  except  in 

large      cases     of     sea-sickness, ! 

which,   as   they    benefit    no   one! 

but  the  catering  departments  of 

steamship    companies,    may    in  ] 

one  sense  be  termed  an  unpro-- 

dnctive  industry.     \Ve  receive  nothing   the  snow,  in  Trafalgar  Square,  with  the  J 


passenger  from  a  snowed-up  train  near 
Dundee.  Up  to  late  last  night  it  had 
not  been  recovered. 


NORTH 
SHIELDS-O 

(S'iCe.  cjsnou 
man) 


*  * 

Asked  for  an  explanation  of  the  spell  of 
cold  weather  a  well-known  scientist  said 
that  in  his  opinion  it  could  only  he 

accounted  for  by  the  low  temperature. 

*  * 

Snow  has  proved  such  a  far  better 
noise-deadener  than  wood-blocks  for 
roadways  that  several  Borough  Councils 
are  leaving  it  down  as  an  experiment. 

There  has  probably  not  been  so  much 
written  about:  snow  for  28  years. 

v 

A  list  of  previous  Great  Snow- 
storms will  be  foand — 

[In  other  papers.— Ei>.] 


BRITAIN*  IN  A    HI.I/XAHD. 

Mil'   SHOWING   ot:TsT.\xiiix<;    IXCIIIKNTS    OF   TIIK 
'(WITH  .\(!Kxowi.i-;i«.jiKSTs  TO  THE  ]>MI.Y  M.\u,i. 


from  Australia  beyond  a  little  "  miner's   butt-end  of  a  dog-wliip. 

elliou  "     i'miu     the     gold-fields,    whilej  %* 

African    maladie-    are   produced  almost        Weather  experts  tell  us  that  we  must 

wlmlly  for  local  consamption. 

Tlinv  i.^  no  reciprocity,  uo  Free  Trade 
within  the  F.mpiiv  to  cement  il  together 
I >y  the  means  of  Preference  to  All-British 
Protective     measures 
demonstrated  how 
can    lie  controlled.     The 


HOW  THE  GOOD  NEWS 
WAS  MAD!'',. 

"An  I  disgracefully  late?" 
whispered  Phyllis's  mother  to 
our  mother,  as  she  came  into 
church  alone.  (Phyllis  is  stay- 
ing with  an  aunt  in  Australia.) 
'•'1  had  five  letters  from  Aus- 
tralia, and  I  simply  had  to  read 
them  all  before  I  could  start." 

"  Really  ?  "  whispered  our 
mother  with  unfeigned  interest. 

"  Yes,  five,"  said  Phyllis's 
mother,  beaming.  "And  I  do 
hope  your  rheumatism  is  better." 

"Phyllis  is  engaged, "said  our 
mother  to  us  at  lunch. 

"  At  last  !  "  said  sister  Amy. 
"How  relieved  Phyllis's  mother 
will  be  !  "  said  sister  Margy. 
"  How  do  you  know  ?  "  said  I. 

"Phyllis's  mother  told  me  that 
she  had  five  letters  from  Australia 
thi>  morning,"  said  our  mother, 
as  if  no  further  evidence  was 
required. 

"But  ..."  said  I. 
"1  could  sec  bv  the  wav  she  said  it. 


thank 
snap. 


Greenland   for  the    recent  cold 
We  fail  to  see  the  necessitv. 


ailments.        Our 
against  hydro] 
easily    imporU 
Empire  should  lie  self-contained  in  the 
matter  of   disBDKS,  and   not  dependent 
on  foreign  supplies  in  time  of  war. 
Let  us  suffer  imperially. 


A  great  deal  of  the  snow  at  Newcastle 
it  was  noticed,  fell  direct  into  the  river. 


*  * 


The  New  Rain-Producing  Explosive. 
"  Tht1  Fift'i  Dragoons  left  far  Kngland  amid 

niiiiirroii-  (•\]il(»inn»o|i  ]»i]jii],irit  .  .      II;iitis  Iia  vc 
fitllrn  fairly  general!}'  throughout  tin-  I'olony." 


A  bumper  of  cod-liver  oil  before  bed- 
time is  recommended  by  the  medical 
profe-Mon  as  the  "  best  bli/./ard  bever- 
age." 

*  * 

The  fourteenth  hole  at  North  Berwick 
looked  quite  different  owing  to  the 
(milkers  being  full  of  snow. 


Of  course  she  is  engaged." 
"  Of  course  she  is,"  snid  Amy. 
"  Of  course,"  said  Margy.     Thereupon 
I  withdrew,  as  I  was  clearly  intended  to 
withdraw,  from  active  part  in  the  con- 
versation. 

"One  of   the  letters  would   be  from 
Phyllis,"  said  Amy,  "  written  before  he 
proposed.     She  would   say  that   il    was 
still  raining  and  she  was  enjoying  her- 
self frightfully  and  didn't  want  to  COIIK 
home  a  bit.     She  would   write  that 
the  afternoon,  and   they  would  go  oiu 
and  post  it  together.     On  the  way  back 
|  he  would  propose,  and  she  would  write 
!  another  letter  to  catch  the  same  mail 

%*  They  would   go  out  and   post  that  to 

A  threepenny-piece  was  dropped  by  a   gel  her.   She  would  be  so  pi  ased  that  she 
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MODERN    SPORT. 

Old-fashioned  Sportsman  (to  neic  Hunt  Seeretary  go'my  Jtomf).    "  WHAT  KIND  OF  A  DAT  HAVI  TOD  HAD?" 

Secretary  (Ihinliiinj  of  tlif  "Cn/i").  "  \VnETt  m:i> !     WOKST  1  '»>:  HAD  so  FAB.     OSLT  TES  POUNDS." 


wouldn't  mind  the  extra  stamp  a  bit, 
and  In-  would  think  it  was  the  nicest 
pillar-box  he  hnd  ever  seen." 

'Two,"  said  Margy.  "The 
third  would  be  from  him,  saying 
what  a  lucky  man  he  was,  and  what 
a  sweet  girl  Phyllis  was,  and  might 
he  come  to  England  to  see  Phyllis's 
mother,  and  Phyllis  said  if  he  did 
he  would  fall  more  in  love  with  her 
than  he  was  with  her,  and  what  a 
sweet  girl  Phyllis  was,  and  what  a 
lucky  man  he  was." 

"  The  fourth  would  be  from  the 
aunt,  telling  Phyllis'*  mother  all 
iihout  his  family,  with  just  a  post- 
script to  say  how  glad  Phyllis 's 
mother  will  be,  and  what  a  lifow  it 
will  be  to  lose  her  daughter." 

'  The  fifth  would  be  from  the 
uncle,  with  just  a  few  words  about 
the  financial  position  and  all  the  rest 
about  his  cold." 

|;  Whose   cold?"   I   asked. 

"  The  uncle's,  of  course.  I  sup- 
pose Phyllis's  mother  will  write  to 
Phyllis,  saying  she  cannot  hear  the 
idea  of  losing  her.  ..." 

Having  sent  her  out  for  no  other 
purpose !  " 

.   .   .   .  and    though    she   doesn't 
want     to    spoil     Phyliis's      happiness 


she  cannot  promise  anything  yet. 
Then  she  will  write  to  him  a  letter, 
more  kind  than  enthusiastic,  saying 
what  a  treasure  Phyllis  is,  and  that 
she  does  not  know  whether  she  can 
see  her  way  to  parting  with  her 
daughter." 

"  Isn't  it  possible  ...  ?  "  said  I, 
boldly  . 

"  No,  it  isn't,"  snapped  Amy. 
"  Leave  him  alone ;  Ii6  is  only  a  man. 
I  wish  he  would  go  on  overeating 
himself,  and  not  interfere  in  things 
he  doesn't  understand.  What  shall 
we  wear'.' 

•  •••„'• 

My  sisters   went   to  tea   with   the 

|)e  \Yintoiis  ia  the  afternoon  (with 
intent)  and  the  IV  Wintons  always 
sup  with  the  Priestleys  on  Sunday 
nights.  Violet  Priestley  is  en- 
L  to  -lack  Hammond,  and  I  met 
Grace  Hammond  iii  town  on  Monday 
afternoon. 

"  I  have  some  news  for  you,"  she 
said.  "  if  you  will  promise  not  to  tell 
a  soul.  1  oughtn't  really  to  tell  nny- 
one,  but  you  are  different."  I  did 
not  promise  anything,  but  that  did 
not  seem  to  make  any  difference. 
"  Phyllis  i.-.  engaged.  Isji't  it  a 
good  tiling?  Fancy  if  she  had  been 


sent  out  all  the  way  to  Austria  for 
nothing !  " 

"Or  worse  still  to  Australia!" 
said  I. 

"II.-  is  a  tall  dark  man  with  n 
black  moustache.  His  father  is  a 
judge,  and  his  family  is  the  oldest  in 
the  colony.  Phyllis  had  written  to 
her  mother  about  coining  home,  and 
he  went  with  her  to  jx>Kt  the  letter. 
On  the  way  back  she  told  him  what 
the  letter  was  about  (wasn't  it  clever 
of  her'.')  and  he  proposed  then  and 
there.  He  lias  written  to  Phyllis's 
mother,  and  promised  to  settle  on 
Phyllis  .  .  .  but  I  mustn't  say  how 
much.  Phyllis  is  coming  home  «t 
once,  and  lie  is  going  to  put  his  farm 
straight  and  follow  by  the  next  boat. 
The  wedding  will  l>e  early  in  Jann- 
arv.  and  immediately  afterwards 
thev  are  going  hack  to  America." 

"  Why  don't  tl  .stralia?' 

I    suggested. 

-  .me  thing,"  -  "  What 

,•1  think  of  it   ;M1,  and  what   ai» 

I  to  wear?  " 


Later  I  met    Phyllis'*  mother. 
"They    tell    me'."    I    said,    "that 
von    had'  five    letters    from    Australia 
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yesterday.        L 
\(  ;i    heartily." 

"  Thank    you    very    much,' 
said.        "  I   love    letters    from    a 


me    congratulate 
she 


dis- 


,    and   it   i.<   nice  -to   hear   from 

little  nephews  and  nieces.    Five 


chil- 
But 


separate  *  letters  describing  a 
dren's  party  they  had  been  to. 
I  do  wish  they  'd  tell  me  something 
about  Phyllis  and  when  she  thinks 
of  coming  home." 

IX  SUMMKR-TIME  OR  WINTER- 

TIME. 

TV  Summer-time,  in  Summer  time- 

But  that  was  years  ago  — 
No  day  was  ever  long  enough, 

For  none  was  ever  slow. 
And  those  who  romped  and  frolicked  then 

Through  every  Howcry  day 
In  cheerfulness  and  innocence 

Were  like  the  birds  at  play. 
The  birds  they  had  a  brighter  note, 

The  flowers  a  deeper  glow— 
I'.ut  that  was  in  the  Summer-time 

A  hundred  years  ago. 

n  Winter-time,  in  Winter-time 

How  cheerily  went  the  hours  ! 
The  holly  then  was  all  our  joy  ; 

We  had  no  thought  of  flowers. 
J'he  holly-berries  seemed  to  have 

A  brighter  tint  of  red  ; 
The  lawn,  so  green  in  Summer  days, 

With  whiter  snow  was  spread  ; 
And  every  cheek  with  health  was  flushed 

!•'  mm  sporting  in  the  snow  — 
Hut  that  was  in  the  Winter-  time 

A  hundred  years  ago. 

In  Winter-time  or  Summer-lime 

What  merry  songs  were  sung, 
When  every  step  was  light  as  air 

And  every  heart  was  young. 
Then,  whether  robed  in  rustling  green 

Or  cloaked  in  silent  white, 
The  trees,  the  tall  familiar  trees, 

Looked  ju-l   supremely  right. 
I'ut  mm  the  songs  arc  weak  and  few, 

And  nothing  seems  to  show 
A^  iu  the  old  and  happy  days 

A  hundred  vears  ago. 


THE  OLD  STYLE  TN  TIIK  l.AXE. 

I'ctcr  I'an  and  I'nilde  between  them 
don't  seem  to  have  don.-  much  damage 
to  the  old  stock-pantomime,  if  one  may 
judge  from  the  huge  audirnee 
patiently  through  most  of  tl 
Whittinajton  thorn  at.  Drury  Lane  on  New 
Year's  Eve.  I  cannot  say  what,  may 
have  happened  during  the  dinner-hour, 
but  a  great  deal  of  patience  was  needed 
after  that.  The  songs  that  I  heard, 
topical  or  other,  were  poor  stuff,  the 
knockabout  business  rather  tedious,  and 
the  humour  of  the  dialogue  pretty  thin, 
except  when  Mr.  WILKIE  BAKU  relieved  it 
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acrobat  ic   traditions  of   the    pantomime 

LANK. 

cat,     ho    gave   a    super])    exhibition   of 

en  them 

intelligent  res  rve.     Aliss  MAINE  GKOKCK 

damage 

was     ii'  t    given   much    chance    for    her 

one  may 

gaminerics  ;  Miss  QricKME  LEIGIITON  was 

llial  sal 

harmlessly  conventional  as  the  Principal 

le    Dick 

Boy;   and  Miss  MAHIK  Wilson  made  n 

>  on  New 

pretty  and   natural   Alice.      Those  who 

mt    may 

contrived  to  hear  her  voice  thought,  that 

ler-Iiour, 

she  sang  nicely.     Mr.  ArnnF.Y  FIT/CERAM> 

s  needed 

introduced  some  dever  burlesque,  but  lie 

[    heard, 

was  meant   for  belter  things   and   better 

lulV,  the 

company. 

ous,  aud 

I  am  linlf  afraid  that  I  have  not  writ- 

>tty thin, 

ten    with  ([nite    that   lavish  enthusiasm 

•"  J                        r 

lieved  it. 

which   is  expected    of  (and  usually  sup- 

plied by)  the  critic  of  Druvy  Lane  pan- 

tomime.     I  must  try  again  another  year. 

THE  HKUO  OF  THE  P.ANT. >MIMI-:. 
lln.  i  IEOROE  AM  in  liis  great  smoking  feat. 

I  can  well  believe  that  Mr.  Atmim 
COI.MKS  has  once  more  surpassed  himself 
in  the  splendour  and  costliness  of  his 
scenery  and  dresses,  for  that  is  what 
they  always  say  ;  and,  indeed,  the  alder- 
manic  ideal  was  very  sumptuously  illus- 
I  rated  in  the  Harbour  of  Cold,  but  1 
would  gladly  have  done  with  smaller 
crowds  and  a  little  more  real  dancing, 
in  place  of  all  that  trolling  and  skipping 
through  a  maze  of  stuffy,  meaningless 


THE  1NCOMPLEAT  BUBGLAB. 
HE  was  at  it  again  last  night.  I 
woke  with  n  start,  and  heard  him 
stealthily  cutting  a  pane  out  of  the 
French  window  downstairs.  A  Her 
that  he  crept  into  the  house,  and 
padded  quietly  about  the  greund-lleor 
rooms,  appropriating  anything  that 
took  his  fancy.  Yet  ibis  morning, 
when  I  went  down  to  breakfast,  the 
window-pane  was  puttied  in  its  frame 
again,  as  neatly  as  if  a  glazier  had 
done  the,  job,  and  nothing  was 
missing. 

Strictly  speaking,  T  suppose  I 
ought  to  have  gone  down  to  attempt 
his  capture.  Hut  1  really  dou'i 
know  what  I  should  have  done  with 
him  if  I  had  caught  him  ;  1  am  averse 
from  bloodshed,  especially  in  the 
home,  and,  with  the  policeman  pass- 
ing only  once  in  twenty-four  hours, 
bere  might  have,  been  some  awkward 


Too  Young  at  Sixty-Nine. 

"'I'lii1    Karl   <if  J>-ic-.  -,lrr,  wlin  lia-;  just   eele,- 
luated  liis  eighty-sixth  birtliilay  ami  who  is  the 

'  Father'    of    till'    Hnllsi'    of    bulls,   is    ,,|>I!  of   lln> 

"'niarkalile    living    examples    of    family 

.  ity.     The  lung  |wriod  of   Ifil  years  lias 

elapsed    Miire    liis    father    \\as    kirn,    and    bin 

ialluT  was  in  Ins  sixty-ninth  year  at  the  tinu1  »1 

liis  liirth."     •\\'r*!i»inn>i-r(!ii?rlli'. 

But  surely  that  cannot  be  regarded  as 
a  fair  start  ? 


manoeuvres. 

I  have  nothing 
SIIATTI.VK,   for  the 


tosay  against  MissTuiU.Y 
courage    with   which 
a   name   like    that    dis- 
and,  after   all,  she  did 
just,  what  she  was  supposed  to  ;  but  one 


she    eirries    off 
arms    criticism, 


to  e\ch; 


I'r'incr 


I'/titii- 


1 


•In  ill'  IVak  distriet  of  Dri'liysliiro  the, 
yesterday  was  ('o\erod  to  a  depth  of  several 
mi-lie*."  Tin'  Daily  Chronicle. 

But,  we  still  ask,  where  are  the  snows 
of  yester  year  ? 


Inxid  for  just  a  moment,  of  l'iel;li'  or  tin- 
','IKVH  of  tin;  I-'nirii's  from  His  Majesty's. 
Mr.  WILKIE  B\nn  found  a  godsend  in 
his  catch-  song,  "She  sells  sea-shells  on 
the  sea-shore,"  which,  with  the  assist- 
ance of  a  confederate  in  the  dress-circle. 
he  tried  to  make  the  audience  learn  by 
heart.  His  ipikt  humour  was  very 
pleas-ant  indeed.  So  was  that  of  Mr. 
GEORGE  AM,  as  Mauser.  Ignoring  the 


lei  ay — time 


which  it  would  b 
difficult  to  fill  in  tactfully-  betere 
the  moment  for  giving  him  into 
custody  arrived.  So,  knowing  by 
now  that  In.1  always  restores  what  he. 
picks  up,  I  merely  lay  still  and 
listened.  "  It  is  only  honest,  Burglar 
Bill."  I  said  to  myself.  "  Presently 
his  better  nature  will  gain  the  upper 
hand  again,  and  he  will  go  away,  an 
erring  but  not  a  dishonest  man.' 


Before  T.  understood  his 
crasy  1  did  look  for  him 
t  \\  ice,  \\  itb  a  poker. 


idiosyn- 
once    or 
But  the  only 


result  of  this  enterprise  was  to  excite 
the  dog,  who  had  not  beard  the 
intruder,  but  joyfully  welcomed 
the  supposition  that  a  new,  a  better 
era  was  dawning,  and  that  sociability 
was  to  be  extended  henceforth  into 
t  In  is"  dull,  small  hours  that  hang  so 
heavily  at  times  on  one's  pawn. 
Burglar  Bill  evaded  me  altogether, 
and,  on  the  whole,  I  am  not  sorry 
that  Ins  never  came  within  reach  of 
my  poker. 
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-  '  . 

in  (in  friend  who  lias  gone  in).  "  B-i-w.i. !  I.EXB  r-<  YKR  SKATES;  YOU  AIN'I  IMMI  'en! 


Some  people  say  tluit  tlie  ciiang- 
ing  temperature  of  the  night  nir  can 
make  floorboards  creak,  and  cause 
staiil  old  arm-chain  or  bureaus  to 
kick  out.  I'erliaps;  but  tlie  night 
nir  was  never  yet  cooled  that  could 
take  a  pane  out  of  :i  win  low  and  put 
it  in  again.  People  who  doubt  the 
existence  of  Burglar  Hill  are  cynics, 

with  no  iieliel  in  the  ultimate  good- 
in  ss  of  human  nature;  but  for  the 
sake  ol  such  a  belief  1  i  ling  to  my 
theory  of  a  strong,  erring  man  who> 
conscience  i  \  er  jiricks  him  when  the 
really  difficult  part  of  his  job  is  over. 
1  can  see  him  doing  silent  battle  with 
his  evil  angel  in  the  dark  rooms 
down:;!  aiis.  the  veins  on  his  brow 
standing  out  in  the  intensity  of  the 
struggle.  Slowly,  for  it  means  food 
and  drink  to  him,  he  puts  back  the 
cruet-stand  that  he  h:'s  abstract.-! 
with  such  patient  skill  from  the  side- 
board cupboard;  slowly  the  teal:- 
trickle  down  his  furrowed  face:  then, 
m  an  agony  of  remorse,  in  altogether 
uncontrollable  agitation,  he  runs  up 


a  few  stairs  and  down  again,  pluys 
one  muted  note  on  the  piano — I  have- 
never  been  able  to  account  for  this — 
and  so,  having  robbed  one  of  nothing 
but  sleep,  passes  out  silently  and 
sorrowfully  into  the  night. 


Home  ! 

"A  tramway-carat  Mcrtli.vr ye-terday 
jumped  the  rails  and  broke  into  the 
boundary  wall  of  the  hrill  Hall,  where 
ii  Lodged."— 2%a  J>nili/  Mirror. 


'•  Ity  counting;  (lie  nuinltcl'  nf  ghi-srh  l>  -lui-.-]. 
tlrr  ;i|i|uiritii>n  mnl  tlie  first  glasx  tlie  inonlli  in 
\\liirli  the  event  required  tnli:i|i|H  n  will  conn- t" 

-•<  llKly  lie  ;i-<erl  lineil."  -  \\  ollHlll'tt  I. iff. 

And  so  it  comes  about  that  the  event 
required  to  happen  i>.  in  the  ca^e  ..) 
topers,  often  poetponed  for  many  year.-. 


lirnivii  I'ur.-e. 

'    (.i.\  Illllil-illlU." 


|-iinl,'i 


ivtiirn 


A  large  order.  The  Kinder  will  ha\e 
to  do  it  gradually,  starting  on  Monday 
with  the  parallel  bars. 


"Particularly  liaiultu'iiii-  .mil  rli.i-.li-  UnMignr 
HnMlpr  of  Kiii]>irp  design.     Al«o  \en-  s- 
:ilili-  in  mivy  Karge."—  lJunitrf  t'mirirr. 

In  this  line  a  more  popular  8|>ociidiiy  is 
a  milk  strainer,  whicli  givrs  the  milk 
that  blue  tint  so  much  sought  after  by 
connoisseurs. 


(tie 


"  'J'lie  moment  of  lime  wlieu  C.M.  ye.ir  ijn 
cliangrs  into  another  we  all  kuon.  Ixit 
lieniitiful  im|4-ii.e|ttiliilii  lent." 

J'lii-  Itoiltj  Trlrympli. 
How  often    it    liap]>ens    that     \M-   eaniidt 

C  the  imperceptible! 


An  Impossible  Fable. 

Once  \i)K>n  a  time  there  was  a  \ en- 
rich man  who  denied  himself  nothing. 
ciiti'i-tained  lavishly,  nnd  lent  money  to 
all  lii.-  frii  : 

In   ccnn-se  of   time,   al'lion^li    ]<• 
vcrv   rich,  these  liabil-   brought  him  In 


poverty. 

When  the  fri<-uds  t  >  whom  he  had  lent 
in. nicy  heard  that  lie  VMS  iini>oven-lic  I 
lliev  raliiiil  j-oiind  him  and  repaid  him 
everything. 
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OUR    BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By  Mi:  Punch's  Staff  of  Learned  Clerks.) 

I  AM  tired  of  stories  of  the  German  invasion  of  England  ; 
of  the  landing  at  Felixstowe  (is  it  ?),  and  the  gallant  defence 
by  the  Mayor  ;  of  the  rise  of  all  the  waiters  (slow,  easy-going 
men  as  they  have  seemed  to  me),  and  the  advance  upon 


charcoal-burners,  I  incline  to  think  myself  defrauded  if  there 
is  not  an  ogre  or  two  in  the  tale  and  a  sprinkling  of  fairies. 
This,  however,  may  be  mere  prejudice,  and  there  is  much  in. 
Little  Peter  to  make  amends.  Peter  himself,  for  instance,  is 
wholly  delightful.  But  for  that  very  reason  I  object  the 
more  strongly  to  his  end.  I  do  not  like  nice  little  boys, 
especially  Peters,  to  be  carried  away  by  angels  in  the  last 
chapter.  Children  have  no  business  with  the  theory  that  to 


Kpping  Forest.     I  wish  that  for  a  change  (failing  my  little  die  young  is  the  reward  of  amiability.     For  one  thing,  it 
romance  of  the  Sandjak  invasion  of  Novi-bazar)  somebody  puts  a  premium  on  bad  tempers. 

Dan  to  Beersliela  (HEINEMANN)  is  the  happily-named  title 
of  Mr.  ARCHIBALD  ('OI.QIIIOCN'S  latest  work.  To  the  already 
voluminous  and  valuable  story  of  the  author's  travels  in  four 
continents  it  adds  records  and  descriptions  of  Burmah,  Siam, 
Southern  China,  Central  America  and  South  Africa,  where 


would  give  us  the  story  of  a  French  or  an  Italian  raid. 
Nevertheless  I  am  grateful  to  Mr.  H.  G.  WF.I.M.  The  War 
in  tltf  Air  (GEORGE  BELL)  shows  us  Germany  once  more  as 
the  aggressor ;  but  this  time  it  is  America  upon  whom  her 
double  eagle  eye  is  cast.  The  accounts  of  the  air-fights  do 
not  move  me  much,  but  the  adventures  of  the  Cockney  hero 
on  Goat  Island,  Niagara,  are  thrilling.  This  is  Bert  Small- 
imija,  one  of  the  great  Kipps  family,  which  only  Mr.  WEI.LS 

can  draw;  and  he  is  so  well  done  that  I  could  have  wished, ,  _  _ 

he  had  been  the  hero  of  a  humbler  tale.  Until,  that  is,  we  territory  now  known  as  Rhodesia.  Mr.  LOLQUIKU 
got  to  Goat  Island,  when  I  was  all  for  more  fighting.  The  appointed  to  administrative  post  with  promise  of  eventually 
War  in  the  Air  is  an  immensely  interesting  story,  well  ha  n  *  charge  of  Mashonaland.  His  narrative  of  the  advance 
written,  of  course;  but—  —  of  tlle  Chartered  Corn- 

it  seems  to  lack  single- 
ness of  aim  and  eo  does 
not  quite  hit  the  mark. 
On  the  other  hand  it 


he  made  the  acquaintance  and  gained  the  confidence  of  CECIL 
RHODES.  The  South  Africa  Company,  under  that  great  man's 
direction,  was  at  the  time  engaged  in  annexing  the  vast 


gives  the  reader  an  op- 
portunity of  deciding 
l>y  the  one  book  whether 
lie  prefers  his  author  as 
a  realist,  romancist,  or 
sociologist. 

I  find  myself  in  a 
position  of  some  deli- 
c-icy.  I  feel  certain  that 
it  is  only  necessary  to 
mention  the  nature  of 
Mr.  \V.  II.  MM.LO.K'S 
plot  in  his  novel.  An 
Immortal  Soul  (Gi'.oiti;i-: 
HEM.),  to  send  him  in- 
numerable readers,  and 
yet  one  cannot,  furnish 
the  least  hint  of  it  witli- 


pany's  force,  led  by  Mr. 
SKLOUS  and  captained 
by  Dr.  JAMESON,  is  new 
and  full  of  interest. 
There  are  few  men  of 
the  present  day  who 
have  journeyed  so  far  as 
Mr.  Coi.Qnioux.  Fewer 
still  combine  with  the 
passion  for  travel  the 
gift  ot  making  the 
n-ader  share  their  plea- 
sure, whilst  escaping 
their  privations. 


.< )!)ED   ItKl'UTATIOKS.--  VII. 
LEAXDER. 


There  are  fairies  and 
fairies,  pixies  and  pig- 
mies, good  and  bad, 
but  none— according  to 
unanimous  youthful 
|  tradition  —  indifferent, 
I  and  Lady  RITCHIE'S 
—  Fairy  Blaekstick  in  the 
ELDER)  is  of  the  easy-going. 


out  giving  away  enough  to  spoil  the  interest,  excepting  for   ]jlacl\-stick    Papers    (SMITH,  .  _ 

HMW  cautious  readers  who  guard  against  shocks  by  taking  I  garrulous,  gossipy  kind,  dainty  and  easy  of  movement,  agile 
the  list  chapters  of  a  story  iirst.  Hut  perhaps  I  may  j  in  speech,  reminiscent  in  mood.  She  loves  to  stand  meditat- 
iiieniiou  two  subsidiary  attractions.  There  is  a  most  endear- jing  on  Brighton  Parade,  that  no  longer  neglected  thorough- 
t  of  people  in  it,  and  my  own  appreciation  of  them  is  ,fare,  or  to  muse  in  the  windows  of  a  house  on  the  front,  and 
not,  let  mo  confess,  affected  by  the  fact  that  one  or  two  there  to  call  up  the  ghosts  of  past  literature  and  dead  fashions 
of  thi'in  owe  much  to  the  tacifulness  of  their  former  indiscre-  — the  literature  of  THACKERAY,  the  fashions  of  a  day  rather 
tion*.  And  there  are  opened  several  vistas  of  thought  which  curlier.  These  Blackslick  Papers,  by  THACKERAY'S  daughter, 
make  the  Ixiok  a  good  deal  bigger  than  its  three  hundred  appearing  lately  in  the  Cornhill,  wisely  avoid  comparison 
and  fifty-odd  pages,  closely  printed.  If  I  were  to  try  to ;  with  the  Roundabout  lepers  which  THACKERAY  himself  con- 


build  a  sort  of  literary  Colossus  out  of  the  many  novels  I 
have  read  this  last  year,  Mr.  MAI.I/ICK'S  book  would  certainly 
supply  the  brain  for  the  whole. 


Of  the  making  of  literary  Peters  there  is  no  end,  nor  does 


tributod  half-a-century  ago  to  the  same  magazine,  then  in  its 
infancy. 


Germany,  according  to  The  Standard's  Berlin  correspon- 


it  appe;      that  some  among  the  older  ones  lose  with  time|dent'  is  much  exercised   as   to  what  Englishmen  wear  in 

their  p./arer  to  charm.     Of  such  is  evidently  LUCAS  MALET'S 

Little  1'i'tcr  (FliownK,  HODDKH  .\xn  SrorjOBTOS),  who  makes  his'     "The  disp.ite   arose  at  a  rehearsal  of  the  English  play  .Vrs.  Dot. 

reappearance  in  a  dainty  new  suit  of  white-and-gold,  with  eight ' In  tlle  llrst  Act  some  men  i" 

m.  i,t  sympathetic  and  reallv  illustrative  pictures  by  CIIVBLKS  E    a.hostess-    Tlie  question  ar 

HI..H-K:    It  is  a  guise  in  which  he  will  be  very  welcome  at  tl.N   ' 

holiday  season.     Personally,  when  I  am  given  a  book  about  a   The  proper  costume  would,  of  course,  be  a  brown-coloured 

little  boy  who  lived,  once  upon  a  time,  at  the  edge  of  a  dark  ;  bathing  suit,  neck  to  knee.     The  L.C.C.,  however,  does  not 

wood,  the  son  of  p<x)r  but  honest  parents,  and  intimate  with   encourage  mixed  bathing  at  the  hour  mentioned. 


In  the  first  Act  sonic  men  drop  in  to  afternoon  tea  at  five  o'clock  with 

What  would  those  men  wear  in   such 
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CHARIVARIA. 

MR.  ROOSEVELT,  our  omniscient  press 
informs  us,  is  taking  one  dozen  tooth- 
brushes with  him  to  Africa.  TEDDY'S 
fondness  for  showing  his  teeth  is,  of 

course,  well  known. 
*  * 

Yet,  in  the  opinion  of  many  dentists 


the  use  of  the  tooth-brush  is  inadvis- 
able as  it  tends  to 
Curiously    enough, 


damage  the  tcrth. 
small     boys    have 


realised  this  instinctively  from  time  im- 
memorial. Thus  may  we  learn  wisdom 
from  the  mouths  of  bahes. 

*  * 

From  New  York  comes  the  news  that 
during  the  past 
twelve  months  no 
less  a  sum  than 
£18,LS(;,loo  has 
been  given  to  pub- 
lic institutions  in 
the  United  States. 
Mr.  CAHNKOIE  heads 
t  1  it  •  list  with 
£1,487,520,  Mr. 
ROCKEFELLER  is  next 
with  £58ti,800, 
and  Mrs.  SAOK 
comes  third  with 
£311,OL'7.  With  a 
view  to  promoting 
similar  healthy 
competition  m 
our  own  wealthy 
men,  a  certain  en- 
terprising little 
news-sheet,  we  hear, 
intends  to  offer  a 
prize  of  Five 
<  iuineas  to  the  mil- 
lionaire who  gives 
most  to  British 
charities  during 
1909. 


Sir  HUBERT  VON  HERKOMEK'S  protest  will 
against  the  enormous  sums  which  nro. 


expended    in    the    purchase    of    Old 
Masters   has   caused    keen    •• 
among  living   artists.     When    one   re- 
members that  for  the  price  of  a  single 
Fran/  Hals  the  Trustees  of  the  National 
Gallery  might  have  bought   thou 
of  Louis  Wains    the  scandal    becomes 
vividly  apparent. 


V 


Nothing  but  a  stern  sense  of  duty 
could  have  persuaded  The  Daily  Express 
to  publish  the  following  telegram  the 
other  day  : — "  There  is  no  foundation 
whatever  for  the  statement  in  The  Daily 

\f  ,1  il  TV   XJ/M  T  V  J        Crt  nf%  *•>  «  cvl*  An*     " 


Mail— KNOLLYS,  Sandringham. 


••cord,    consisting    of    about 
words,   was    proved    yesterday 
It  contrasts  with  the  shortest  will    of 
3  words."     Certainly   thcro  is  a  con- 
trast here. 

v 

It  ha*  often  been  said  that  it  needs  a 
detective   to    find  a  lady's  ]><>eket.      At 

•  last  week  a  detective  'I 
pocket  which  w.-nt  the  whole  \vay  ; 

a  lady's  -.kin,  and  it  subsequently  i 

great  interest  at  Maryleboi  i  'ourt. 

*  * 

It  is,  we  hear,  doubtful,  after  all, 
whether  the  County  Council  will  erect  a 
stone  at  the  corner  of  Edgware  Road  to 
mark  the  spot  where  Tyburn  Tree  stood. 
It  is  feared  that  it 
mi^ht  prove  a 
source  of  annoy- 
ance to  tho;e  whose 
ancestors  luet  their 

lives  then-. 

*  * 

A  number  of 
boys  were  fined  at 
Newport,  MOM.,  lust 
week,  for  plating 
football  in 
Julian's  Church. 
It  dies  not,  some- 
how, seom  the  right 
place  for  it. 


"  The  greatest 
mistake  made  by  modern  educators  is 
that  they  try  to  kill  imagination  in 
children,"  says  the  Journal  dc  (.'. 
The  little  chicks  themselves  are  all  in 
favour  of  the  abolition  of  spanking  for 
story-telling. 

*  * 

According  to  M.  LENFAXT,  who  has 
just  issued  a  work  on  Central  Africa, 
cannibalism  in  the  Congo  is  a  hygienic 
necessity  on  account  of  the  natives  re- 
quiring salted  nourishment.  This  new 
theory  robs  the  custom  of  all  grounds 
of  objection— except  possibly  on  the 
part  of  the  food-stuffs. 

*  * 

The  ups  and  downs  of  artists'  repu- 
tations are  always  interesting.  In  a 
competition  for  pavement  artists  at  the 


CAUTIOUS. 

Instruct  from  Policeman's  Kridenee.) 
A  susriciocs  KOISE — xs  ;r  uwnr  u  THE  BREAKISO  OF  GI.ASR- 


Pun  City  a  "  Turner  seascape 
only  a  third  prize. 


gained 


The  cry  of  "Back  to  the  Land  of 
Eden "  still  goes  on  during  the  re- 
grettable displacement  of  the  Palace 
Theatre's  most  popular  feature.  See  the 
following  advertisement : — 

EMPRESS  HALL,  EARL'S-COURT. 
FIRST  GRAND   FANCY    .iml    FAT.   DRESS 

CARNIVAL. 
THURSDAY   NEXT.     Admission  Is. 

V 

Tlio  municipal  authorities  at  Rio  do 
Janeiro  have  prohibited  tin-  \\eiringof 
any  form  of  headgear  in  tin -a  ires.  It 
is  ex  peeled  that  wearers  of  wigs  will 
struggle  desperately. 

* 
Suggestions  have  been    invite  1 

iebratiou  of  the  Ifillth  anniversary 
of  the   opening  of  the   British   Mits-um. 

Why  not  a  Pinner  to  the  Mummii 
*  * 

Says   Tlio   lls press  : —  "  The    longest 


"  K  in  piny  me  nt  in 
I  Milliltni^    ami 
Hosiery  ;  or  wmilil  go 
as  (UckbiltiiiR  " 
Liverpool  ' 

If     the     applicant 
I    impersonate 
income  -  tax      pay- 
ment in  a  pleasant 
n  d        convincing 
manner,    he  would 
more  likely  to 
get  a  job. 


"  '  East  is  East,  and  Went  in  WV«t, 
And  never  the  twain  shall  meet.' 
So  runs  an  old  couplet  '' 

77*  TatUr. 

We  prefer  the  aged  triolet: 

"  Oh,  c,h ! 
Anbv 


"  Last  wrok  li" 
an<l  a 
during  the  wwk  10,001' 


That 

meant, 

did. 


"s     what 
but   it 


havo 
's  nothing  like  what  he 


Purse,    containing    Jtoarj. 
P«*. 

Tllis    :  evident   truths 

which  hardly  i  i:ig. 
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A    GUIDE    TO    POPULAR    EMOTION. 

u. 

li  «ill  lie  forgotU'n  dial  in  our  last  issue  we  quoted  The  Daily 
i  'lii-niiii-lc's  dictum  about  journalistic  "  i»T-,peclive  "  and  its  approval  of 
thr  principle'  i. u  \\liicli  aii  e.|iial  space  was  allotted  to  the  accounts  u[ 
the  disaster  ill  Sicily  and  (lie  snow-sprinkle  at.  home.  \\'e  have  now  to 
report  (on  the  authority  of  Tin-  haihj  Mail,  which  gave  nearly  half  a 
column  of  its  chief  pn^'e  to  the  luscious  announcement),  that  "  a  new 
!.l  of  lavislmess  in  the  s,x-ial  life  of  NYw  York  "  was  established 
I iy  Mr.  and  Mis.  QKOBOE  .1.  (lori.n  on  the  occasion  of  the  introduction 
of  their  daughter  M\i:.ioi;n:  to  N"e\\-  York  society.  The  ent'-i  tainnient 
was  ':  the  in.  ,-,!  KOI^COH,  iu  the  hi.-tory  of  llic  American  plutocracy.  out- 
shining  even  the  fain  <a~  HitMH.EV  MARTIX  entertainment  some  years  ago."] 

Ix  Liberty's  chosen  patch  of  earth 
Where  all  are  equal  at  date  of  birth, 
Whore  bullion  sprouts  in  the  open  air 
And  every  man  is  a  millionaire  — 
If  you  are  anxious  to  shine  aloud 
Above  the  ruck  of  the  gold-edged  crowd, 
1 1  isn't  enough  to  give  .1  feast 
At  fifty  dollars  per  man  or  beast  ; 
It  isn't  enough  ti>  give  a  ball 
On  an  amber  iloor  in  a  topaz  hall; 
Nobody  notices  things  like  that 
In  the  mere  routine  of  a  plutocrat ; 
Your  only  hope  is  to  go  one  more 
Than  anyone  else  has  gone  before. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  GKORCE  J.  liou.i> 

rs  of  the  New  York  sky,  and  schooled 
In  the  social  manners  that  stamp  that  spot 
As  the  ultimate  judge  of  what  is  what) 
Saw  and  sei/.ed  on  a  lifetime's  chance 
Of  giving  a  most  exclusive  dance, 
A  fifty-thonsand-dollar  rout 
For  an  innocent  daughter's  coming-out, 
With  80  flunkeys  to  swell  the  pomp 
( >f  little  Miss  M  \i;joi;ii:'s  virgin  romp  ; 
For  they  meant  that  the  show  she  made  her  start  in 
Should  break  the  record  of  lii.1  \IH.IA  MARTIN; 
Dull  the  splendour  and  spoil  the  gilt 
Of  the  best  fli'-lini  of  a  Y\\K.i;iin.T. 
And  reach  a  luxury  past  the  scope 
Of  the  courtly  function-,  of  "Id  Kurope. 

True,  it  is  no  affair  of  mine 
How  American  boomslers  dance  or  dine, 
That  Momma  arranged  in  Knock  the  town 
In  an  "exquisite  lavender  satin  gown.'' 
And  the  I'la/a'.-  suite  of  a  score  of  rooms 
Was  a  ma/f  of  unbuyable  orchid  bloom. - 

pt  that  1  'in  sad  fur  the  poor  young  girl 
l«umelied  this  way  in  the  so;-i;d  whirl'. 
But  the  news  was  Hashed  on  a  lordly  scale 
l''or  the  central  page  of  77/c  l><iil;/  M/iU, 
And  it  equalled  in  length  (lie  last  advices 
(living  the  crux  of  I  lie  lialkau  crisis! 


o.s. 


Answer  to  Correspondents. 

"Knii;   SIO'ISMI.V."      Your  request   that   we  should  explaii 

the  humorous  intent  of  ;i   certain  ]iaragraph  in  a  recent  i--.in 

"f  I'mit-li  would  have  been  a  mo-t  unusual  one  if  it  had  conn 

.my  other  (juarter  ;  but  coming  as  it,  does  from  fSeotsmei 

and  four  at  a  time,  (MO  it  inn-t  be  almost  withou 
]iarallel.  If  you  will  send  one  or  more  of  your  names,  aecom 
I  anied  by  a  corresponding  number  of  stamped  and  addresset 
we  shall  have  pleasure  in  sending  you  the  answei 
v. Inch  is  quite  easy.  J!nt  we  must  decline  your  invitatioi 
thai  we  should  publish  it  in  these  pages  as  we  can  no 
believe  that  it  would  be  of  any  general  interest. 


HINTS    TO    BEGINNERS. 

MY  DEAR  YOUNG   MAN, — I'm  going  to  assume  that  you 

haven't  done  much  yet.     You  'vc "tried  to  start  yourself  here 

and  there,  and  very  little  good  lias  come  of  it.     Mr.  JOHN 

MURRAY  and  the  rest  of  them  have  shown  a  deplorable  lack  of 

enterprise,  and  the  result  is  that  Hannibal :  A  Tragedy  in  l-'in- 

Acts,  though  it  was  type-written,  still  reposes  in  your  drawer 

company  with  enough  short  stories  to  make  a  volume,  and 

sequence   of  seventy  MS.   sonnets   dealing   with   all   the 

spects  of  life.     These' publishers  are  shocking  bunglers,  of 

ourse.     They  know  next  to  nothing  of  their  own  business, 

nd  their  only  way  with  genius  is  to  distrust  and  reject  it. 

Still,  what  are  you  to  do?  You  can't  force  these  dull 
ellows  to  take  your  work,  and  print  it  prettily,  and  offer  it 
o  the  public,  and  advertise  it  all  over  the  press  of  England. 
You  can  only  hope  that  some  day  you  may  find  one  of  them 
n  a  lucid  interval  of  literary  intelligence.  Then,  of  course, 
Cannibal  will  come  out,  and  Mr.  BEERDOHM  TREE  will  recognise 
n  it  the  one  thing  he  has  been  looking  for,  and  your  fortune 
vill  be  made.  All  that,  however,  seems  to  be  a  long  way  off, 
md  in  the  meantime,-  as  I  said,  you're  waiting.  You're 
jvcn  thinking  of  advertising  yourself  as  a  potential  secretary 

0  a  Member  of  Parliament,  having  heard  of  eases  in  which  a 
nan  rose  from  that  position  to  be  a  G.V.O.  or  a  member  of 
he  British  Academy  or  a  Fellow  of  the  Royal  Geographical 

Society  ;  anyhow,  something  very  brilliant,  which  was 
iiipposcd  to  make  a  deal  of  difference  to  his  wife. 

Now,  I  don't  see  why  you  should  wait  any  longer.  These 
lints  of  mine  are  going  to  put  you  in  the  right  way  to  make 
nonev  and  a  name.  You  will  think  of  them  in  afterlife  as 
'  Hints  that  have  helped  me,"  and  some  day,  when  you  pass 

1  certain  house  in  theGoswell  Road— -it  is  in  the  Clerkenwell 
listrict — you  will  observe  to  your  companion  that  there  was 

once  a  man  who  lived  in  a  three-pair  back  there  and  knew  a 
.hing  or  two  about  the  literary  market.  Then,  having  with 
lillieiilty  caused  your  40-horsc-power  motor-car  to  be  turned 
•ouiid,  you  will  hasten  back  to  the  Festival  Banquet  in  aid 
of  the  Society  for  the  Relief  cf  Broken-down  Novelists,  you 
jeing  in  the  chair.  

What  I  want  you  to  do  is  a  very  simple  thing.  First  of 
ill  yon  must  get  out  of  your  head  all  your  silly  old-fashioned 
.Iras  about  modesty  and  reticence  and  the  young  person  who 
holds  the  record  in* blushes.  Then  you  are  to  sit  down  and 
write  a  preface— a  fairly  long  one,  mind  you.  Short  prefaces 
are  quite  useless  for  the  book  you  are  going  to  write.  Here  is 
a  short  working  model  of  the  shady  book's  preface.  Have  I 
mentioned,  by  the  way,  that,  you're  going  to  write  a  shady 
book  V  No  matter ;  you  know  now,  and  there  are  no  more 
ecrete  between  m  

"It  was  not  without  long  and  anxious  consideration,"  you 
will  begin,  "that  I  determined  to  write  and  publish  this 
book.  It  is  the  fruit  of  much  thought  devoted  to  some  of 
the  problems  that  lie  at  the  root " — why  problems  always 
rest  there  I  don't  know,  but  you  must  take  things  as  you 
Find  them — "at  the  root  of  our  social  system.  Men  still  talk 
glibly  of  marriage.  Priests  mumble  their  solemn  incantations 
over  a  ceremony  which  the  most  advanced  intellects  have  c<  >me 
to  regard  with  contempt,  and  which  is  doomed  ere  long  to  dis- 
appear both  from  the  conversation  and  the  customs  even  of  t  lie 
I'.riti.sh  Middle  Classes."  . 

After  four  pages  devoted  to  this  cheery  iconoclasm  you 
can  proceed  like  this;  "  While  this  book  was  appearing  in 
a  serial  form  "  —it  never  did,  of  course,  but  that  's  of  no 
consequence — "it.  aroused  a  storm  of  controversy.  To  the 
critics  who  saw  in  it  nothing  but '  a  farrago  of  indecency,'  I 
offer  the  compliment  of  my  scorn.  But  there  are  others. 


JAHUAKY  13,  1909.] 
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First  Poacher.  "  HKI.LO,  BILL!  WUT  LCCK?    ASYTIIISO  DOIN'?" 

Second  Poacher.  "  WELL,  I  DUXSO;  BUT  IF  I  GETS  FOUB  MORE  BESIDES  THE  WAS  I'M  AITEB  BOW.  I'LL  'ATE  rom- 


llundreds  of  letters  have  reached  me  from  those  who  have( 
groaned  under  the  weight  of  the  world's  conventions.  They 
have  recognised — I  quote  from  the  letter  of  one  whose  name 
as  a  mother  ami  a  worker  in  the  field  of  social  reform  is  well 
known  that  'the  literary  excellence  of  the  book  is  equalled 
only  by  the  purity  of  its  motive  and  the  refined  directness  of 
its  method  in  dealing  with  situations  which  the  weak-minded 
might  describe  as  strong,  merely  because  the  artificialities  of 
our  lives  have  made  them  unusual.'"  After  three  more 
•a  of  this  and  a  few  references  to  the  matchless  delicacy 
of  the  French,  you  can  wind  up  the  preface. 

When  you've  done  this  you  must  write  your  sample 
chapter,  not  the  first  one,  but  one  of  the  three  great  ones  in 
which  you  defy  the  commandment  which  comes  between 
the  sixth  and  eighth,  and  sma^h  into  smithereens  oil  that 
antiquated  moralists  have  taught.  Then  you  take  your  wares 
to  a  publisher  there  are  one  or  two  who  arc  on  the  look  out 
for  that  sort  of  thing— and  you  show  him  the  preface. 
1 1  is  eyes  will  glisten.  "  My  boy,"  he  '11  say,  "  can  you  write 
up  to  this?"  Thereupon  you'll  bowl  him  over  with  the 
sample  chapter,  and  he'll  give  you  a  contract  at  once— 
-1 1  .<  M  ii )  down  on  account  of  royalties  calculated  at  30  per  cent 
Then  you  go  home  and  write  the  rest  of  the  book. 

Of  course  there  are  some  disadvantages.  Some  of  your 
friends  may  cut  you.  \Vould-be  moralists  will  hold  your 
name  up  to  loathing  and  execration.  Here  and  there  a 
reviewer  may  fulminate  against  your  "  disgusting  book  —- 
but  the  bo  >k  will  sell  like  hot  cakes  and  you  yourself  will 
become  celebrated  and  wealthy,  especially  after  you  have 


discovered  the  inevitable  clergyman  who  will  protest  in 
print  over  his  own  signature  that  the  book  is  the  apotheosis 
jf  decency,  the  very  consecration  of  all  that  is  pure  and 
wholesome.  So  make  haste  and  get  to  work. 

FOR  MI:.  rrxcfrs  PAGEANT. 

[In  answer  to  Mr.  Punch's  request  for  the  loan  of  original  doctimeut* 
connected  with   his   career,  a  correspondent  send. i  (unfortunately  t, 
late    since  the  catalogue  of   exhibits  h«d  already  been  made  up)  ths 
following  epist   1  part  printed,  part  manuscri] 

•  The  Kdit.ir  of  /'»•><•/.  invents  his  compliment*,  and  regrets 
is  unable  to  accept    il.-  enclosed  contribution.     The  theme  of  a  y 
which  .listiiifiiii-h.-l  iisrlf  l.y  rtfuitng  to  hare  a  pageant  has  already 

ft*  tb£  d*>m'ie"t  our  friend  kindly  sends  the  line*  below.] 

]>!  v::  Mi:.  1':  vii.     Herewith  I'm  pleased  to  send 
A  d  ..ri-inal  .  and  lend 

The  same,  as  you  nqoMtod,  for  your  abow 
(By  which  I  mean  the  Pageant,  d.-n  t  >  .11  know). 
The  document  in  qu.-.-tion.  you  will 
Contains  some  lines  of  your  call. 
Which  somewhat  tend  to  mollify  the 
Always  attendant  on  The  A 
Which  is.  as  you  will  probably  have 
"The  Editor  re-ivt,   .   ,   ,        and  fU 
I  'in  happy  to  oblige  you,  Sir  ;  and,  pit 
You  mM-dirt  send  il  Lack     I've  lets  of  these 
Ori-inal  documents;  they  numb- 
Believe  me.  Mi:  /'»".-/,,  Miieerely  yours 
.Trusting  I  haven't  ,-mt  it  in  t>«>  late' 
P.S.      1'lea-  '"i     in 
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THE    CUT-GLASS    BOWL. 

'i  HE  STOKY  OF  QBE  o»  I.n  i  'fi  LITTLE 


lijc,  of  21  a,  Kensington 
1'iilni','  Ti  rraee,  loJu-r  nevHy-married 
niece,  Mm.  Lir,  •.••ey,  "  Rosemount" 
Wancick. 

April  17,  190—. 

MY  PEAR  SARAH,  —  I  am  not.  as  you 
Know,  l.iy  any  means  satisfied  with  your 
marriage,  which  1  consider  both  impru- 
dent and  perilous.  Mr.  Livescy  is  not 
at  all  the  husband  I  should  have  chosen 
for  you  myself.  Ho  is  a  wtak  although 
loubtless  amiable  man,  whereas  what 
you  wanted  was  someone  capable  of  cor- 
recting your  foibli  •*.  1  fe  is  also,  I  under- 
stand, a  Radical  and  a  vegetarian,  and 
probably  an  Agnostic,  and  is  therefore 
not  in  the  lea^t  calculated  to  direct  your 
mind  as  those  who  really  love  you  would 
wish.  However,  since  there  is  no  use 
now  in  saying  any  more,  1  have  decided 
henceforward  to  consider  him  as  one  of 
the  family  (although  I  hope  that  when 
you  come  here  to  slay  you  will  let  me 
know  exactly  what  he  can  eat  and  what 
IK?  cannot)  and  cease  to  criticise  ;  and  it 
is  with  much  pleasure  that  I  am  sending 
you  a  piece  of  old  glass  from  my  own 
collection  for  your  table  as  a  memento  of 
my  wishes  for  your  happiness. 

Your  affectionate  Aunt  MERCY. 

ir. 

Mrs.  Licesey  to  Mrs.  Vans'iUart,  of  "Lee- 
side,"  Knins  Ttoad,  Edinburgh. 

April  18,  190— 

MY  DEAREST  MOTHER,  —  I  implore  you 
to  tell  me  what  to  do.  Aunt  Mercy 
having  forgiven  us,  sent  me,  yesterday, 
a  very  beautiful  cut-glass  bowl,  which 
unhappily  came  smashed  to  atoms.  What 
am  I  t.i  dn?  Shall  I  tell  her  the  awful 
truth  that,  it,  is  broken,  or  shall  I  simply 
say  thank  you?  It  seems  so  dreadful 
to  have  to  tell  her  it  is  broken  just  after 
she  has  written  such  a  letter  ;  but  if  I 
don't  there  is  always  the  chance  that  she 
may  come  to  S(e  us  and  ask  for  it. 
advise  i!,,.  Your  loving  S. 

in. 
Sirs.  Vannttari  to  Mr*,  l.'trcscy. 

Al>ril  19,  100—. 
MY  DARLIM;  t'im.h,  -Your  letter  came 
by  tin;  last  post  and  I  have  not  had  a 
wink  of  sleep  thinking  about  lliis  terrible 
dilemma.  Of  course  we  ought  always 
to  tell  the  truth,  but  your  Aunt  will  be 
so  vexed,  ami  just  after  she  had  come 
round  too.  On  the  other  hand  she  is 
sure  to  find  it  out  if  you  depart  froir 
the  truth,  because  no  one  has  ever  taken 
her  in.  She  has  been  like  that  ever 
smre  we  were  girls.  I  think  you  musi 
be  i  ra\''.  dear,  and  say  that  it  caim 


broken,  but  doubtless  owing  to  a  fall  in 
;he  Post  Oflice  and  not  at  all  because  it 
was  carelessly  packed.  Yes,  I  think 
that  is  best. 

Your  loving  perplexed  MOTHER. 

IV. 

Mm.  J.ii-eacy  (o  Miss  Norman-Crudrje. 
April  20,  190  -. 

MY  DEAR  AUNT  MKKCY, — How  very  kind 
of  you  !  What  a  beautiful  bowl !  But 
[  am  exceedingly  sorry  to  say  that  when 
we  unpacked  it  it  was  found  to  be  broken 
all  to  pieces.  The  packing  was  perfect, 
so  it.  must,  have  In  en  the  result  of  a  fall 
on  the  way.  Wear?  greatly  disappointed- 
and  distres-ed,  and  I  am  wondering  if' 
you  can  tell  me  where  I  could  buy 
mother  like  it. 

Your  affectionate  niece, 

SARAH  LIYESEY. 

P.S. — Joseph,  who  spent  hours  last 
light  putting  the  pieces  together,  and 
who  joins  with  me  in  love  and  gratitude, 
says  he  never  saw  a  more  beautiful  bowl. 

v. 

Miss  Nonnan-Crudge  to  Mrs.  Vansittart. 
April  21,  190—. 

DEAK  RHODA, — A  most  unfortunate 
thing  has  happened.  I  went  to  some 
self-sacrifice  ov<r  my  wedding  present 
for  Sarah — my  motto  being  that  it  is 
absurd  to  cry  over  spilt  milk,  and  now 
that  she  has  definitely  taken  that  very 
unpleasant  man  for  her  husband  it  is 
the  duty  of  us  all  to  make  the  best  of  it. 
It  was  one  of  my  choicest  cut-glass 
bowls  and  of  very  unusual  design.  It 
left  this  house  in  perfect  condition,  very 
carefully  packed  by  Yates ;  but  Sarah 
tells  me  that  when  it  arrived  it  was  in 
fragments.  Under  the  circumstances, 
especially  considering  how  disappointed 
we  all  had  been  by  this  marriage,  I 
think  that  had  I  been  Sarah  I  should 
have  held  my  tongue  and  merely  have 
said  thank  you,  leaving  me  in  ignorance 
as  to  the  catastrophe.  But  she  has  been 
very  oddly  brought  up,  and  that  nice 
thought  for  other  people's  feelings  which 
our  dear  mother  did  so  much  to  teach 
you  and  me  is  no  longer  in  fashion.  I 
am,  however,  sending  them  another 
bowl,  as  I  should  not  like  them  to  be 
without  any  memento  of  me. 

Your  loving  sister         MERCY. 

VI. 

Mrs.  Livescy  to  Mrs.  Vansittart. 
April  -25,  190—. 

MY  DARLING  MOTHER, — What  i.-s  to  be 
done?  I  am  so  sorry  to  trouble  you 
again,  but  you  know  Aunt  Mercy  so 
much  better  than  I  do.  She  very  kindly 
sent  another  glass  bowl,  but  by  really 
extraordinary  bad  luck,  that  one  came 
broken  too.  There  seems  to  be  a  fatality 


about  it.  What  can  I  say  to  her  this 
time  ?  How  can  I  tell  her  such  an  awi'id 
truth  twice  running  ?  Jo-eph  says  that 
it  is  old  glass  and  cannot  bo  matched  ; 
but  don't  you  think  he  had  better  try? 
Do  tell  me.  Your  loving  S. 

VJI. 

Mrs.  Vansittart  to  Mrs.  Livescy. 
April  20,  190—. 

MY  DARLING  CHILD, — I  am  all  unstrung 
by  the  new  calamity  ;  but  I  don't  think 
you  need  hesitate  this  time.  I  should 
just  write  to  thank  your  Aunt  and  make 
no  reference  to  the  bowl's  being  broken 
,at  all.  I  say  this,  because  she  wrote  me 
a  leiier  rather  complaining  that  you  had 
told  her  the  first  time.  She  seems  to 
think  it  would  have  been  kinder  to  her 
not  to.  I  was  troubled  when  I  got  that 
letter,  but  now  I  am  iclieved,  for  it 
makes  our  duty  clear.  I  do  so  hope 
Joseph  will  be  successful  in  his  search  ; 
but  I  fear  the  worst. 

Your  loving  MOTHER. 

P.S. — Of  course  it  will  bo  dreadful  if 
Joseph  cannot  match  it  and  your  Aunt 
Mercy  comes  to  see  you.  You  will  have 
to  tell  the  truth  then,  I  suppose  ;  but  it 
will  be  easier  after  some  time  has  elapsed 
than  now  so  soon  after  the  other.  We 
must  hope  for  the  best. 

VIII. 

Mrs.  Livescy  to  MissNorman-Crudgc. 

April  27,  190—. 

MY  DEAR  AUKT  MERCY, — You  are  more 
than  kind  to  send  another  bowl.  I  can't 
think  where  you  find  such  beautiful 
things.  Joseph  is  in  raptures  over  your 
taste.  We  shall  never  forget  your  kind- 
ness. Your  affectionate  niece, 

SARAH  LIVESEY. 

IX. 

Mix*  Norman-Crudge  to  Mrs.  Livcsey. 
May  24,  190—. 

MY  DEAR  SARAH, — I  am  now  able,  I 
find,  owing  to  the  illness  of  my  old  friend 
Miss  Vyner,  who  was  to  have  come  here 
for  a  fortnight,  but  now  cannot,  to  pay 
you  the  visit  which  I  have  long  promised 
myself.  I  could  come  on  Monday  next 
by  the  train  which  reaches  Warwick  at 
5.48,  and  stay  till  Friday  quite  comfort- 
ably. This  will  give  me  time  to  get  to 
know  your  husband,  and,  I  trust,  to 
esteem  him.  I  should  like  to  have  Yates 
with  me,  but  can  doubtless  manage 
without  her  if  you  have  any  lack  of 
room.  I  am  a  very  easy  guest,  as  I 
always  bring  my  own  tea  and  shall 
arrange  for  bread  by  post. 

Your  loving  Aunt  MERCY. 
(To  be  concluded.) 

THE  NEW  GAME.— Limping  at  Orinkia. 
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DON'TS     FOR     DEBUTANTES. 

IV.— THE   ETIQUETTE   OF   COURTSmi1. 

•>  • 


DON'T  DE  SATISFIED  WITH  VF.ItB.VL  PROPOSALS.  If  YOU  FEEL  THERE  IS 
A  POS8IBILITT  OF  HIS  SUITING,  MAKE  THE  PROPOSER  FII.I.  IX  A  FOBU 
GIVING  FULL  PARTICULARS  ABOUT  I1IMSELF,  BANKER'S  DEFERENCE,  ETO., 
AND  TELL  HIM  TO  CM  I,  AC  UN  FOR  TOUR  DECISION. 


IF  YOU  ABE  BEAU1 :  I  I  >ON"T  BE  BOTHKBED  BT  BEING  riiOPOSEB 

TO  AT  ALL  SORTS  OF  ODD  MOMENTS,  WHEN  TOO  ABE  NOT,  TttOXft,  PRfTAKCO  TO 
GO  INTO  THE  MERITS  OF  THE  VARIOC3  CASES.  SlXD  DOT  CA«DS  SUCH  AS  TIT« 
FOLLOWING:  "AT  HOME— 1ST  \\I>  .Inn  Wri'XKSMT:.  1' 


ol)    1001^.       IF    yoo    SHOULD     FEKL    IN    ANY    DAV 
A    IIANI1SOMK    LOYFIi,   A    QOOD    I'MV 
nASKIT    HM.ii    IMS    IIMII    \M,    p|;|.;    If 
S.'iMK    EFKKrT    ON   YOU. 


SflilHAlY    TO    ITIIV    Till:    W  VSrWAI'i:!! 

s  Mt«;l  Mi:Ni>  i  M\|IM  i.    ],,    n  \M     'I  UK 


I»  'XT    snow   ANT   ]•• 

ill  IT  SORT    OF   THIX.i    I.-    I'MY,  !  \\»I'IF. 

WIIIfH    1 

C1YKN    FI1TV   Tlior.    . 
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THE    MOTOR    MYSTERY. 

THE  following  documents  have  lately 
xmie  into  Mr.  Punch's  hands.  They 
are  all  in  the  same  writing  (with  the 
exception  of  the  telegrams),  and  appear 

0  have  been    addressed   to  the  same 

person.     In  case  they  throw  any  fresh 

ight  upon  recent  events  in  Wales,  Mr. 

yunch,  who   is   determined   not  to  be 

outdone  by  his   contemporaries,  offers 
Jtiem  now  to  the  public. 

I. 

DEAREST, — I  have  practically  settled 
t  for  Saturday  week,  then  it  won't  be 
n  the  papers  till  Monday,  and  that 
gives  me  all  Sunday.  The  only  ques- 
,ion  is,  Where?  1  think  the  sea,  not  a 
river,  because  they  can  drag  a  river, 
can't  they,  or  something  horrid  like 
hat  ?  Do  they  ever  drag  the  sea  ?  Find 
this  out.  Probably  in  the  Encyclo- 
paedia under  "Nets."  Or  what  about 

Divers  "  ? 

Certainly  you  will  have  to  be  with 
me,  and  I  'm  afraid  we  shall  have  to 
have  one  of  the  chauffeurs  as  well.  Of 
couree,  nice  people  always  believe  a 
lady,  but  journalists  and  policemen  and 
borrid  people  like  that  are  so  suspicious, 
and  I  think  it  will  be  safer  if  we  have 
a  man  with  us  to  say  so  too.  Now,  can 
you  find  a  nice  place  where  the  road 
goes  quite  close  to  the  sea,  and  where 
it  is  high  tide  on  the  Saturday  night  ? 
Do  this  for  me,  please.  When  you  have 
found  the  place,  then  you  find  out  about 
the  tide  from  the  local  paper — it  depends 
on  the  moon,  I  believe.  Do  we  want  a 
moon  or  not  ?  More  romantic,  of  course, 
but  also  more  risky. 

Write  at  once  and  tell  me  you  have 
done  all  this  for  me.  I  am  horribly  busy 
taking  a  house  up  here  which  1  have 
just  seen.  Rent  only  £200  a  month 
which  is  nothing  much,  as  next  Januars 

1  am  coming  into  a  fortune,  and    niv 
trustees —   -    Oh,  but  I  was  forgetting 
you  know  all  about  that ! 

Ever  lovingly  yours. 
P.S. — I  may   have  to  borrow  one  o 
your  veils  on  Saturday  week  ;  1  know 
you  won't  mind  ;    I  am  quite   out  o 
them. 

n. 

[Telegram.'] 

Send  copy  of  Loney's  Dynamics  to  m 
here  at  once.  Very  important. 

in. 

DEADEST, — I  hope  you  got  my  t< 'leg rain 
and  sent  the  book.  I  was  talking  to 
man  about  accidents  and  bodies  goin, 
through  the  air,  ami  so  on,  and  he  say 
they  always  go  in  a  pnr/iholn,  and  tha 
the  distance  anything  goes  depends  o 
the  velocity  of  projection  and  the  n.njl 
of  elevation,  whatever  those  are,  and  Ilia 
you  can  find  out  nil  about  it  in 


ard,  but  still  we  all  know  that  if  a  car 
runs  into  anything  you  do  want  to  shoot 
ut  in  front  through  the  glass  ;  so  if  you 
ave  found  a  high   tide  quite  close  to 
ic  road  it  may  be  all  right.     Otherwise 
•e  shall  have  to  work  it  out  to  see  how 
I  should   go.     I  have  just  found 
nother  -house  I  think  I  shall  buy,  so 
must  stop. 


IV. 

No,  dear;  my  mind  is  made  up.  It 
sn't  only  the  £2  Is.  ll^d.  I  owe  Preston, 
"here  are  other  bills  even  bigger  than 
bat,  if  you  only  knew  all. 

Yes,  we  shall  have  to  go  on  with  it. 
am  glad  that  the  dear  old  car  will  be 
vith  me  till  the  very  end.  That  and  the 
ogs  are  all  I  ever  cared  about.  Oh,  and 
iamonds  and  houses  of  course.  The 
logs  !  Oh,  I've  such  an  idea  suddenly  ! 
•suppose  we  can't  find  a  suitable  road, 
hen — ichy  shouldn't  I  say  I  have  been 
wallowed  %  one  of  my  St.  Bernards  ? 
t  would  be  just  as  difficult  to  locate 
he  body,  and  so  on.  You  could  say 
fon  saw  it  being  done — a  lady's  word, 
•ou  know,  they  'd  have  to  believe  it. 
5ut  of  course  the  motor  smash  would 
)e  more  romantic.  I  am  a  little  worried 
bout  you,  dear.  If  I  am  going  to  be 
hrown  right  through  the  screen  and 
nto  the  sea  you  will  have  to  be  hurt  a 
itlle,  won't  you?  I  am  sure  you  won't 
niiid  doing  this  for  me.  It  is  these 
ittle  bits  of  local  colour  that  journalists 
and  stockbrokers  and  such  people  like 
so  much.  I  would  suggest  that  you 
and  Albert  (or  whoever  we  take)  should 
36  found  underneath  the  car.  Of  course 
?ou  couldn't  very  well  have  got  there 
by  way  of  a  parabola ;  but  ordinary 
people  wouldn't  think  of  that  at  once, 
ind  they  would  be  impressed,  I'm  sure 
They  would  have  the  idea  anyhow  that 
we  were  trying.  Let  me  know  what 
you  think  of  this. 

v. 


DEAREST, — Aren't  you  just  a  little  teeny 
weeny  bit  selfish  ?      Of  course  I  never 
wanted  you  to  break  an  arm  or  a  leg  or 
anything  like  that,  but  I  did  think  yoi 
wouldn't  mind    doing    a    few  cuts  auc 
scratches  for  me.      Nothing  very  deep 
you  know.     However,  if  you  won't  you 
won't,  I  suppose.    You'll  have  to  have 
a  "  miraculous  escape"  then.     In  a  waj 
perhaps   it 's  as   well,   because  I  hav< 
decided  that  the  car  mustn't  be  damagec 
much,  and  so  now,  if  people  say  tha 
that 's  rather  funny,  you  can  say,  "  Well, 
don't  think  so  at  all,  seeing  that  I  wasn' 
hurt  a  bit  either."     But  we  shall  Jun- 
to break  the  glass  somehow,  of  course 
How  do  you  do  this?     You  might  loo 
up  "Glass"  in  the  Encyclopaedia;  no 
that  won't  be  much  good.     Dear,  I  don' 
quite  know  what  I'm  saying;  the  fact 
is  I  'm  so  bothered  by  your  standing 
Dynamics.      This   may  be  rather  awk-:out  against  the  accident,  when,  if  only 


ou  'd  been  found  unconscious,  half 
.nder  and  half  outside  the  car,  cvery- 
iody  would  have  seen  at  once  that  some- 
liing  awful  had  happened. 

VI. 

[Telegram.] 

St.  Bernards  have  suddenly  become 
ery  fierce  and  hungry.  Am  terrified 
or  my  life. 

VII. 

MY  DARLING, — How  sweet  of  you  !  I 
was  just  beginning  to  think  we  should 
lave  to  do  it  the  other  way  and  was 
getting  things  ready  for  it  when  your 
etter  came.  Of  course  I  shall  not  be 
vith  you  when  the  accident  actually 
.appens,  but  I  can  trust  you,  can  I  not, 
o  make  it  as  realistic  as  possible  in 
jvery  way?  Don't  hurt  yourself  too 
nuch,  dear — for  my  sake.  What  a 
splendid  idea  about  the  hat !  Can  you 
end  me  one  ?  as  I  have  nothing  of  my 
own  that  would  quite  do.  Thank  you  so 
much  if  you  would.  What  a  splendid 
}Iace  you  have  chosen  !  I  don't  know 
,vhat  you  mean,  dear,  by  saying  that 
here  may  be  danger.  I  shall  be  quite 
all  right,  and  if  the  worst  comes  to  the 
worst  I  can  simply  say  that  I  knew 
nothing  about  the  accident  and  wasn't 
.here  at  the  time.  Will  you  get  me  a 
aook  about  Australia  and  send  it  to  me  ? 
What  weather  we  are  having — so  cold  ! 
Vly  dear,  if  it  had  only  been  summer  ! 
We  could  simply  have  gone  for  a  bathe 
together  !  But  that  wouldn't  have  been 
so  exciting.  What  fun  I  shall  have 
reading  the  papers  ! 

Ever  yours  most  lovingly  and  grate- 
fully. 

P.S. — I  hope  you  will  keep  the  car  for 
yourself  as  a  present  from  me  for  your 
kind  help  in  this  business,  as  I  coidd 


not   very 


well  take  it  away  with  me. 
Perhaps,  after  all,  it  would  be  better  if 
you  did  damage  it  pretty  well.  You 
might  start  it  at  the  top  of  the  hill  and 
let  it  run  down  by  itself.  A.  A.  M. 

MR.  PUNCH'S  PUZZLES. 

ALWAYS  abreast  of  the  times,  and  never 
afraid  of  profiting  by  a  good  example, 
Mr.  Punch,  deeply  impressed  by  the 
"Claudius  Clear  Problems  "  now  appear- 
ing in  The  British  Weekly,  ventures  to 
commend  to  his  readers  the  solution  of 
the  following  topical  literary  conun- 
drums. 

If  Mr.  CLESIENT  SHORTER  had  been  a 
i •.  >n;eniporary  of  Dr.  JOHNSON,  and  had 
called  on  the  Doctor  with  the  view  of-  ob- 
taining a  signed  photograph  for  repro- 
duction in  the  literary  page  of  'Jlie 
Xphriv,  and  if  Dr.  JOHNSON  had  flatly 
declined  to  let  him  have  it,  and  used 
the  most  injurious  language  about 
"  bookmen,"  "  literary  gossip-mongers." 
&c.,  state  what,  in  your  opinion,  would 


un  I.:  I'tn'.i. 
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ha\e    been    tin-   ino.-l    dign'lied    I'nrin   o 
rebuke    in     \vliieli     Mr.    SIIOIMKI:     might 
li:i\e    signalised    his    reprohat  ion   of    I  >r. 
.IOIIXSON'S     gross     discourtesy    :ui<l     in- 
gratitude '> 

Mr.  .1  \MI  9  I  >ori;l  AS  tlic  famous  lli 
critic,  once  met  Mr.  Aua:i;xox  SWIXT.I  HM: 
in  the  library  of  the  Iloii.-e  of  l/irds. 
Mr.  SWIXMI -i:\i-;  inenl  inueil  In  Mr.  KHMIAI 
(!oss|.;  that  he  could  not  understand  why 
it  \vas  that  no  critic  had  done  full  justice 
to  the  sonnets  of  Mr.  TllK'.l'oKl.  \V\n-- 
DrxTov.  Mr.  Cov-iK  demurred  to  this 
view,  but  Mr.  SVVIMII  I;M:  said  thai  he 
must,  be  mislaken,  and  before  an  audience 
including  three  du'i  -iteen  earls. 

and    a    vi.-connl,    he    spoke    lor     nearly 

three-quarters  of  an  bom-  in  support  of 
his  opinion,  proving  be\ond  all  s'm' 
of  a  doubt  that  Mr.  THEODORE  WATTF  l»i  \ 

Tox  was  the  n nisi-  oulrageou.-ly  in-: 
major  poet  of  the  century.    All  this  time 
Mr.  JVMKS    |>oi,a,vs   hail  a   marked  copy 
of  77(i'  tftur  in  his   pocket  contain! 
article   in    which   lie  said   that    ''by   the 
side    of    the    sonnets    ,,f     \V  u  I  -  I  >l  MoX 
thosc    of   SII\KS|'I:MM:    and    .Mil  rox   were 
the  immature  effn-ion-  of   irresponsible 
ineptitud'1."       What    should.    .Mr.   -I  \\IK- 
I  >oi  01  \a  liave  done,  ami  why? 

Mr.  TMOM  \s  Iti.ioiir.  the  famous  biogra- 
plier.  is  euya^ed,  as  i-,  we'll  known,  on  a 
Memoir  of  I'M.'M.i  I  .  which,  in  t  he  number 
and  irrele\auce  of  its  illustrations,  bids 
fair  to  eclipse  his  own  most  strenuous 
ellorls  MI  this  direction.  If.  as  some 
de\o!ed  admirers  of  (lie  "  I  'ncrou  ncd 
Kin^;"  believe,  it  should  turn  out  that 
TAKNKI  i  were  .-till  alive,  and  he  suddenly 
were  to  confront  Mr.  l!i  ii.iu  and  demand 
an  e:,|il:ina!ion  of  his  int. nl  ion-,  what 
ou^rlit  Mr.  15i.li. in  to  say,  and  why? 

l.ord  l{os<i\\  once  met  Mr.  MKXKY 
JAMIIS,  the  iiovt'list,  at  the  lioiiso  of  a 
well-known  Duchess  with  literary  la-le-i. 
Daring  tlie  i-ours-?  of  luncheon  Lord 
l'os.-i.\\  :i>ked  Mr.  lli:si(>  .lA\n:<  what 
he  thought  of  SirC'osvx  I'OM  K'S  novels. 
Mr.  HKXIJY  .IAMLS.  witli  ,-,'ivat  kimln.'ss. 
proceeded  to  exjilain  in  minute  par 
ticnlarity  how  it  was  that,  by  a 
strange  coincidence,  he  had  never  been 
so  favoured  by  fortune  as  to  be  able  to 
complete  the  perusal  of.  oiisof  the  Bovek 
in  (juestion.  When  Mr.  JAMES  hail 
spoken  for  about  two  hours,  Lord 
KO->M\  suddenly  remembered  that  lie 
had  an  engagement  in  the  City  at 
o  p.m.  What,  ought  Lord  I,'o«<t\N  to 
have  done,  and  how  ? 

Dr.  l{or.i:ia-ox'  XICXM.I,.  whose  evergreen 
vitalit\  is  a  constant  source  of  rejoicing 
to  his  brother  bookmi'ii  on  both  sides  of 
the  Tweel.  once  visited  Sir  WMIIJ; 
Si  oil  \viili  ;1  vj,.0,  i0  inducing  him  to 
undertaken  lecturing  tour  in  America. 
In  (he  eoiir.-e  of  their  conversat  ion,  Dr. 
ROBEBTSOK  Xicoi.i,  spoke  seriously  to  the 
Wizard  of  the  North  on  the  danger  of 
forfeiting  his  popularity  by  too  rapid 


Kntltiti<iii»t.  -  WK  MUM  rimu  JIOUE  OF  1111= 

i:  "  .N.  ".. 


MAS." 


production.  ''  My  experience  and  ob>er- 
vation,"  said  the  eminent  journalist, 
,vith  his  accustomed  modesty,  "have 
taught  me  that  four  thing-  cannot  go 

ireleesness,  idleness,  e\ua\.  i 
and  headiness.  The  author  \\  ho  gets  a 
motor-car  because  his  first  novel  hn- 
done  well  is  likely  t  o  repent  his  adven- 
ture." "  Hut. "mildly  replied  Sir  WM.II.I:. 
''  1  have  not  got  a  motorcar,  nor  am  I 
likely  to."  Ought  Dr.  lioi:i:i;i-o\  Xicoii 
to  have  apologised  for  his  anachronism 
or  vindicated  it,  or  said  nothing?  And 
jf  so,  why? 

When  Mr.  HALT.  ('MM  wa-  yachting 
off  tie  coa-t  of  Xorway  a  few  summers 
back  he  lunched  with  the  (Ir.i:M\v 
K\irr.i;oi;  on  board  the  Hiilicn-nllcrii.  The 
talk  falling  on  literature,  the  K.\l-i:t! 
observed,  "  I  have  been  given  to  under- 
stand that  in  the  opinion  of  the  ro<j- 
nosccnti  the  two  greatest  living  Knglish 


novelists    are     Cl.mii.K     Muil.l'llH     and 
Tllo\i\-  II\i;i>Y."     '  Sp«ikin^f  ass  a 
novelist.  Sire,"  it-joined  Mr.  Ihlt  ' 
"1    am    with    you."      What    ought    tlie 
ad  why? 


1. \tract  from  a  Rdioo'- 

\\.iy  fp.in  K.ir-Iui  1  i  -t  inv  1. 
fur  two  days  ronswntii' 

Imt   it  conlil  ii-.it  m;il  : 

What  a  line  testimonial  this  would  have 
made  for  i  :.'.'form  A—  vi.itioii. 


The  lab  -  rss  i- that 

she  has  bec-ome  a  nurse.     ll<-r  ihoughts 
were  probably  turned    in   thi-   (!!•• 
by  the  fact  that  the  Dukeof  the  Alii: 

".iimimication  l»  In  :  rding 

"  a  (-able- 
gram  of  1'iHi  \'.  ,'.rds." 
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PlnjUis.   "  1  'M   VERY  SORRY,  BUT   I   THINK  WE  MUST  BE  GOIXO.      ANDREW  HAS   BOItNE  IT  AS   I.OXO    AS  HE  TAN." 


MATCHES  AND   MEALS. 
N  AM>  K  KVOI.I. TIOX. 


IN  offering    their  New    Match    to  the 
public,  Messrs.  1'hewsy  and  Manstickkor 
claim     to    have    solved     a     problem     of 
universal    importance.      Without    enter- 
ing into  the  early  history  of  matches. 
.\l»-rs.  I'hewsy  and    Manstickkor  state 
with  no  fear  of  contradiction  that  these 
c.-r-entials  of   every  household   have  in- 
variably failed   in  one  respect,  vix.,  tliat 
tlif-ij    liner,    only    been    matches.      In    a 
utilitarian  age  this  is  not  enough.    Why, 
in    fact,    waste    the    shaft  V       The    New 
Match    is  at  once  a  sweetmeat,  a  stimu- 
lant and  a  solace.     It  is  most  useful  to 
motorists  and  bicyclists,  combining  as  it 
does  a  light  meal  with  a  phosphorescent 
flame.     It    has    deprived   night  of   all 
terrors,  and  has  rendered  the  Daylight 
Saving  Bill  unnecessary.     The  difficulty 
of  living  on  sixpence  a  day  has  been 
solved.     For   the    bedside,  seaside   and 
roadside  it   is  absolutely  essential.     Its 
shaft   is  made  of  the  purest  vegetable 
pulp  ;  ten  shafts  make  an  excellent  soup 

SOME  TiiSTiiioxiAia. 

Dr.  SALEEUY  savs  :  "  I  have  consumec 


several  of  them  with  most  pleasant 
csults.  I  am  recommending  them  to 

\11  children,  as  no  one  who  has  tasted 
our  matches  will  ever  want  to  smoke. 

You  are  national  benefactors." 

A  native  of  the  Balkans  writes  :  "  All 
ur  best  insurrections  are  lighted  with 
our  matches." 

Mr.  Uuxci.MAN'  wires:  "For  the 
lestruction  of  Bills  they  are  most 


;t1icacious.  No  Cabinet  is  complete 
vithout  them." 

IMACAN  writes:  "I  have  given  a  box 
to  BRAID." 

A  n  Insurance  Agent  says  :  "From  their 
ielightful  aroma  I  can  always  detect  a 
fire  caused  by  your  matches.  Several  of 
my  clients  use  them  with  very  profitable 
results." 

A  Public-School  Boy  (aged  14)  states  : 
"  If  you  had  to  oat  the  same  sort  of  vile 
grub  they  give  us  you  'd  know  your 
matches  are  simply  top-hole.  They  're 
ripping,  especially  the  pineapple- 
flavoured  ones." 

Mr.  (Ir.m.'i.K  AI.EX \NHER  telephones: 
"  There  are  no  dead-heads  among  your 
iiMi'dies.  A  box  is  always  worth  two 
guineas." 


Miss  VESTABEL  PANKIIURST  wires:  "  We 
mean  to  keep  the  flame  burning." 

DAISY  SMITH  (aged  9)  says :  "  I  always 
get  one  to  suck  after  my  medicine.  They 
are  just  like  strawberry  jam." 

Lord  LUCAS  writes:  "Undoubtedly  they 
are  '  Lucus  a  non  lucendo.' "  (Missis. 
Phewsy  and  Manstickkor  have  asked 
Lord  LLVAS  for  an  explanation,  but  have 
not  received  a  reply.) 

Dr.  CutToitn  ((notes:  "We have  to-day 
lit  a  New  Match  in  England  which.  I 
trust  may  never  be  put  out." 

"Reut'-'r  wires  from  Ti  henm  that  the  new 
Council  of  State  consists  of  silly  members  of 
whom  thirty-two  are  notables  and  eighteen 
merchants." — Upper  Burma  Gazette. 


We  should  never  dare 
of  our  M.P.'s. 


to  talk  like  this 


"  On  Saturday,  certain  gentlemen  who  are 
interested  in  the  movement  were  seen  by  our 
representative,  who  was  informed  that  boring 

operations  were  carried  on Shafts  had 

been  sunk,  and  a  few  men  were  at  work." — 
A7ori7(  Wales  Observer. 

We  hope   it   is   a  misprint  which   has 
caused   this    to    be    headed    ':  Golf   in 


'  Anglesey." 
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AND  THINK  ?" 
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PREPARED    FOR    THE    WORST. 

lliirnfii'd  Sunlit.  "On,  I  so  !  MI.V'T  SAT  IT'S  '  FANPT  DRESS'  TO-XIOHT!     WHAT?" 

l)(im»,'l  (in  ftinill  ,li-liliinr).   "Oil   DEAR   NO.      OSLT  WE  OIR1.S   HAVE   BEEX   SO   KNOCKED    ABOUT    LATELY    IS   '  K  ITCHES    IiAXCEM*   WS    THOUGHT 

WE'D  HE  ON  1111:  SUK  HIM:  m-\i,,nr." 


HACK  TO  TIIK  C,IMIH  (i|. l>  T1MKS. 

1 1 w  i  \  r  events  {mint  to  a  return  to  the 
modes  nf  tin'  above  era.  The  ]i;i|>ers 
have  already  reported  -uo\\  in  December, 
a  (Christinas  gho-t.  and  highwaymen. 
carefully  masked,  on  M:iui|'>tfail  Heath. 
I'.it  we  liave  evincive  in  formation  of 
the  further  spread  of  the  movement. 

'I  he  night  i  accord  ing  to  a  wireless  I  n>m 

our  Cornwall  representative  \\a-~  murky. 
A  yawl  under  full  sail  larked  about  oiit- 
>ule  Tre|n!l|:eii  Cove.  "  I  here  s  old 
Sam's  liijht,"  exelaimed  the  -kipper,  and 
he  put  the  helm  hard  over,  the  littl. 
leaping  forward  tci\\ard-i  a  faint  glimmer 
on  the  eoa>t.  Pre.-eiitly  ,\  \,,]c(-  rani; 
"lit  a  thin,  cultured  uioiidto:.. 
mudled  li^ure  in  nilskiu-  -inin^  mi  a 
kei;-  forrard  :  "  I 'ear  me!  (or  \vords  to 
that  r!T,  rt '  \ve  are  on  the  terrilile  rocks  !  " 
Once  more  the  \vcather-beateu  salt 


put  down  the  helm,  anil  by  only  a 
cigar's  breadth  did  the  little  vessel 
escape-  the  fearful  Marnaclc  Hocks. 

"  TlnTi'  '.v  Sam's  lij^lit,"  cried  someone, 
indicating  a  gleam  on  the  port  Innv  ; 
and  the  little  Ixiat  felt  its  way  cautiously 
until  at  last  it  was  beached  On  the  soft 

saml  of  the  Cove. 

"Ay,  ay.  Sir,"  said  old  Sam  from 
the  shore.  "  '  1'was  a  wrecker's  li^'ht  'eo 
see  'poll  the  cliff;  lint  I  \r  140!  'i  e  ill  the 
li.iiind.  the  rascal  !  " 

"\Vreckers  in  the  twentii-th  century  !  " 
exclaimed  the  cultured  \oicc  in  honor. 
Then  it  added  :  "  Hoys.  \oii  \vill  convey 
the  casks  and  k<-j;  to  the  cave  and  thence 
to  the  secret  cellar  beneath  the  Kectory, 
as  usual." 

"  Is-:,  sun-.  Sir."  said  the  skipper,  with 
a  irrin.  The  Smu^'ider  King  (for  the 
muffled  figure  was  indt-cd  he  and  no 
other)  left  the  men  to  unload,  and,  draw- 


ing a  pistol,  went  to  the  cave  to  inter- 
view the  desperado  who  for  mere  gain 
would  send  his  fellow-men  to  a  terrible 
death. 

There  in  the  Cimmerian  gloom  the 
two  nirii  faced  each  other,  and  Riniul- 
taneniisly  each  put  his  hand  to  his  brow 
and  started  back  in  ama/einent. 

'•  l'.is-« n  '  "     t  \.-l.iim.-d      the     «m 

"Paaaon!  the  Smuggl.-r  King!  Well 
I'm  ble- 

"  Trelawny  - -- ynii   a   v,  said 

the  Rrt-tor  gnnely.     "I  am   ill  ]•!• 
to   lind   you   hen'."  he  ad<l.-<l  truthfully, 
"and   as   a  churchward.:  -iduct 

10,  I  coiisi'lcr.  i  !ien.-ib|e." 

The  two  -  a  then  shook  hands, 

and  swore  to  !•  'ics. 

"T!:  nc  of  Birthdays." 

How  •  ogmatise. 
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THE  ROOFER. 

I  MARRIED  Charles  for  three  reasons. 
Firstly,  1  -wanted  ;i  useful  man  about  the 
house.  Secondly,  I  wanted  someone  to 
look  after  the  luggage  and  be  in  attend- 
ance generally,  when  I  went  away  on 
week-end  visits.  Thirdly,  I  wanted 
literary  assistance  when,  upon  returning 
from  those  visits,  the  awful  necessity 
arose  of  writing  the  roofers.  Charles, 
in  his  ignorance,  used  to  call  them 
bread-and-butter  letters,  showing  thereby 
not  only  that  he  was  behind  the  times. 
but  also  that  he  did  not  appreciate  the 
truth  that  hostesses  must  be  thanked 
as  much  for  the  loan  of  their  roof  as  for 
the  use  of  their  bread  and  butter.  Now 
he  knows  better,  so  that,  when  we  sat 
down  to  compose  our  letter  of  thanks  to 
Mrs.  Fanshawe  for  the  week-end  we  had 
just  spent  at  her  place,  we  regarded 
ourselves  as  sitting  down  to  write,  not 
the  bread-and-butter  letter,  but  the 
roofer. 

Monday. — The  first  obstacle  was  the 
date ;  but  here  we  experienced  little 
difficulty,  for  by  combining  my  excellent 
recollection  of  Christmas  with  Charles's 
wonderful  power  of  calculating  back- 
wards, we  got  tolerably  near  the  mark. 
The  next  part  T  did  entirely  by  myself, 
and,  I  say  it  without  pride,  it  was  the 
work  of  a  moment  to  compose  the  pre- 
lude :  — "  .\lii  lira  i-  Mrs.  Fannhaire." 

Wiial  then?  Ah!  then  we  were 
indeed  in  the  midst  of  difficulties.  I 
felt  that  it  was  now  Charles's  turn,  and 
Charles  felt  that  it  was  now  time  to  go 
to  bed.  So  we  addressed  the  envelope, 
licked  the  stump,  and  considered  our- 
selves entitled  to  leave  the  rest  until 
to-morrow. 

Tuesday.-— It  was  now  to-morrow,  and 
there  was  my  dear  Mrs.  Fanshawe  un- 
thanked  and  Charles  sitting  before  the 
fire  as  useless  oa  (inly  a  Charles  can  be. 
"  I  .-aid,  "  my  peroration 
i>  complete  and  your  work  still  remains 
to  do.  Let.  i)  lie  a  letter  combining  tin 
maximum  of  gratitude  with  the  mini- 
mum of  gu-h.  Let  it  lie  thorough  but 
epigrammatic,  heariy  but  not  vulg.ir, 
original  but  not  alVected.  neat  but  not 
gaudy.  Keep  those  few  and  simpl 
direct  ions  in  your  mind  and  iirc  away. 
I  will  write  a.>  you  dictate." 

'•  M i]  dm  i-  Mrs.  F«nxh<iirr  .  .  ." 

''That  is  my  bit." 

"  )'inii-  ilmr  Mr-:.  Finidiairc  .   .   ."  he 

ted. 

"  He  a  man,"  I  said. 

"Mil  dear  Mrs.  Fi<iiKli<nrr.--fJ'lt,-,r  i> 

ir  Trhom    I  renui'd  at   to  pi'riilitirli, 

m/ne,  x'>   intrinsically   <l<-<ir.     You  irlll 

fare  f<n-ijirc,  w,  /  un>  sure,  when  I 

refer  In  j/r»i  as  mi/  di-nr  Mrs. 

Mr*.   FanghfHFe!      T/ir    hillrr-mi-ert    nl 

itamr.1 !       tiurrt,    hi'i-mixr    it    is    yours, 

bitler,  because  it  niKji/ottx,   iirn/.   •i 


lie.  existence  of  a  Mr.  Fanshawe  .  .  . 
Violet,  I  shall  have  to  leave  out  the 
my.'  " 

"Charles,  dear,"  I  said,  "I  hate  to 
ntrude  where  I  am  obviously  not 
wanted,  but  this  letter  is  supposed  to 


AS  HE   IS  PKPICTED   ON  Till1.  WAI.T5. 


PORTRAIT— Trass  rr.MK.MN-a  ELUSIVE  ANSWER  TO 


crime  from  me,  and  not  from  ;-ou.     Pull 
yourself  together." 

Charles  pulled  himself  together  with 
a  click.  "  My  dear  Mrs.  Fanthawe  .  .  . 
Have  you  got  that  down?  .  .  .  Jlmiwj 
atiiyed.  an  1  linir,  in  nil  the  most  slrttrly 
of  our  F.wjl'ixh  houses ;  raluina,  as  I  do 
our  British  hospitality  nliorr  lite,  price  oj 


pearls  and  rubies;  feeling,  as  I  must, 
tltat  it  is  you  and  your  hind  that  hcep 
that  jewel  bright,  I  u-rite  (as  indeed,  how 
can  I  not  ?)  to  thank  .  .  ." 

"  Excuse  me,  little  one,"  I  interrupted 
once  more,  "  what  small  chance  we  have 
of  being  asked  again  depends  entirely 
upon  our  merry  temperament  and  the 
jocular  way  we  have  with  us.  Begin 
again." 

"  My  ..."  he  began. 

"  That  stands,"  I  said. 

"  He  recent  visit.  I  am  now  in  a 
position  to  inform  you  that  we  arrived 
bad*  in  town  in  comparative  safety  and 
good  health.  I  find  the  fog,  on  the  one 
linnd,  still  with  'us,  but  my  silver-backed 
brushes,  on  the  other  hand,  missing.  I 
put  {his  down  to  the  carelessness  or 
criminal  intent  of  the  official  who  packed 
int/ bag,  and  must  insist  upon  tltcir  imme- 
diate restitution,  in  default  of  which  I 
shall  find  mj/sclf  under  the  necessity  of 
t ah  ing  such  steps  as  my  solicitor  may 
(idri.w  ...  I  may  take  it  that  you  have 
eft  your  brushes  behind  ?  " 

"Mr.   Marriott,"   1   said  indignantly, 
how  many  times  must  I  tell  yon  that 
vour  wife  is  perfect  ?     Of  course  I  have 
.eft  nothing  behind." 

"Then  we  cannot  write  this  letter 
to  night,  for  there  is  nothing  to  write  it 
.limit.  Yon  should  make  a  point  of 
dways  leaving  something  behind." 

And  so  we  put  it  off  till  the  next  day. 

Wednesday. — It  was  the  day  after  to- 
wn-row, and  Mrs.  Fanshawe,  though  still 
is  dear  as  ever,  yet  remained  nnthanked. 
This  Charles,  I  began  to  think,  was 
something  of  an  ass.  "  What  do  we 
want  to  go  slaying  at  places  for?  "he 
isked  ;  then,  a  little  later:  ''Omitting 
the  affectionate  part,  let  it  run  thus  : 
I  must  thanh.  you,  for  a  delightful  ircck- 
nd.  We  gut  bad;  In  toirn  all  right.  We 
arc  all  well  here.  Is  not  the  weather 
able  ?  I  hope  yon  are  (dl 
trcll  there.  We  ai'c  all  irell  here.  When 
(n1,1  7  mean  ('Italic*  and  myself. 
Thanking  you,  again,  I  remain  yours 
sincerely,  YIOJ.ET  M  \limoTT." 

'•Best-looking  of  all  the  Charleses," 
1  said  not  unkindly,  "you  are  a 
splendid  husband,  but  no  letter-writer. 
We  must  telegraph."  And  so  it  came 
to  this: 

1'cUnit.  'J'ltaiil;*  fur  de- 
light fill  week-end.  Too  busy  in  icritc. 
Marriott." 

Commercial  Candour. 

From  a  notice  in  a  Glasgow  picture- 
dealer's  shop  : — 

ART  AT  A  DiscorNT." 


Seen  at  a  West  End  sale  : — 
"  F. veiling  dresses  can  go  no  lower." 

That,  sometimes  has  been  Mr.  Punch'' a 

modest  opinion. 
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TRIALS    OF    THOMAS.-NO.  3. 

TIIK    Clllil.sTMAS    HOLIDAYS. 
Tli •  >" .i.«.  "  *0i.i>  'AIID,  ALtsiEB  JACK!  Yin-  Mi'Ms'r  TAKE  THAT,  AND  Miss  MAUD  snr.  DIDX'T  OCQHT  TO  HAVE." 

\n.  nicirr,  THOMAS,  rur  c;o  nn-r.     Yur 'BE  >t'RK  TO  BBF.VK  IT,  AND  THEN  I'LL  OCT  OVER  ALL  BIGHT." 


A  HUMAN i  TALK. 

IT  was  ;i  dark,  dump,  uncomfortable 
January  afternoon,  no  weather  for  out- 
door revelling,  and  tlic  young  fairies 

|.e:;an    to    feel    time    hang    rather    heavy 

on  tlieir  liauds.  Finally.  \\lu.>n  the 
smallest  nf  all  fell  into  adev.  drop  and 
had  to  bo  hauled  out  by  the  heels  and 
wrapped  in  dandelion  fluff  to  dry  before 
a  s'ovv-worm,  the  atmosphere  of  the 
1'alaee  nursery  became  so  ominous  that 
the  iiig  Fairy  had  no  alternative  but 
in  surest  reading  aloud  as  the  only 
way  of  keeping  them  all  quiet. 

"But  what  .shall  it  he?"  she  asked, 
to  which  they  instantly  replied  in  chorus. 
"Oh,  a  Jluman-tale,  ;>/<-<IA-'"  because, 
yon  know,  there  is  nothing  that  the 
young  fairies  1  ,ve  half  SO  well,  especially 
at.  Christ nns  time,  as  a  story  about 
Humans,  with,  if  possible,  motors  and 
telegrams  and  all  sorts  of  magics  like 
that  in  it.  So  the  Big  Fairy  produced 
from  somewhere  a  wonderful  human 
newspaper,  that  she  pretended  she  had 
found  lying  in  the  grass  outside  the 
Palace,  and  prepared  to  read. 

"What   first?"    she  a>ked  ;  and  the 


young  Fairies,  who  were  all  of  them 
Trim-esses  in  their  own  right,  chorused 
again,  ''The  Court  News,  of  course!" 
BO  -he  cleared  her  throat  and  began  : 

"  Court  of  Bankruptcy— 

"Is  lie  a  rcr;/  powerful  king?"  inter- 
tl.e  smalle-t  fairy. 

"  Very,"  said  the  Big  Fairy  decidedly  ; 
"  there  's  IoN  about  him  here." 

"  ho  get  on  !  "  cried  the  other-. 

"  'An  examination  was  held  yesterday 
into  the  affairs  of  .lo>iah  Bunting,  retail 
tobacconist  and  stationer,  of  "ij.  Lady- 
smith  h'oad,  Balham,  who  tiled  his  own 
petition.  Liabilities  were  estimated  at 

«:ir>i>  ;  assets,  nil— 

"It's  awfully  exciting!"  said  the 
smallest  fairy. 

"  'Debtor  ascribed  his  po-ition  mainly 
to  the  recent  slump  in  Kaffirs.  in  which 
he  had  been  induced  t>  dabble  beyond 
\;\-  mean- 

What   are  Kallir.-?"  demanded  the 
smallest  Fairy  but  one. 

"  Katlirs,"  answered  the  Big  Fairy, 
who  was  exceedingly  well  informed, 


!  ecstatically.     "  Did  they  slump  Lim  on 


are  a  kind  of   purplish  humans,  with 

~.pear>.      Something  like  thistle-." 

"Qo     on,"    -:iid    the    smalleit    Fairy 


I  'in  afraid  so  —  '  and  to  the  fact  that 
he  himself  had  IXH-II  in  failing  health.  '  " 

"  What  's  fai  —  ?"  began  the  smallest 
Fairy,  but  the  reader  intercepted  In  r. 

"  Failing  health,"  she  said  quickly 
and  firmly,  "  is  a  thing  humans  are  in 
just  before  a  failure.  Don't  interrupt. 
'No  settlement  having  been  proposed, 
after  some  severe  comments  hy  the 
.er,  discharge  was  suspended  in- 
definitely.' That's  the  end  of  tlwt 

Its  nther  sad,"  said  the  smallest 

Fairy. 

"  Fancy  if  it  was  all  true  !  "  exclaimed 

the  smallest  but  one. 

IVm't  lx>  silly."  said  tin-  elde-t  with 
superiority.  "Then  i  things  as 

Humans  redly.     They  're  only  nons. 

"  I   wouldn'-  -ure  of    thai  !  ' 

interposed    the    Big    Fain'    indidg'-ntly 
such  a    playful    manner  she  had   with 
childr.  itainly  a 

called  Itilham.      I  'v  I"41'"  there  " 

"ll.ive  |Ou!"  crii-I  the  chorus,  awe- 
stricken.  '"Oh.  kind,  dear  Big  Fairy. 
do  take  us  th<-r. 
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••  Why  ''.  "  asked  the  Big  Fairy.  "  li  's 
a  quite  ordinary  plan-,  really,  just  en- 
chanted woods  and  an  ogre's  castle  or 
two;  nothing  out  of  the  way." 

"  Hut  perhaps,''  said  the  smallest, 
solemnly,  "  if  we  went  ihere.  and  were 
dreadfully  goml,  and  shut  our  eye-,  and 
imagined  hard,  we  might  see  them  our- 
selves. Ti.e  Humans.  1  mean,  and 
I-adysmith  lioad,  an<l  the  Kaflirs,  and 
the  A>s:  Is  and  everything  1  " 

'•  Well,  well."  answered  the  Big  r'airy. 
"I  was  young  myself  once,  and.  anyhow. 
if  you  can't  sec  thai  -ort  «f  thin-  in 
the  ChriMmas  holidays,  you  never  can, 
that's  certain.  We'll  try  this  very 
night." 

lint  the  smallest  Fairy  Mill  looked 
tliouglitfiil.  "  1  don't  think,"  she  re- 
marked gravely,  "that  it  was  quite 
kind  of  tin'  Kallirs  to  slump.  H  \ve 
found  any,  could  we  ask  them  not  to?" 

••  Yon  darling!  "  cried  the  Biff  Fairy, 
kissing  her.  "Of  course  we  could,  and 
we  will !  " 

What  is  more,  they  did. 

And  if  tlus  is  not  the  correct  explana- 
tion of  the  sensational  Ixxmi  in  the 
South  African  Market  which  floated  an 
astonished  Mr.  Bunting  to  his  feet  again, 
it  is  at  least  as  true  as  many  of  the 
reports  in  circulation  about  that  abode 
of  myths. 

TIIK  CHILDREN'S  TREAT. 

(Voii'Ks  ix  TIII:  UiTicn  Cm<  i  E, 
I'liei-niined  .Mutlici:  Now  can  you  both 

See? 

Mauley.  Yes,  I  can  see  all  right. 

(lladt/s.  I  can't  see  a  bit.  That  big 
fat  man  's  just  in  front  of  me. 

1>.  .!/.  Well,  don't  cry,  my  bird.  ('/'• 
atuitt  gentleman.)  Excuse  me,  but  wil 
you  kindly  change  places  with  youi 
child'.''  Von  completely  block  my  littl 
girl's  view. 

Mont  Hi'iitli-HHiii.  Eli  —  what?  01 
yes,  certainly.  Very  -orry.  I'm  -uiv 
C  'huinje.f  placet.} 

Stanley.  Oh,  •iimiln  r!  He's  just  ii 
front,  of  me  now!  Oh!  I  ^ay  it  isn' 
fair.  Why  should  Qlodye 

D.  M.   15e  quiet.       Ymi  must  just  mak< 

the  be>t  of  it.  Sit  'in  yam  coat.  There 
that's  better. 

St<udci/.  Hut  liis  head's  in  the  wa 
Still. 

filial  <!ciitlemnn   (pnovlwf  i<  In  one  aid 

in  mi  einli<i,-ens.--'-d  m<iniier\  Very  sorry 
1  'm  sure. 

/ >.  M.  I  suppose  it  can't  be  hdpei 
bat  it  t«  hard  on  the  boy.  Men',  Stanley 
sit  on  the  bag.  (Pushes  string  bag  cm 
tainiinj  n/iei-n  yliisxe.i.  I'm  <>/  Inffee,  lira 
anil  comb,  ."iminje  n nd  loti'el.  u  ndeenen! 
him.)  There,  you  're  all  right  now  ! 

Stanley.  But  it's  so  beastly  lump;, 
(Wriffjlex  violently?) 

(lltidyx.  Oil !   mother,  do  make  him  1 


uiet  and  sit  still.     1  can't  hear  a  word 
icy  're  saying. 

]).  M.  There 's  no  satisfying  you, 
tanley.  Sit  still  at  once.  Yon  shall 

0  home  if  I  have  any  more  of  it. 

'  Voices.  Shh  —  shh-  shh--  shh  !  (.1 
'»•*(  of  i'l<ipi>inij  ijreet.t  Ihe  enlrain-e  «/  n 
ni',  diirimj  irhirh  Mauley  stealthily 
H'ul;s  lii*  mother' *  ami  sister's  hula 
mat  under  the  neat,  film-en  them  mi  the 
mj  haij,  maintains  hi*  imxilimi  mi  the 
)p  by  tiyhtly  clutching  <i  sirun<je  I  no! 
•liii-h  i>euel.rttteit  from  the.  seal*  behind, 
ml  bcijins  to  enjoy  the  entertainment.) 

••:••  &  «-  S  * 

Attendant.  Tea,  ices,  chocolates !    Tea, 

ces,  chocolates  ! 
Mauley    and    tlladys.     Oh,    mother! 

D.  M.  (in  Atteinhtitl).  One  cup  of  tea 
nd  two  ices.  Then;  you  are,  children. 
Inlf-u-erown,  do  you  say?  Tut,  tut. 
Yhat  a  robbery  !  Stanley,  don't  gobble 
ours  like  that.  Ts  it  good  ? 

Manleij.  Not  so  good  as  the  penny 
ce  wafers  at  the  seaside.  Not  bad, 
bough. 

(''Indys  (suddenly  whimpering).  Ob, 
nother,  it 's  gone  to  my  hollow  tooth. 
Oh— oh ! 

'It.  M.  Here,  drink  a  drop  of  hot  tea, 
ivy  precious  !  Is  that  better?  Stanley, 
lold  Gladys's  ice  a  minute.  (Stanley 
•('»  It,  but  in  his  anxiety  not  to  mix* 
he  knock-about  business  on  tin'  si  aye, 
ranex  forward  and  holds  tjie  [i/c 
ilanlinij,  a'ith.  lite  result  that  the  ice  «l'ii»< 

>ff.) 

Gladys.  It  s  better  now,  Mother  dear. 
Where's  my  ice,  Stanley  ? 

Mauley.  1  don't  know.     It's  gone. 

D.  A/.  Gone,  indeed  !  You  yrccdy  boy 
you  've  eaten  it  ! 

Stanlei/.  I  never! 

l>.  M.  'Where  is  it,  (hen? 

(Uaili/H  (tefoimperiny).   I  want  my  ice. 

Stanley,  i  haven't  got  your  beast  1\ 
ice.  W'hat  shall  I  do  with  the  plates 
Mother  ? 

D.  M.  Put    them  down  on  the  floor 
you  naughty  boy.    [  should  be  ashamed 
I'oi'-cx.  Shh — shh  —  shh!      (,S/<i ///<•/ 

ilx  III*:  [ilnli's  011  lite,  jlnnr.  Xn.lixe 
mti'ntly,  owing  to  i-.fftieineid  i.-<itiKed  li: 
Ilie  f mint/  mnn,  he  treads  on  tln'in  nm 
lireal;x  them.) 

D.  M.    There  —  you    careless    child 

1  knew  you'd   do  it.     Push  the  piect 
right  under  the  seat  at  once. 

Gladys.  Oh,  Moiher,  oughtn't  we  t 
tell  the  attendant  V 

D.  M.  Be  quiet,  Gladys.  Certainl 
not.  Do  as  1  tell  you,  Stanley.  We'l 
put  our  hats  on  now;  it's  nearly  ovti 
thank  goodness  !  Where  are  the  hats 
(Searches  Uiildly — unseats  titaidei/  an 
discovers  their  battered  remains.)  Yo 
if'n-hfd  boy !  Never  will  I  take  yon  ov 
again.  You  make  my  life  a  perfec 
burden!  ((.'urtnin  descends.) 


(,'etitlcmun.  Very  good  perform- 
nee.  Never  laughed  so  much  in  my 
'fe.  (I'lita  on  his  lint.)  Good  heavens  ! 
hat  's  this  on  my  head  ?  (Snati-hes  njf 
1.1  Iml  In  investigate,  ami  turns  rouml  to 
>.  M.  ii'illi  [ihil;  xtreams  nttiiiiny  down 
in  fare.)  Really,  Madam,  1  must,  pro- 
est  at  your  allowing  your  boy  to  play 
ricks  with  my  hat.  You  ought  to  keep 
im  under  proper  control. 

Mauley.    It  's  Gladys's  ice! 

<  Umlyx.  1  want  my  ice  ! 

/'  M.  (ijlttrintj  at  Mout  <'!ent1e>initi 
rniu  under  her  broken  fiat-ln-im).  Proper 
onti-ol,  indeed  !  1  think  it  is  for  yon  to 
xplain  bow  my  child's  ice,  i'or  which  1 
iaid  a  shilling,  conns  to  be  in  your  hat  ? 
dentleiiKiit  (Jlinrliiiif)  lie/ore  her 
ieree  a^/n'i-1 1.  /  can't  explain  it.  Madam. 
I  's  a  mosi  (extraordinary  thing! 

D.  M.  It  is  indeed,  and  very  hard  on 
uy  little  girl.  However,  it's  no  use  to 
ler  now.  Come  along,  my  bird.  Now 
hen,  Stanley,  make  haste.  (Hustles 
Item  out  before  her,  leating  the  tftoitt 
•ienllemnn  mopping  his  head  and  faee 
t'/lh  a  lar<je  bandunii  handkerchief  and 
^tahiixj  the  remains  of  the  melted  ice 
out  of  liis  hat  on  to  the  floor.) 


TOLD  TO  THE  SEA-ilORSE 
MARINES. 

/,';/  /.i-iru/i!  rnh/c   it-am  Our  rticii  AY.r  G 
Correspondent  ^\ 

1'apua,  Jan.  Sth,  1 !.)()'.». 
FI:OM  a  Report  of  the  French  Geo- 
fraphical  Society  which  has  just  reached 
is  out  here  I  gather  that  a  lecturer  from 
VIexico  has  been  explaining  to  that 
learned  body  the  use  of  the  turtle  as  a 
narine  motor,  affixed  to  a  canoe  and  fed 
with  fish.  To  show  how  this  idea  may 
be  developed  among  really  civilised 
races,  I.  will  tell  you  of  a  thrilling 
'pisodc  in  connection  with  a  neighbour- 
ing island  oft'  the  North  of  Australia. 
Marine  monsters  art)  here  habitually 
used  for  naval  purposes,  a  two-jiower- 
standard  in  porpoises  being  maintained 
against  the  neighbouring  islands,  and  n 
fleet  of  30-knot  sharks  being  kept  per- 
manently in  harbour  in  case  of  invasion 
indeed  a  deficiency  in  armoured  sword- 
fish  once  led  to  the  downfall  of  the 
Ministry. 

The  island  I  speak  of,  in  which  I  taki 
an  intelligent  interest,  hail  with  great 
difficulty  tamed  a  gigantic  five-thou:-and- 
mackerel- power  whale,  and  by  fitting  it 
u  ith  electric  light,  jury  masts  and  turrets 
had  established  its  naval  supremacy  ant 
demonstrated  the  superiority  of  whah 
traction  in  war,  besides  solving  to  t 
considerable  extent  the  problem  of  un 
employed  jnamrr.als. 

War  suddenly  broke  out,  ami  w< 
had  just  mobilised  our  fleet  of  turtle 
destroyers,  when  to  our  horror  the 
enemy  sprang  upon  us  a  Dreadnomjh 
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lie  (fill i HI,  n,  .l<i,,ns  for  I'tmnelf  anil  ir/'/.-X  "  Qt  !  \\\>T  ft(,  ()|  M  i    im.HF,  Mi>-i  I  ?  " 

Shr.  <^[  M:-,N<I  «,,,   v,:,:  OON80JSHOE 'LL  AI  i.mv   rw  ,r,  rvi  :     ntT  TF,  I'lTS  us  nowx   v  1'nniiTni    MITII.-I.Y." 


irpenl  ol'  the  most  modern  typi> 
heavily  armed  \vitli  jclly-fisli  and  rii^'en 
with  a  fighting-top  filled  \\ilh  uallvi 
bowmen  lirini;  (liiiii-diini  boomerai 

ll  was  a  moment  for  action.  We 
reversed  our  trusty  whale,  submerge, I 
him,  and  u.sin^  liiai  H.-,  a  submarine 
pa— ed  ri<rUt  under  the  enemy's  He. -I. 
'.I'd  procure  a  iinndier  of  clcrii-ie  500- 
volt  eels  and  return  In  thr  scene  ol 
nriinti  \vas  Ilic  work  of  \\\'O  or  tlirci 
iniinil.--.  We  snlmcr-vd  tin-  \vhnle 
once  more,  after  loadiuir  the  innuen>c 
cavity  in  its  mouth  \vitli  liic  elcciric 
eels,  (lettiiii;  al'cam  ol'  the  .-,ca-scr]icr, I 
we  despatched  (lie  whole  lottery  of  them 
after  the  ni;nunT  of  torpciloes,  and  in  a 
few  seconds  tlu>  war  \vas  over. 

We  are  now  developing  a  lied  of  air- 
ships drawn  by  alhalro.-.-es  on  ihe 
lie;n  ier-tlian-air  principle,  and  1  will  &< 
I'D  to  d<  scribe 

[No,  no.  I  can't  lielieve  you  any 
more. —Ei'. . 

Tltr  T'tmrs  has  been  liavinir  a  series 
of  ai-iides  on  '-The  Metropolitan  Police." 

This  brings  up  to  date  the  old  catch- 
phrase,  "If  you  want  to  know  a  Police- 
man a-k  Thr  Times." 


XFOIMi  IX    f-ONDON. 
i. 

TIM;:  was  (in  lad,  a  month  a  - 

\\  hen  I  \vas  not  as  other  morlals. 
But  looked  upon  the  crowd  lielo\v 

I'Vom  oul  Mipreme  Olvmpic  (xirtals. 
\Vc  of  "  ihe  IVK.k,  the  Triple  Crown," 
Usurped  the  Boils'  imperial  frown, 
And  if  you  wait  a  moment  I'll 
Put  it  in  SlevenMinian  .-tyle  : 

.\U.  nl!  ,iroiiinl  i.-.'  ini,:-i,  we  cry. 
Tin  /'„•<>,,, I.  i!i,-  TII, -I,  tin- 1  lorn,  ' 

Tin'  Ix'ix  nii'l  tlic  I'li/lifst; 
Tliix  is  tlic  icoiid,  and  ire  liol 
/•'IT  Kg  the  counter-jumper  jnmpe, 

/•"/•  UK  tltf  iraitrr  / 

ir. 

Indeed,  'twas  90.      X"l  i  -  If. 

h  pt>— e>vd  of  greater  riches 
The  rhyme  is  obviously  '•  pelf  "I, 

Had  onr  sublime  dominion,  which  is 
\\  hat  Keeps  the  townsman  in  hi^  | 
I'enote^  I!-,  as  Another  Uace, 
And  makes  ihe  sho]>man.  rapt  in  a 
Uo\v  to  our  i;Teat  unwritten  law: 

ll'tvi/-  Yn.'/t'/.'V  cn,il  inn!  fl<ni>i<-l  !> 
//  ijtuni  n!  nil,  -i  ./  uni  in  rays. 
Tints  shop.    And  though  ymt've  tpent 


i/  n  j^'iiiii/  mi  a  rnnl, 
lal;c  it  with  yon;  thin  in 
lliat  ijmi  Iifirr  il  tent  ! 


. 
0  bliaeful  term-time  !     77i<-»  our  nods 

Sufticed  tn  ratify  and  clinch  all. 
A  horror  strikes  us  :  \ve  were  gods, 

But  was  our  godhead  jn>l  provincial  ? 
For  now  reluctantly  we  find 
Thai  we  are  merely  humankind  ; 
Our  racial  difference  is  naught  — 
Which  is  much  le.-s  than  we  had  thought. 

The  London  trudoinau  does  not  •, 
That  we  are  better  than 

In  fact,  he  values  «» 
No  more  than  others,  from  whose  pnr.-c 
He  pockets  twice  what  we  di-h: 

With  onlv  half  the 


Indian    Notes. 
"T! 

Ill  inr' 


'  In  conclusion  I 

n  111  V  1 1 

'iitov  'Know  t 
The  compositor  did  his  best. 
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OUR    BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By  Mr.  Punch's  Staff  of  Learned  Clerks.) 

THE  story  of  the  life  of  Dr.  Jameson  (HURST  AND  BL \CKI.TT), 
told  by  Mr.  SEYMOUR  FORT,  is  useful  as  throwing  light  on 
8ome  episodes  of  modern  history.  It  describes  in  detail  the 
early  advance  and  settlement  on  the  choice  lands  of  South 
Africa  of  the  Chartered  Company  under  the  inspiration  and 
leadership  of  CECIL  RHODES.  The  chief  attraction  of  the  book 
will,  however,  be  found  in  the  personality  of  its  hero.  Settled 
in  Kimberley  in  practice  as  a  doctor,  JAMESON  became  in  brief 
time  administrator  of  a  territory  as  big  as  Great  Britain,  led 
a  raid  acro£S  the  borders  of  a  friendly  nation,  was  cast  into 
prison,  and  lived  to  be  Premier  of  a  State  in  which  Britons 
and  Dutch  dwell  together  in  comparative  amity.  The  madness 
of  the  Raid  was  brought  out  in  strong  light  a  few  years 
later  when  the  power  of  England  was  strained  to  its  utmost 
in  the  effort  to  accomplish  a  task  lightly  undertaken  by  Dr. 
JAMESON  with  his  troop  of  five  hundred  irregular  horse. 
It  is  evident  from  Mr. 
FORT'S  friendly  narra- 
tive that  the  Doctor, 
fresh  from  triumph  in 
Matabeleland,  was  a 
trifle  enlarged.  lie  had 
grown  to  believe  in  his 
star,  as  did  another  and 
greater  Raider.  The 
result  was  that  he  came 
a  disastrous  cropper, 
played  blindly  into  the 
hands  of  the  astute 
OOM  PAUL,  and  hurried 
on  what  was  perhaps 
an  inevitable  war.  Ad- 
mitting this,  Dr.  JAME- 
SON comes  out  of  it  all 
plucky,  light  -  hearted, 
chivalrous,  careless  of 
personal  interests  in 
pursuit  of  the  imperial 
projectsof  CECIL  RHODES. 
Born  a  Scotchman,  he  is 
inallrespectsnearerakin 
to  the  typical  Irishman 
known  to  CHARLES  LEVER. 


It  must,  I  think,  be  rather  nice  to  be  Mr.  EDMUND  FIIANCIS 
SELLAR  ;  not,  however,  Localise  he  lias  written  Glentijre  (BLACK- 
WOOD),  but  because,  having  done  so,  his  power  of  self-appre- 
ciation, and  perhaps  also  the  applause  of  his  friends,  were 
such  as  to  persuade  him  that  the  general  public  would  derive 
six-shillings'  worth  of  entertainment  from  its  pr-msal.  How 
splendid  to  have  friends  like  that !  Did  they  actually  laugh, 
wonders,  at  the  crocodile  mistaken  for  a  prehistoric 


one 


monster,  or  at  the  lantern  lecture,  or  at  the  habit,  common, 
apparently,  to  many  of  the  author's  personages,  of  tumbling 
down  upon  the  very  slightest  provocation  ?  Enviously,  and 
with  the  best  will  in  the  world,  I  must  confess  my  inability  to 
follow  them.  Indeed,  to  speak  by  the  book  (a  sufficiently 
weighty  fashion  in  this  instance !)  the  attempt  to  make  a 
Scots  Gran-ford  of  the  village  chronicles  of  Glentyre  seems  to 
have  been  doomed  to  failure  from  the  outset.  Honestly, 
Mr.  SELLAR  has  not  quite  the  touch  for  this  kind  of  thing ; 
and  though,  to  do  him  justice,  here  and  there  traces  of  a 
genuinely  comic  idea  are  discernible— the  old  lady  who  has 
been  told  that  she  "understands  gentlemen"  is  a  case  in 

point— his  humour  may 
be  compared,  in  homely 
but  familiar  metaphor, 
to  a  very  small  Scotch 
diluted  with  such  a  pro- 
digious quantity  of  flat 
wordiness  that  the  result 
can  hardly  be  other  than 
insipid.  Still,  it  is  al- 
ways dangerous  to  dog- 
matise upon  laughter, 
and  possibly  amongst 
the  impressionable  folk 
north  of  the  Tweed  even 
the  funniments  of  Glen- 
tyre  may  earn  their 
tribute. 


EXPLODED    REFUTATIONS,- VIII. 
OMAR  KHAYYAM  AND  ms  "  Tnou." 


"  She  had  never  seen 
a  man  like  that  before. 
....  Then  he  looked  up 
and  smiled  —  and  she 
had  seen  no  smile  like 
that  before."  The  lady 
in  question  was  cer- 
tainly only  a  little  girl ; 
but  little  girls  have  a 

habit  of  growing  up,  and  meantime  they  sometimes  fall 
in  love.  At  any  rate,  the  heroine  of  The  Trail  of  the 
Lonesome  Pine  (CONSTABLE)  does  so ;  and  Mr.  JOHN  Fox,  in 
this  his  latest  novel  from  Kentucky  hills,  makes  both  her 
and  her  lover — who  was  none  other  than  the  unknown 
Knight  of  the  Winsome  Smile— as  attractive  as  true  heart 
can  wish.  The  book  is  a  careful  study  of  developing  character 
as  well  as  a  delicate  romance  with  a  lawless  background. 
And  since  Cupid  does  not  here  make  his  puppets  breathe 

influence  of  stimulants,  ;md.  when  lie.  fell  in  love  with  her  their  vows  with  too  much  of  a  nasal  twang  the  ordinary 
and  swore  off  alcohol,  the  Pierian  spring  automatically  dried  i  Briton,  who  is  equipped  with  a  colossal  ignorance  of  the 
up.  If  he  did  not  drink  neither  could  he  write.  Once  the  (vocabulary  of  the  Wild  West,  will  find  no  difficulties  of 


"She  placed  the  decanter  of  brandy  and  a  tumbler  on 
the  table  beside  him.  Then  she  left  the  room  again."  So 
ends  the  last  paragraph  of  The  Gorgeous  Isle  >.MrnitAY), 
by  GERTRUDE  ATHEICIOX.  And  then  V  Then,  presumably, 
]ti/am  Warner,  British  West  Indian  poet  and  drunkard, 
began  to  put  on  paper  what  he  believed  to  be  the  most 
beautiful  poem  ever  conceived.  Never,  he  had  told  his 
newly-wedded  wife,  had  he  written  a  line  except  under  the 


honeymoon  was  over  the  old  cravings  returned,  and  the  girl 
who  had  married  him  in  order  to  wean  him  from  the  bottle, 
unable  to  hear  the  sight  of  his  sufferings,  determined,  at  the 
risk  of  ruining  his  body,  to  save  his  soul  from  becoming 
atrophied.  So  she  brought  forth  brandy  in  a  decanter 
and  left  him  to  his  poem  and  his  fate.  The  picture  may  be 
true  to  life.  It  certainly  reads  as  if  it  were.  But  in  spite  of 
its  eleverne-s  and  the  gorgeous  framework  of  island  scenery 
and  West  Indian  manners  and  customs  of  seventy  years  ago, 
it  seems  to  me  unnece-sarily  depressing.  I  prefer  my 
brandy  in  a  liqueur-glass  or  else  diluted  with  soda. 


dialect  to  vault  over.     A  most  enjoyable  novel. 


"  A  vrry  pretty  table  decoration  for  the  flirmer  table  is  a  winter 
scone  cnrrii'd  out  liy  lining  what  will  appear  a  frozen  pond,  made 
from  a  large  oval  or  oblong  mirror  frosted  over  with  a  sponge  dipped 
in  a  bath  of  Kpsom  salts  and  brer,  using  as  much  of  the  salts  as  the 
beer  will  take  up  in  solution."— -The  IStemnQ  At'ars. 

The  writer  should  try  again.  With  a  little  thought  a  better 
use  for  beer  could  be  found  than  this  of  mixing  it  with 
Epsom  salts  and  making  a  bath  of  it. 
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Is'ow  that  Turkey  has  agreed  to  accept 
mni:.'lary  coni|)ensation  for  Austria's 
seizure  of  Bosnia  and  1  ler/.egovina  there 
are  rumours  that  a  number  of  Irish 
patriots  have  conceived  the  bright  idea 
of  raising  a  fund  for  the  redemption  of 
the  Emerald  Isle.  It  is  realised  that, 
in  view  of  Mr.  Li.ovi>-(!i:oiii,i:'s  Budget 
dillieiiltics,  the  present  is  the  ideal 
moment  for  the  offer. 

V 

"  The  Government,"  we  read,  "  has 
placed  an  order  for  20,000  chair.-  at 
High  Wycombc."  The  Liberals  have 
got  into  such  a  habit  of  losing  seats 
that  this  seems  to  be  a  wise  precaution. 

v 

Mr.  GEORGE  Et>- 
WAin>K3  is  having 
some  trouble  in 
finding  a  suitable 
title  for  the  new 
(laiety  production.! 
"  The  Latest  Girl  " 
has  been  proposed. 
Might  we  suggest. 
following  up  this 
line  of  thought,  that 
"The  Last  Girl" 
would  please  a  great 
many  play  goers  V 

A  German  gentle- 
man has  bequeathed 
the  sum  of  £27  a 

year  for  the  main- 
tenance and  benefit. 
of  his  cats  Lotte 
and  Peter  "  during 
their  joint  lives,  or 
the  life  of  the  sur- 
vivor." For  each 
of  them  the  tempta- 
tion to  do  away 


stair.-,  that  in  future  large  familn--  will  '/'/'••  UY-7min*frr  GV. 
not  bo  insisted  on.  We  are  pi  a-ol  to 
say  that  a-  the  result  of  enquiries  we 
find  that  there  is  no  truth  in  tin'  report 
that  since  this  decision  of  the  Commis- 
sioner! many  poor  parsons  have  been 
throwing  away  quantities  of  their  chil- 
dren, having  no  further  use  for  them. 


The  L.C.I  '.  Medical  (Hlieer  of  Health 
has  been  enquiring  into  the  Fly   I',  ,-t 
He  reports  (lint  in  one  instaneea  wed 


. 

Douocing  the    forthcoming    revival   <•( 
'I'll'-  '  •  *  :   '    lie    i 

numerous  ii-qiiests  Mr-.  <'M:II.  i 
too,  to  do  The  Yeoman  of  Ihc  < 
again  before  terminating  her  |  • 

n,  and  therewith  l>i  •  long 

connection  with  th' 
an  1   tlii     also  will  Ix-  vvel-ome  n. 
many."       \Ve   are  surf   that  '/'/fi- 
nnans right. 


appreciably  increased  the  number  of  flies. 
If  the  bride  and  bridegroom  were  Hie-;, 
this  is  scarcely  remarkable.  On  the  other 


V 


Sa\-   'I'lic  Dinli/  Kcut   ill    an 
lady  efem/«Mr>   "Mi-.-   i 
' 


article 


on  a 


hand,  if  it  is  a  human  wedding  that  is   MILLS'  garage,  the  car,'   A.-  .  A,-.     That 


invited  Tin-  Ikiil;/  Xctci'  n-pre-i  ninth, 
for  a    trial   run.     Loading  ii|>   at    Mr. 


referred  to,  is  it  not  possible  that  many  expression 


"  loading    up "    makes    us 
aderwhethcrour 
g,.     c-ouletiiforary'.-    re- 
presentative v 
less     a    i>crsonagc 
limn    Mr.    <;.     K. 


with  the  other  must 

be  enormous,  as  it  would  mean  doubling 

the  survivor's  income. 
*  * 

The  testator  above  referred  to  was 
"Professor  of  Indian  Tongues  at  Berlin 
University."  Meanwhile  at  Chicago 
University  they  are  still  in  need  of  an 


The,  latent  "Star"  (lie'ing  intercicircJ).  "Is  FACT,  I   MiT  SAV  in,:   AVIIIOK   is   guru  IMIIA- 
n:nu    10   IMK  SUCCESS  OF  A  rur.     It  PKTEXDS  SOLELY  os  rs.    LOOK  uow  WELL  SOME  or  os 

ri  i.i.  I:VKS  "i.D  S/MKS/'/I.IIW  iiiKntT.il!  " 


endowment 
Tongues. 


for    a    Professor    of    Ox 


*  * 

* 


Owing  to  the  difficulty  of  obtaining 

advertisements,  The  /•.'.r/iivss,  the  weekly 
organ  of  the  Church  of  St.  John  the 
Evangelist,  East  Dulwieh,  which  was 
issued  at  the  price  of  one  farthing,  has 
ceased  publication.  This  should  dispose 
of  the  rumour  that  the  price  of  some  of 
our  leading  halfpennies  is  to  be  reduced. 


*  * 


Hitherto  only  poor  clergymen  with 
large  families  have  benefited  by  Mrs. 
A  NX  CARU'S  benefaction,  but  an  order 
just  issued  by  the  Charity  Commissioners 


of  the   guests  arrived    in    this  kind  of 
vehicle?  *,* 

At  tho  Hertford  Bankruptcy  Court  last 
\\ ,    k .  a  debtor  who  had  been  in  bn 
as  a  horse-breaker  attributed  his  insol- 
vency  to  the  increasing  use  of  motor-cars. 
These,  of  course,  d  >  all  the  breaking  now. 

* 

A  correspondent  writes  to  us  to  point 
out  that  an  illu-'.ration  in  last  week's 
<!,;il>lt'ir,  described  a.-  "  Tie-  Fir>t  1  "raw- 
ing of  Old  A-e  Pensions,"  is  nothing 
of  the  sort,  being  just  an  ordinary 
photograph.  *#* 

Mr.  (li;oi;i,r.  F.v.W,  an  Aberystwyth 
antiquarian,  in  giving  evidence  last 
week  before  the  IJoyal  Commission  on 
AncVnt  Monuments  in  Wales,  mentioned 
that  some  old  Welsh  castles  were  now 
used  as  village  hen-roosts.  Mr.  I.IOYI-- 
Cii  oi;iii;,  we  understand,  has  made  a  note 
of  the  fact. 


*    * 

Another  of  I.ifi-'s 
Little  Annoyances! 
Kx tract  from  a 
temporary  :  —  "  In 
the  report  of  tin- 
Hishop  of  I>isii«s'-. 
address  on  Friday 
we  regret  that  tin- 
word  'not1  «a- 
accidenUillyomitud 
from  a 

which  should  have 
read  :  '  I  do  in  it 
dissent  from 
Church  govern - 
inent.Cliurchen  d, 
and  Church  sacra- 
ment.-.' " 

V 

Answer     to    a 
respondent :    • 
No,   you   are    mis- 
thinking  that    the    Duke   of 
Mr.  CI.KMIM  Sii"i:r»:n's 


taken  in 
BBOXIE  is 
dc-oucm. 

V 

Judge  \\  lu.is  of  the 
County  Court  has  recently  stated  that  he 
has  never  seen  a  telephone,  has  never 
travelled  on  a  tube  railway,  and  did 
not  know  that  the  Ixmdun  General 
Oniniliii- Company  ran  motor-oiiinibosM. 
Little  thing-  likr  tin --Would  naturally 
the  notice  of  the  I<nw.  7v  miiii- 

the  saving  i-.  »••/. 
*   * 

With  a  \iew  to  disposing  of  a  ]*ipul.ir 
miscjinvption,  we  have  been  refp; 

!••  that,  in  order  to  take  the  > with 
-    .tch  fashion,  it  is  not  nece-^-iry  to 
wear  a  kilt. 

Mr.  vv  novel  i-  en- 

titled 'f.\tf.     This  card  should 

ca-ilv  beat  our  old  fiiend  "The  Deuci-." 
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IN     THE     OLD     LION'S     DEN. 

[To  MR.  WINSTON  CHURCHILL  AT  BIUMIM;IUM.] 

["  I  do  uot  suppose  that  a  fjn-at  citj  has  rvi'i-  fallen  into  the  grasp  of 
suoli  a  narrow-minded  Bet  of  politicians.  In  their  political  opinions 
\\v  can  discover  no  single  generous  principle  of  government  or 
philosophy  nothing  but  push,  grab  anil  caucus  from  start  to  finish. 
They  have  ii.  party  to  pervert  the  other." 

Mr.  \\"niHt<»i  <'liiiivliiir*  x/).-iv/t  to  the  Liberal*  of  Hi  i-mingliam .] 

S'l'inT  fellow  !     Sportsman  unaffenred, 

Who  with  a  courage  fine  and  rare 
Stepped  forth  ami  said  :  "I  come  to  beard 

The  Lion  in  his  native  lair !  " 
(Knowing  full  well  the  Lion  wasn't  there.) 

Somewhere,  you  knew,  far  off  he  lies, 
Stretching  his  worn  limbs  in  the  sun, 

Watching  with  grave  and  pitient  eyes 
The  slow  hours  pass  him  one  by  one, 

Loath  to  believe  his  fighting  days  are  done. 

So  you  were  safe  enough  from  him ; 

And,  since  his  heart  has.lo.st  its  heat, 
You  '11  get  no  answer,  straighfand  grim, 

Such  as  of  old  was  wont  to  greet 
Whoso  assailed  him,  being  indiscreet. 

Sharp  lessons  you  've  already  learned, 

Things  that  deserters  get  to  know, 
Though  scarce  your  party-coat  was  turned 

And  payment  taken,  when  the  blow 
Fell  from  the  hand  of  Fate  that  struck  him  low. 

And  now,  while  decent  lips  are  dumb, 

And  ancient  feuds  in  shadow  fade, 
Flushed  with  your  office-spoils  you  come — 

Price  of  disloyalty  earned  and  paid — 
And  cast  at  him  the  name  of  renegade ! 

"  No  generous  motive  marked  his  schemes  "  ? 

Have  you  forgotten,  past  all  trace, 
Dazed  with  your  own  ambitious  dreams, 

How  he  surrendered  power  and  place 
So  best  to  serve  his  loved  Imperial  race  ? 

Enough  !  For  him,  he  cannot  need 
Our  poor  defence  to  guard  his  fame ; 

And  as  for  you,  you'll  have  your  meed — 
The  swift  and  sure  recoil  of  shame, 

The  wound  of  weapons  turning  whence  they  came. 
=============  O.S. 

WHAT  TO  DO  IN  AN  EMERGENCY. 

Ship-wrecked. — Go  ashore  as  soon  as  possible;  remove 
wet  clothing  and  relate  your  experiences  to  nearest  reporter. 
Add  photograph  if  jwssible. 

B<dii/,  cut  nxli-i'ji  mi  face  of. — Remove  cat. 

Trni a.  rim  orcr  by. — Remove  train,  using  force  if  neces- 
sary. Upon  release,  acquaint  nearest  station-master  with 
the  facts  and  proceed  as  in  case  of  shipwreck. 

I'unii-ij,  b  mylar  in. — Procure  a  copy  of  the  Tariff  Reform 
League's  latest  publication  on  Free  Food  Fallacies,  and  read 
same  to  intruder,  taking  care  to  elucidate  most  telling 
arguments.  The  contrite  cracksman  will  at  once  turn  over 
a  new  leaf,  and  express  his  sorrow.  Under  the  circumstances 
you  will  do  well  to  accept  his  assurance  of  regret. 

Crime,  having  committed,  or  being  suspected  of. — Apply 
to  nearest  music-hall  manager  for  an  engagement.  Insist 
on  being  put  among  the  "  star  "  turns,  and  demand  a  salary 
proportionate  to  the  gravity  of  the  crime  in  question. 


HEALTHY    LONDON. 

REMARKABLE  TRIBUTES. 

DF.SIHOCS  of  testing  tlie  evidence  recently  submitted  by 
various  eminent  authorities  as  to  the  extreme  healthiness  of 
London,  .I//1.  1'intiji  has  made  it  his  business  to  interview  a 
number  of  aged  residents.  The  results,  which  indicate  a 
remarkable  consensus  of  opinion  favourable  to  this  view,  are 
here  appended 

.Miss  Arabella  Burble,  of  10,  Marine  Parade,  Hoxton, 
interviewed  by  our  representative,  attributes  her  longevity — 
she  is  in  her  109th  year — to  the  combined  effect  of  the  metro- 
politan climate  and  a  rational  diet  which  she  has  followed 
for  the  last  seventy  years.  Up  to  the  age  of  78  she  was  a 
non-smoker,  but,  beginning  with  penny  Pickwicks,  she  has 
since  developed  a  taste  for  tobacco  in  all  forms,  and  now 
seldom  consumes  fewer  than  50  cigarettes  in  24  hours.  For 
solid  food  she  relies  on  pickled  tulip  bulbs  and  charcoal 
biscuits,  washed  down  with  ammoniated  quinine  Run  over 
a  few  weeks  ago  by  a  motor-bus,  Miss  Burble  walked  home 
without  assistance,  and  wrote  with  her  own  hand  a  letter  to 
The  Hoxton  Gazette,  describing  the  invigorating  results  of 
her  experience. 

Mr.  Jonah  Whale,  of  11,  Paragon  Buildings,  Poplar, 
is  another  concrete  example  of  the  extraordinary  healthiness 
of  the  metropolitan  climate.  Born  in  Norfolk,  he  was  a  puny 
child,  and  suffered  indescribable  agony  from  rheumatism, 
coleopteritis,  metatarsal  strabismus  and  other  incurable  com- 
plaints, until,  in  his  88th  year,  he  moved  to  London  and  took 
a  charming  little  bijou  residence  in  Poplar.  From  that  day 
to  this  he  has  never  known  an  ache  or  a  pain.  In  his  95tli 
year  he  developed  a  beautiful  tenor  voice,  and,  on  the  occa- 
sion of  the  visit  of  our  representative,  sang  all  the  latest  songs 
from  the  pantomimes,  including  "  She  sells  sea-shells  by  the 
se,a-shore,"  with  a  rcrce  and  articulateness  that  might  have 
done  credit  to  a  popular  preacher.  Mr.  Whale,  though  slim 
in  his  youth,  is  now  a  man  of  massive  proportions,  with 
raven  hair,  and  a  ruddy  complexion.  His  memory  is  so  good 
that  it  is  a  common  practice  of  his,  after  reading  The  Daily 
Mail,  to  chant  the  entire  contents  by  heart  in  a  minor  key, 
accompanying  himself  on  a  Norfolk  biffin. 

Albert  Bostock,  of  17,  Maeterlinck  Road,  Haggerston,  a 
burly  nonagenarian  with  a  voice  like  a  bass  tuba,  ascribes 
his  perfect  health  to  the  exhilarating  climate  of  London. 
The  only  time  he  was  seriously  ill  was  during  a  cruise  in 
the  Mediterranean,  when  the  morbid  purity  of  the  atmo- 
sphere seriously  affected  his  nerves,  but  a  bout  of  London  fog 
speedily  set  him  to  rights.  His  favourite  recreation  in  past 
years  was  to  travel  on  the  Underground  between  Baker  Street 
and  Portland  Raid ;  latterly  he  has  found  the  inhaling  of  acely- 
lene  fumes  in  motor-buses  an  invaluable  cure  for  depression. 

Marischka  Palacky,  the  wonderful  Hungarian  child  pianist, 
whose  recitals  have  excited  such  an  amazing  furore  during 
the  last  few  weeks,  was  interviewed  by  our  representative 
in  the  gorgeous  suite  of  rooms  which  she  occupies  at  the  Hotel 
Schmitz.  Marischka,  who  is  only  six  years  of  age,  though 
greatly  struck  by  the  intellectuality  of  British  audiences,  is 
still  more  deeply  impressed  by  the  splendid  salubrity  of  the 
atmosphere  of  London.  "  Since  I  came  here,"  she  observed 
in  her  charming  broken  English,  "I  have  felt  ten  years 
younger.  Indeed  I  am  certain  that,  on  the  principles  of 
harmonic  progression,  if  I  were  to  live  in  London  till  I 
was  100,  I  should  still  retain  all  my  old  infantile  abandon 
and  elan.  But  even  if  I  only  manage  to  spend  six  weeks  in 
London  every  year  I  shall  be  able  to  surmount  the  difficulty 
enshrined  in  the  famous  saying,  Si  jeunesae  savait,  si  vieil- 
lesao  ponvait."  Here  Mile.  Palacky  paused  to  refresh  herself 
with  a  box  of  caramels,  and,  apologising  for  the  brevity  of 
the  interview,  returned  to  her  study  of  Cicero's  DC  Sencetutc, 
a  work  which  she  is  translating  into  Magyar. 
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A  PUBLIC   NUISANCE. 


MR.  PUNCH. 

.AIH.K.      "\(>,     

MR.  PUNCH.  "THEN    ITS  TIME  TJ1K   I-A\V 

[The  Time.*,  commenting  upon  the  Report  of  the  

to  the  inadequacy  of  the  law  as  it  relates  to  dnmkenneM  in  its 
which  has  hitherto  prevailed,  of  practically  condoning  public  •'• 




WAS    Al.TKi:l.lV'^        Irp  .n(n  tlw         ralion  of  thc  j,  --    •  •   ntK,n 

' 
-n  it  is  uiia!ten.lc<l  l.y  ri..t  or  ir..  rder.  J 


.IASTAKY  -'(), 
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^-i  i  ' 


i      <:rral  Court  o/  Trinity,  (.'nmliridiji-. 
American  Visitor.  "SAT,  YOCSO  MAN,  CAS  rou  TEI.L  MK  THE  W-MKXSIO.NB  or  THIS  »E-AIU>?" 


THE  LITKRARY  INSURER. 

I  SAW  tlio  little  man  hanging  round 
my  house,  and  as  he  had  an  acquisitive 
look  I  became  suspicious  and  strove  to 
get  indoors  before  he  tackled  me.  Un- 
fortunately my  latchkey  jammed. 

"  Pardon  me.  but,  I  believe  you  are 
Mr.  Flinders,  the  distinguished  author?" 
said  the  little  man  politely. 

"My  name  is  Flinders,"  I  answered 
shortly  ;  "  what  do  you  want  ?  " 

"  I  wished  to  see  you  with  regard  to 
insurance." 

My  face  brightened.  "  My  dear  sir, 
I  am  insured  against  fire,  burglary, 
accident  and  death.  I  can  face  the  pros- 
pect of  housemaid's  knee  or  appendicitis 
with  calm.  If  my  cook  broke  her  neck 
it  might  spoil  my  dinner,  but  it  wouldn't 
break  me.  Nor  do  I  care  if  the  Govern- 
ment sets  a  time-limit  of  fourteen  years 
on  my  copyrights,  for  I  sell  them  all 
outright." 

"I  am  glad  to  hear  it,"  said  the  little 


man;    "but  are  you   insured  against 
literary  perils  ?  " 

"  Literary  perils  !  What  are  they  ?  " 
lie  thrust  a  prospectus  into  my  hand. 
"  There  you  are— see  the  risks.  Five 
pounds  a  year  covers  you  against  them. 
Look  at  our  liberal  benefits!  £500  if 
'  Claudius  Clear '  discovers  that  you  were 
intimate  with  the  Rev.  ALEXAMMIK 
McTAVisn  of  Drumlanrig  in  early  life, 
and  writes  an  article  explaining  his  in- 
fluence on  your  work.  £750  in 
Mr.  CHESTERTOX  deliberately  and  with 
malice  aforethought  reviews  your  book 
and  frightens  away  renders  by  weaving 
an  incomprehensible  fairy-tale  around  it ; 
with  an  additional  £500  should  he  con- 
cluck'  with  a  poem.  £1,000  insurance 
against  tlu-  chance  of  any  reviewer  mak- 
ing the  comment,  ruinous  to  a  modern 
novel,  that  '  this  book  is  one  which  may 
safely  be  given  by  any  father  to  his 
daughter."  £2.000  if  a  note  appears  in 
The  /W.-Hm  11  to  the  effect  that  the  success 
of  that  rising  novelist,  Mr.  Flinders, 


must    make  Mr.  JOSEPH   HOCKING  and 
i  Mr.  CROCKETT  tremble  for  their  hunt-Is. 
I  £3,000  compensation  if  the  photographic 
'  press  prints  an  artistic  study  of  fog  with 
,  the  legend,  '  Mr.  Flinders,  the  popular 
'novelist,  at  work  on  his  new  nunamr.' 
£5,000  if  a  Bishop  declares  in  public 
that  he  has  been  more  moved  by  your 
latest  work  than  by  anything  published 
since  Mr.  GUT  THORXK'B   When  it   \\'ns 
Dark.    And  last,  but  not  least,  £10,000 
for  your  heirs  should    Mr.   CLEMENT 
SHI  >KI  Kit   pulili?h  your  housemaid's  re- 
collections of  you,  your  private  corre- 
spondence with  your  butcher,  and  other 
intimate  literary  documents."     The  little 
man  pulled  out  a  fountain-pen  and  began 
confidently  to  fill  up  a  receipt  form. 

"Though  a  distinguished,  I  am  Mill  a 
'  poor  author,"  I  said  ;   "  yet  if  I  had  but 
one  five-pound  note  in  the  world  it  should 
be  thine." 

Tim  NEW  AMERICA*  GAME  FOR  BRITISH 
PEERS:  "  Pop-in-Law." 
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20,  r.too. 


THE    CUT-GLASS    BOWL. 

BEFNO  THE  STORY  OF  ONE  OF  LIFE'S 
LITTLE  DUPLICITIES. 

(Concluded.) 

x. 

Mrs.  Liccscy  to  Mrs.  Vansittart. 

May  25,  190—. 

MY  DARI.IMJ  MoTiiEn,— A  dreadful 
thing  has  happened.  Aunt  Mercy  has 
written  to  say  she  wants  to  come  from 
Monday  to  Friday  of  next  week  to  see 
us  and  get  to  like  Joseph.  The  terrible 
thing  is  the  glass  bowl,  because  poor 
Joseph  has  never  been  able  to  match  it, 
chiefly  ou  account  of  the  Bmalluess  of 
the  bits,  which  we  kept,  but  which  the 
glass  people  cannot  manage  to  put  to- 
gether satisfactorily.  I  am  not  at  all 
strong  just  now,  and  the  prospect  of 
having  to  face  Aunt  Mercy  and  tefl  her 
about  the  bowl  is  too  dreadful.  What 
shall  I  do?  Is  it  safe  to  tell  her  we 
cannot  have  her  ?  Please  telegraph. 
Your  loving  S. 

XI. 

Mrs.  Vansittart  to  Mrs.  Livcsey. 
(Telegram.) 

May  26,  190—. 

Sympathise  very  deeply.     Better  ask 
aunt  postpone  visit. — MOTHER. 

xn. 
Mrs.  Livcsey  to  Miss  Norman-Crudgc 

May  26,  190—. 

MY  DEAR  ADHT  MERCY, — I  am  so  verj 
sorry,  as  it  would    have  been  a  grea 
pleasure  to  have  you  here  under  ou 
roof,  but  both  Joseph  and  the  docto 
think  I  am  not  quite  strong  enough  fo 
a  visitor  just  now.     Not  that  1  am  at  al 
ill,  but  I  have  been  rather  run  down  and 
I  might  not  be  able  to  look  after  you 
and  take  you  about  as  I  should  wish. 
So,  dear  Aunt  Mercy,  I  hope  you  won't 
mind  postponing  your  visit  for  a  little 
while.         Your  affectionate  niece, 

SARAH. 
mi. 
Miss  Norman-Crudge  to  Mrs.  Livesey. 

May  26,  190—. 

MY  DEAR  SARAH, — I  am  sorry  to  hear 
of  your  poor  health,  but  you  must  not 
think  that  the  ftar  of  being  left  too 
much  to  myself  will  deter  me  from  my 
project  of  seeing  you  and  your  husband 
—with  perhaps  a  peep  at  the  bowl  on 
the  table !  It  will  interest  me  to  ex- 
plore Warwick  alone,  and  I  shall  be 
glad  also  to  do  what  I  can  to  nurse  and 
amuse  you.  The  only  difference  it  will 
make  is  that  I  shall  now  certainly  bring 
Yates,  as  she  is  so  clever  with  beef-tea 
and  jellies,  and  is  a  perfect  nurse. 

Your  affectionate      Aunt  MERCY. 


Mrs.  Livcsey  to  Mrs.  Vansitttirt. 
May  27,  190—. 

MY  PEAR  MOTHER,— It  is  no  good,  as 
he    enclosed    letter    will    show    you. 
roseph,  who   is   furious,   wants   me   to 
write   again   and    say  it   is   something 
Batching;    but   Aunt   Mercy  would   In- 
jure to  find  out.     I  am  taking  a  strong 
»nic  and  preparing  for  the  worst. 
Your  loving 

xv. 
Jane  Yates  to  Mrs.  Livesey. 

May  30,  190—. 
(Telegram.) 
Miss    Norman-Grudge    in    bed   with 


nfluenza. 
YATES. 


Visit  must  lx)  postponed. — 


XVI. 


Mrs.  Lirescy  lo  Mrs.  Vansittart. 
May  30,  190—. 

MY  DARLixo  MOTHER, — I  am  nearly  off 
my  head  with  joy.  She  is  not  coming. 
Yates  has  telegraphed  that  Aunt  Mercy 
is  in  bed  with  influenza.  Joseph  was  so 
excited  that  he  insisted  on  my  having 
some  champagne  for  lunch,  although  ol 
course  not  joining  me.  I  don't  seem  to 
mind  anything  now,  although  I  suppose 
it  will  all  begin  over  again. 

Your  loving          S. 

XVII. 

Miss  Norman-Grudge  to  Mrs.  Lirescy 

July  15,  190—. 

MY  DEAR  SARAH,  -I  want  you  to  be  so 
good  as  to  do  me  a  little  service.  There 
is  to  be  a  ba/aar  here  next  week  in  con- 
nection with  the  new  organ  for  St. 
Michael's,  and  as  1  want  it  to  be  a  great 
success  I  have  undertaken  to  arrange  a 
small  but  tasteful  exhibition  of  old  china 
and  glass  and  perhaps  a  little  choice 
furniture  in  one  of  the  smaller  rooms. 
The  bowl  which  I  gave  you  for  a  wed- 
ding present  is  so  excellent  a  specimen 
of  its  style  and  period  (although  inferior 
to  the  one  which  you  taid  arrived  broken) 
that  I  should  like,  to  include  it.  The 
bazaar  lasts  only  three  days,  MI  that  you 
would  not  be  deprived  of  your  treasure 
for  more  than  a  week  altogether.  I 
enclose  a  postal  order  for  half-a-erown  to 
defray  the  cost  of  transit  and  professional 


packing. 

Your  affectionate 


Aunt  MERCY. 


XVIII. 

Mr*.  LireKcy  tn  Mrs.  Vansittart. 
Jiil,,  17,  190—. 

MY  DARUXG  MOTHER,  —  It  is  all  over 
now.  I  have  told  Aunt  Mercy  that  the 
bowl  is  broken.  I  had  to  do  it  because 


he  matter  once  for  all  ;  and  this  is  what 
,,-  helped  me  to  write.  1  send  it,  to  you 
n  case  you  see  Aunt  Mercy  and  she  asks 
iou  any  questions : — 

DEAREST  Auxr  MEKCY,— I  am    very 
sorry  that  I  cannot  send  you  the  bowl, 
jecause  unhappily  it  no  longer  exists, 
t  is  broken  ;  and  by  a  curious  chance 
t  happened  on  the  very  day  that  your 
.isit  to  us,  to  which  we  were  looking 
'onvard  so  keenly,  was  postponed.  (This 
is  a  dreadful  story,  dear  mother,  but  I 
seem  to  have  been  tcll'mi]  initliiiiij  el*e.  for 
years.)     At  the  time  that  Yates's  kind 
telegram  was  brought  saying  you  were 
ill  in  bed  and  could  not  come  to  us  after 
all,. Joseph  was  carrying  the  bowl  up  to 
my  bedroom  with  fresh  roses   in    it.  as 
we  always  made  a  point  of  never  letting 
the  parlourmaid  touch  it.     (Thin  about 
the   parlmrmaid    is  literally  true,  dear 
Mother,  although  it  sounds  like,  another!) 
As  both  his  'hands  were  full   he   told 
Mills   to   open  the   telegram   and    read 
it  to  him,  which  she  did,  and  no  sooner 
did  he  hear  the  sad  news  than  the  bowl 
slipped  out  of  his  hands  and  was  utterly 
smashed.     We  have  the  pieces  still,  but 
the  mending  people  say  it  is  impossible 
to  put  them  together  again.      I  hoped 
that  I  should  not  have  to  tell  you,  dear 
Aunt  Mercy,  but  perhaps  it  is  better  to 
have   done'  so.     One   does   not  like  to 
deceive,  even  out   of  consideration   for 
another's  feelings.      Both  Joseph,   who 
is  nat.ur.dly  very  unhappy  about  it,  and 
I  hope  that  vou  will  riot  think  it  neces- 
sary lo  give  us  another  present. 

••  With  much  love,  I  remain, 

"  Your  affectionate,  niece, 

"  SAHAJI." 

There,  dear   Mother,  I  think  that  that 
must  be  the  end  anyway,  whatever  hap- 
pens.    I  will  tell  you  what  Aunt  Mercy 
says.     Do  come  and  see  its  soon,  dear. 
Your  loving 

XIX. 

.V/.--.S  \orman-Crudge  in  Mrs.  lAVcscy. 

July  18,  190—. 

MY  DEAR  SARAH, — I  am  of  course  very 
sorry  to  think  that  both  my  beautiful 
bowls  have  ceased  to  be,  but  the  very 
natural  circumstances  of  the  destruction 
of  the  second  one  help  to  reconcile  me. 
Poor  Joseph,  I  do  not  wonder  he  was 
upset.  1  shall  not.  make  the  experiment 
of  giving  you  glass  again,  but  I  hope  to 
sec  something  more  durable  •when,  next 
I  visit  my  old  furniture  denier.  The 
exhibition,  you  will  be  glad  to  hear, 
promises  to  be  a  great  success,  even 
without  the  bowl. 

Your  affectionate      Aunt  MERCY. 


she  wrote  asking  to  borrow  it  for  an 
exhibition.  Joseph  would  not  let  me 
worry  about  it  any  more.  He  said  there 
had  Ijeon  trouble  enough  about  the 
wretched  thing  and  he  would  settle  1 


Mrs.  Vansittart  to  Mrs.  Livcsey. 
July  20,  190—. 
MY  DARi.ixn  SARAH, — 1  was  so  glad  to 
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get  your  letter,  with  your  Aunt  Mercy's 
endued,  ami  to  feel  that  everything  is 
now  ;\11  right  again.  It  shows  how  im- 
portant it  is  to  tell  the  truth,  for  until 
she  knew  it  was  broken  there  was  no 
peace  of  mind  for  any  of  us.  I  am  sine 
1  have  suffered  almo-t  na  much  as  you. 
My  one  fear  is  that  \\lf.-n  I  meet  y mr 
aunt  when  she  ['ays  her  annual  vi.^it 
to  Sc.itland  ii"  xt  month  I  shall  I 
what  happened,  and  that  might  lie 
terrible.  I  can't  help  feeling  it  will  be 
safer  if  I  know  nothing  ahout  it  at  all. 
Ye*,  that  is  best. 

Your  loving  MOTHKR. 

I'.S. — I  reopen  this  to  any,  remember, 
darling,  I  know  nothing  ahout  it  at  all. 


A   SAD    CASE.- 

IN  a  recent  lecture  on  "  Insect  Life," 
Mr.  MAIM-IN  DUNCAN  is  reported  to  have 
said  that  "  he  had  seen  a  Death's  Head 
Hawk-moth  in  a  hive,  very  much  in- 
toxicated and  giving  vent  to  squeaks. 
It  was  surrounded  by  an  admiring  crowd 
of  bees,  evidently  much  impressed  by 
this  vocal  demonstration." 

We  have  received  the  following  letters 
on  this  subject.  The  first  is  one  of 
indignant  protest  from  the  insect  in 
question.  He  says: — 

''I  have  read  with  the  greatest  annoy- 
ance and  disgust  the  libellous  state- 
ment attributed  to  Mr.  MARTIN  Drx<  AX. 
In  the  strongest  possible  terms  I  repu- 
diate the  dastardly  suggestion  that  I 
was  drunk  on  the  occasion  mentioned, 
and  I  may  add  that  I  have  been  a  life- 
long member  of  the  Young  Abstainers' 
Union.  The  courtesy  extended  to  Mr. 
\N'  in  admitting  him,  as  a  privi- 
leged guest,  to  the  concert  referred  to 
has  been  ill  repaid.  He  has  accused  me 
of  intemperance  and  he  has  held  his 
hosts  up  to  ridicule.  As  a  matter  of 
fact  I  was  in  perfect  voice  on  that  par- 
ticular night,  and  my  friends  the  Bees 
expressed  themselves  in  the  most  flatter- 
ing terms  with  regard  to  my  rendering 
of  ' Put  me  among  lite  Girls'  This 
performance  Mr.  DUNCAN  coarsely  and 
uraorantly  describes  as  'squeaks.'  His 
ill-considered  sneers  have  done  irrepar- 
able harm  to  my  career  as  a  professional 
vocalist  (for  terms  and  1'ress  notices 
see  small  bills),  and  1  have  instructed 
my  solicitors  to  commence  an  action  fur 
heavy  damages  against  him. 

Yours  truly,    ACHEROXTIA  ATROPOS." 

Miss  Mellifica  Apis  writes  : — 
"  Aa  a  member  of  the  audience  at  the 
concert  described  by  Mr.  MARTIN  DUNCAN, 
I  should  like  to  say  there  is  not  a  word 
of  truth  in  his  amazing  statement  that 
Mr.  Atropos  was  inebriated  on  that 
occasion.  Mr.  Atropos  sang  with  rare 
charm  and  feeling,  even  for  so  gifted 
an  artist,  and  I  think  it  is  a  great  shame 


The  New  Maid.  "  Yr,«,  SUE'S  AT  HOME.    DOES  TEB  GIT  SHOWED  ix,  OR  I-OES  TEB  sir  'ERE?" 


that  Mr.  DUNCAN,  who  was  invited  only 
as  a  special  favour,  should  so  abuse  the 
hospitality  of  the  hive." 

"A  Follower  of  Mrs.  CAKIMI:  N'vnos," 
in  the  course  of  a  long  and  vehement 
letter,  says  : — • 

"  Mr.  MAIIIIX  III  XCAN'S  graphic  picture 
of  the  nauseating  orgy  which  he  wit- 
I  in  a  1 1  e-hive  is  an  object-lesson 
which  degraded  man  would  do  well  to 
lay  to  heart.  Here  we  have  the  disgust- 
ing spectacle  of  a  company  of  I  c<  -.  all. 
probably,  mere  or  hss  under  the  influ- 
ence of  liquor,  applauding  and  encourag- 
ing the  maudlin  antics  of  a  hop 
intoxicated  moth  \\lio  hiccoughs  tune- 
lessly and  obscenely  before  them.  It 
is  terrible  to  think  that  even  hlan 
insects  should  have  come  under  the 
awful  Drink  curse.  And  who  invented 
the  Drink  ?  Man  !  Man  !  Who.  in  the 
'first  instance,  tempted  and  encouraged 


'are  obliged  to  curtail  the  rest  of  her 

letter.      I 

Interviewed  by  a  representative  nf 
the  I/mdon  News  Agency.  Mr.  A' 
said  that  he  had  nothing  to  add  to  the 
letter  which  he  had  sent  to  the  Press. 
A-ked  if  he  could  give  any  reason  for 
Mr.  I'IA.  \s':>  extraordinary  statement, 
Mr.  Atropos  said  that  he  regarded  it  as 
the  outcome  of  profes--  !.u>\. 

Mr   l'i  \c\\  had  intended  to  add  re.-*  the 

ii  "  The  Pro |  er  ('arc  ai: 
of    Larva-."    and    was    annoyed    io    lind 
that     they    j>n-|cncd    to     listen    to    his 
Mr.  Air  nuance. 

The  Secretary  of  the  Variety  Ar 
Federation  informs  us  that  Mr.  A: 
is  not,  and  has   never  1-een,  a   member 
of  that  Societv. 


again 


the    insects    to    drink?      Man 
Filthy,  drink-sodden  man 

[Our  Fair  Correspondent's  language 
here    becomes   so   intemperate   that  we 


Military  Language. 

"In  this  volume  (John  Murray  < 

with  the  preparation  for  the  classic.il  account 
uf  Frciuli  literature,  Mr.  Arthur  Tillej 

in   claimable    fashion   an  ardu.  u-s 
tusk.."—  II  >:.-  Cj''>c  Tima. 
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THE    CONTRACT. 

COME,  Peggy,  put  your  toys  away  ;   you  needn't  shake  your 

head . 
Your  Lear  "a  been  working  overtime  ;  he  's  panting  for  his 

bed. 
He's  turned  a  thousand  somersaults,  and  now  his  head  must 

r.ehe ; 
It's  cruelty  to  animals  to  keep  the  bear  awake." 

At  this  she  stamped  in  mutiny,  and  then  she  urged  her  plea, 
Her  wonted  plea,  "  A  little  time,  a  minute  more,  for  me." 
•'  Be  off.  you  little  rogue  of  rogues,"  I  sternly  made  reply ; 
''  It's  wicked  to  be  sitting  up  with  sand  in  either  eye. 

"To  bed,  to  bed,  you  sleepy  head  ;  and  then,  and  then — who 

knows '? — 

Some  day  you  '11  be  a  grown-up  girl,  and  lovely  as  a  rose. 
And  soino  day  some  one  else  will  come,  a  gallant  youth  and 

(YflV 

*"  '  )> 

To  harry  me  and  marry  you  and  carry  you  away. 

At  this  the  storm  broke  out  afresh  : — "  You  know  I  hate  the 

boys; 
They  're  only  good  at  taking  things,  and  breaking  things, 

and  noise. 
So,  Daddy,  please  remember  this,  because — I — want — you — 

to : — 
I  '11  never  marry  any  boy ;  I  '11  only  marry  you." 

"Agreed,"  I  cried — the  imp,  of  course,  had  won  the  bout  of 

wits ; 

I  hid  gained  her  point  and  got  her  time  and  beaten  me  to  fits — 
"Agreed,  agreed," — she  danced  for  joy — "we'll   leave  no 

room  for  doubt, 
But  bind  ourselves  with  pen  and  ink,  and  write  the  contract 

out :-  " 

Tltts  is  a  contract,  firm  and  clear 
Made,  as  doth  from  these  presents  appear, 
I'flu,:,  n  /''';/'/.<;,  being  now  in  her  sixth  near, 
A  fluid  of  laughter, 

A  sort  of  funny  m-trcss, 
lief  erred  to  hereinafter 

As  the  said  contra  circus — 
/» 'til-ceil  the  said  conlractrcss,  that  is  to  say, 
And  n  person  icith  irliom  she  is  often  good  enowjli  to  play ; 
\\'li<>  happens  to  hai-e  been  something  of  a  factor 
In  bringing  her  into  the  world,  who,  in  short,  is  Itcr 

father, 
And  i.i  hereinafter  spoken  of  a.i  the  said  contractor. 

Nate  tit-.;  fata  i;oatraetrcss  declares  die  tcould  rather 
Marry  the  said  contractor  than  a.nif  other. 
At  the  same  time  xlic  affirms  with  the  utmost  steadiness 

II:  r  perfect  readiness 
To  take  any  other  fellow  on  as  a  brutlter. 
Xtill,  site  meant,  to  marry  her  father,  and  to  be  his  ififa, 
And  to  lice  happily  with  him  all  the  rest  of  her  life. 
This  contract  i-s-  ma.de  iciilionl.  consideration., 
And  is  subject  to  later  ratification. 
The  said  contract  ress  had  it  read  through  to  see  that  nothinj 

missed, 
And  she  look  her  pen,  and  she  held  it  tight  in  a  chubby  and 

cramped-up  fist, 
And  she  made  her  Mark  with  a  blMed  cross,  instead  of  signing 

her  name  ; 

And  the  said  contractor  he  signed  in  full,  and  they  mean  to 
observe  the  same. 

"Now  give  me,  Peg,  that  old  brown  shoe,  that  battered  shoo 

of  yours, 
I  '11  stow  the  contract  in  its  tee,  and,  if  the  shoe  endures, 


When  sixteen  years  or  so  are  gone,  I  '11  hunt  for  it  myself 
And  take  it  gently  from  its  drawer,  or  get  it  from  its  shelf. 

"And  when,  mid  clouds  of  scattered  rice,  through  all  the 

wedding  whirl 
A  laughing  fellow  hurries  out  a  certain  graceless  girl, 
Unless  my  hand  have  lost  its  strength,  unless  my  eye  be  dim, 
[  '11  lift  the  shoe,  the  contract  too,  and  iling  the  lot  at  him." 

R.  C.  L. 


THE    SHAKSPEARE    HOUR. 

TUB  four  rows  of  bright,  intelligent  faces  looked  up  at 
mo  with  apparent  interest.  This,  however,  is  apt  to  be 
deceptive,  as  the  Britisli  schoolboy  has  a  marked  genius  for 
assuming  a  concentrated  attention  to  his  work,  while  in 
imagination  he  gets  outside  a  huge  dough-nut  or  scores  a 
brilliant  goal  amid  loud  cliecrs.  So  I  asked  Green  major 
to  tell  mo  the  meaning  of  the  word  "  paraphrase,"  which  I 
had  just  explained  with  my  customary  lucidity.  The  absurd 
art  of  paraphrasing  is  still  cherished  by  examiners,  so  that 
I  am  forced  to  allow  my  unfortunate  young  pupils  to  twist 
and  turn  the  beautiful  lines  of  SIIAKSPEARE  into  hideous  prose. 
This  is  the  sort  of  thing  that  happens  : — - 

"  Now  all  Uie  youth  of  Kngland  arc  on  fire, 
And  silken  dalliance  in  the  wardrobe  lies  " 

is  transmuted  into  "Now  all  the  young  men  in  England  are 
quite  excited,  and  have  put  away  in  the  clothes-cupboard 
the  silk  shirts  that  they  were  accustomed  to  lounge  in." 
Green  major  thought  deeply,  then  said,  with  a  burst  of 
intelligence,  that  it  meant  turning  Shakspearc  into  decent 
English.  I  left  paraphrasing  and  went  on  to  something  else. 

Wo  arfl  reading  SHAKSPEARE'S  Henry  V.  together,  more, 
perhaps,  on  account  of  a  future  examination  than  because  of 
Mr.  LEWIS  WALLER'S  revival  at  the  Lyric,  but  my  young 
pupils  delight  to  hear  about  him,  and  about  KEMBLE,  and 
MACKEADY,  and  KEAN,  and  the  other  great  actors  who  have 
assumed  "  the  port  of  Mars  "  and  cried  (according  to  one 
bright  youth  who  was  reciting  the  passage),  "Once  moro 
onto  the  beach,  dear  friends,  once  more."  Now,  however, 
being  a  little  put  out  on  account  of  the  paraphrasing,  1  felt 
tint,  we  ought  to  discuss  something  less  pleasant  to  tl  em. 

So  I  turned  to  the  subject,  of  Prologues.  "  Another  name 
for  Prologue,"  I  said,  "  is  Chorus,  which  may  stand  either 
fur  the  man  who  delivers  the  Chorus  or  Prologue,  or  for  the 
Chorus  or  Prologue  itself."  I  felt  sure  that  this  very  clear 
statement  could  not  fail  to  impress  itself  on  the  most  stupid 
boy,  and  therefore  I  considered  myself  at  liberty  to  employ 
the  Comparative  Method  as  recommended  by  the,  Board  of 
Education.  ("  Collocation  of  Subjects,"  as  the  Board  so 
happily  term  it.)  It  was,  besides,  a  suitable  opportunity  for 
administering  a  little  general  culture.  "Tho  Chorus  of  the 
ancient  Greek  Drama,"  I  remarked  with  that  proprietary  air 
which  superior  knowledge  is  apt  to  impart,  ''differed  con- 
siderably from  the  Shakspenrcan  Chorus.  It  consisted  of  a 
large  number  of  persons  who  remained  in  or  about  tho 
orchestra  throughout  the  performance  and  at  intervals  passed 
lyrical  comments  upon  the  action  of  the  play."  And  so  I 
wanned  to  my  subject,  and  told  them  of  the  Chorus  of 
•nnjidivui  upjipafyajioi  that  I  had  seen  in  27(0  Clouds  of  ARIS- 
TOPHANES a  few  years  ago  at  Oxford,  and  I  touched  lightly  on 
Brad  field  and  tho  performance  of  Greek  plays  in  general. 
Then,  with  an  undiminished  flow  of  language,  I  explained 
tho  uses  of  the  Chorus  in  Henry  V.,  how  that  its  duty 
there  was  to  apologise  for  imperfections  of  apparatus  and 
scenery  and  for  the  inadequacy  of  the  stage  to  represent  with 
any  degree  of  verisimilitude  the  "  vasty  fields  of  France," 
and  also  to  stimulate  the  imaginations  of  the  audience  by 
relating  what  had  occurred  between  the  Acts,  and  so  to  fill 
up  the  gaps  or  interstices  in  the  relation  of  events. 
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Stcimmlng  Instructor.  "No!  so!  so!  MLII-:!     Us:;  U:K  LEGS  VIO'BOCS,  TET  GRACEFUL — LJKR  TUIS  'U:E!" 


As  the  four  rows  still  looked  intelligent.  I  decided  to 
enjoy  the  fruits  of  my  toil,  and  so  I  mopped  my  brow  and 
slid,  "  All  those  who  know  anything  about  a  Chorus  will 

put.  their  hands  up.1' 

Ali.  .lit.  three  hands  were  raised,  am, mi;  them  our  belonging 
to  lirown,;i  quiet  little  fellow  who  ahvavs  sat  in  the  extreme 
corner  of  the  room,  on  account  of  which  peculiarity  I  'l;l(' 
named  him,  somewhat  wittily,  "  1'ner  in  augulo.'1  I  nodded 
at  him,  and  he  at  mice  began:  "Please,  sir,  I  know  a 
chorus;  it  goes  like  this :— '  What  is  the  u-v  of  loving  a 

girl,  if  she  don't  1, .\-e  yon '"  "Stop!"  I  roared,  for 

I  was  indeed  s!i.«-ked  by  this  unseemly  and  cryptic  outbuilt 
of  vulgarity,  and,  turning  hopefully  to  Cireen  mnjoi;  win..-.- 
hand  was  still  waving  in  the  air,  I  asked  him  what  were 
the  duties  of  the  Chorus  in  11,-nri/  V.  "  Plea-e,  sir,"  lie 
replied,  "  to  apologise  for  the  play  bring  written,  and  to  get 
people  1(5  go  and  till  up  gaps  between  the  Acts.'1 

The  Sn\K~n:\i;i:  Hour  was  not,  yet  completed,  but  "that 
day  no  longer  did  we  read  therein." 


A  Motor-car  that  knows  its  way  about. 
"  A   well-equipped    motor-car,  with   two   ladies  in   it,  0110   of   tli.-m 
bearing  some  resemblance  to  Miss  Charlesw.irth,  drove  vp  to  one  of  the 
|.ni;:-i[>nl  hotels  and  took  rooms." — Daily  Cltroni  •!<•. 

In  Siatn,  when  your  elrctric  light  goes  out,  the  remedy  is 
simple,  as  seen  in  the  following  notice  : 

"  Bangkok.  Sir,  for  the  easo  that  your  electric  light  should  fail 
we  beg  to  scud  you  enclosed  a  postcard  which  picas*  send  us  at 
once  when  you  find  your  light  out.  The  Company  will  then  sen. I  j.,u 
another  ] nsleard.  Yours  truly,  Manager,  Siam  Electricity  Co.,  Ltd." 


IN    MEMORIAM. 

r  Milliam   a'$cehctt,      , 

Bou  1811.    DIED  JAXUABT  14,  1909. 

FIJIKVD  of  our  hearts,  who  never  made  a  foe ! 
Old  comradeships  renew  thrir  former  spell 
As  now  into  the  Silent  l.md  you  go; 

And  round  the  Table,  which  you  held  BO  dear, 
Laughter  is  hushed  and  all  our  pleasant  r' 
Changed  for  the  lonely,  last,  sad  word,  "  Farewell." 

More   Cliff  Mystery. 

A  new  light  is  thrown  upon  the  question  of  Miss  VIOLET 
CHARLESWOKTH'S  ago  by  The  Binnlwji^m  Evtmy  Despatch. 
dd  seem  from  the  following  pas.-«go  that  she  is  • 
,01110  of  though  her  extravagance  may  nut 

have  Ijcvn  undorrai. 

"  The  box  left  nt  Snow  Hill  has  been  found  to  contain  nothing  but 
stationery  and  all  kinds  of  writing  materials  of  an  cipcnsiv 


Annus  Mirabilis. 

We  are  "lad  to  see  that  the  statement  in  The  Church 
inus  (quoted  in  our  last  issue),  to  the  effect  that  the  present 
year  is  "one  of  birthday?,"  is  not  a  pie.  e  of  purely  cl.-rical 
dogmatism.  The  Obse.ntr,  whose  attitude  is  secular  in  tho 
best  sense,  confirms  this  view.^  "This  is  the  marvellous 
year,"  it  says,  "  of  anniversaries." 
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Weary  Willie.  "I'D  SOONER  WALK.UI'  'ILL  TIIAX  I  WOULD  DOWN,  ANY  DAT — IT  DO  TIIUOW  YEU  INTO  YEII  BOOTS  so." 


THE  PERFECT  PEDAGOGUE. 

["  Rugby   Blue,   young   and   unmarried,   re- 
quired at  large  Public  School  for  at  least  one 
term.     Football  is  the  chief  subject,  but  ele- 
rj   J.itin,   Knglixh,  and  Mathematics  arc 

also  looked  for. — Apply,  etc. ." 

Ailrt.  in  ''The  Spectator.1'] 

BE  silent,  ye  scholars  of  Isis, 
Yc  Senior  Wranglers,  be  mute  ! 
We  have  no  use  for  you — 
What  we  want  is  a  Blue 
Who  can  teach  young  ideas  to  shoot. 
The  player  of  subtle-  devices, 

Not  the  student  of  Latin  and  Greek — 
The  art  of  the  scrum, 
Not  the  lore  of  Lit.  Hum., 
These,  these  are  the  things  that  we 

seek. 

We  want  no  studious  ass 
With  spectacles  on  nose, 
No  diligent  crammer 
To  hammer 
At  grammar 
And  Ciceronian  prose. 
For  Football  is  the  class 
To  which  we  pay  attention, 


And  if  our  boys  but  learn  to  pass 
Their  parsing  needs  no  mention. 

Of  course,  if  he  boasts  any  sense,  a 
Headmaster  will  scarce  hope  to  get 
A  Blue  who  is  quite 
Unattacked  by  the  blight 
That  so  ruins  the  'Varsity  set. 
He'll   forgive   sjme  acquaintance   with 

MWUa, 

lie  will  smile  if  you  've  met  6,  fj,  TO, 
He  will  even  perhaps 
1'lease  to  pardon  a  chap's 
Having  heard  of  XeAti/Wrot  o>. 
If  faults  like  these  you  own 
Pray  keep  ihem  well  concealed; 
J  ust  show  off  your  muscle 
And  thus  '11 
You  hustle 

Your  rivals  off  the  field. 
No  matter  though  you  're  known 

As  Wisdom's  very  image, 
Keep  dark  the  crime  until  you  've 

shown 
Your  prowess  in  the  scrimmage. 

We  might  perhaps  possibly  pardon 
A  knowledge,  if  not  too  profound, 


Of  the  problem  to  solve 
If  you  wish  to  evolve 
The  number  of  pence  in  a  pound  ; 
Nor  would  we  be  terribly  hard  on 
A  person  who  had  to  confess 

That  he'd  studied  Tirclftli  X/;//if, 
Helped  by  ALOIS  anel  WKIGIIT 
And  the  excellent  Clarendon  Tress. 
But  wisdom  so  austere 

We  should  not  greatly  miss  : 
If  you  've  muscle  and  sinew 
Within  you, 
Continue 

To  base  your  claim  on  this. 
Though  I/earning  may  be  dear 

To  those  who  love  to  hug  her, 
It  is  our  clear  conviction  here 
The  end  of  man  is  Hugger. 


Journalistic  Modesty. 

"  I  only  wish  at  the  present  moment  1  coold 
convert  myself  into  a  dormouse  till  (he  <jeiiiul 
weather  arrives,  and  I  daresay  many  o[  my 
readers  would  warmly  weleome  such  a  pro- 
position."—  Mr.  J.  A&by-Sterry,  in  "The 
Graphic." 
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SUBSTANCE   FOR   SHADOW. 

SCLTAN  OF  TUIKLY.   "AFTER   ALL,   A   P.IRO   IX   THE    II.\\I>   IS   WORTH   TWO   IN"   THE    BALKANS. 
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THE    I50TH    BIRTHDAY    OF    THE    BRITISH    MUSEUM. 

[In  spito  uf  tlio  iK-ciai,  11  of  tho  authorities  not  to  celebrate  this  interesting  occasion  tho  moro  spirited  of  the  ordinary  oron|>atii- 
Museum  aro  reported  to  have  got  up  .jiiii  •  .1  i:i,  o  litili:  ilanco  after  closing  hours.     The  Assyrian  Court  Band  (Nirarod's  Own)  played  delight- 
fully throughout  tho  even  ing.     As  an  illustration  of  tho  good  feeling  and  c-amaradcrio  prevailing  between  tho  diffen:.  its  wo  may 
mention  that  it  was  conducted  most  ably  by  tho  Discobolus,  who  threw  himself  into  the  performance  with  his  accustomed  vigour.] 


A   SKY-COl.'K. 

AFILU  duly  considering  the  various 
suggestions  thrown  out  at  the  Aeroplane 
Dinner  last  week  as  to  the  necessity  of 
framing  some  Rules  of  the  Air,  we  feel 
bound  to  recognise  the  futility  of 
endeavouring  to  enforce  the  same,  and 
therefore  content  ourselves  with  emitting 
the  following  Pious  Aspirations,  more  or 
less  sotlo  vote,  in  view  of  the  imminence 
of  these  supermen  : — 

There  should  be  no  speed  limit,  every 


aeroplane  being  encouraged  to  disappear 
over  the  horizon  as  quickly  as  possible. 

Parties  desirous  of  colliding  should 
be  free  to  do  so,  if  they  select  a  pond  or 
lake  to  fall  into. 

Full  play  should  be  given  to  air- 
hogs,  as  spills  are  good  for  trade,  and 
the  old  prophecy  that  pigs  might  fly 
must  be  fullillcd. 

"  Tho  Mount  Aerarat  Marathon  " 
might  be  proposed  as  a  suitable  title 
for  the  next  long-distance  air-ark  raee. 

Rules  of  the  road  would  seem  super- 


fluous, as   at   300  miles  an  hour     tin- 
'pace  aimed  at — you    must    fcik«> 
chance,   and    won't    hav,-   time  to  see 
which  way  you  are  going. 

Offenders     again>t     tin-    l.-iw.    irhm 
raiight,    should     If    takin    up    by    the 
aeri>- police  (to  a  convenient  Ifigli' 
dr<'i>|'«il  <  n  tn  a  Suflra-.  U 
dllii'i-  rint,  us  ,,mroni-e.     'I'his  will  OL- 
mt  by  "  a  bolt 
fnini  tlie  ! 

••  Fly  and  let  fly"  should  be  tlic  i 
ofaci  iien. 
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BLANCHE'S    LETTERS. 

IN  Towx. 

Li  inc. 


quite  a  unique  position  among  them  for 
this  reason — the  Ramsgate  peerage  is 
one  of  those  that  can  go  down  through 
the  female  line,  and  Dickie  being  an 

DEAREST  DAPHNE, — A  good  many  people  only  child,  it  follows  that  she  '11  one  day 
iiave  come  back  to  town  after  doing  their ,  be  Countess  of  Ramsgate  in  her  own 
Christniassing.  Those  with  kiddies  have  right;  and  when  that  time  comes  she 
almost  had  to  do  it  in 
;hecountry,  forof  course 
there  are  holiday-joys  in 
the  village  that  can't  be 
got  elsewhere.  D'  you 
know,  my  dear,  that 
"helping"  at  a  chil- 
dren's party  isn't  at  all 
bad  fun? — let  alone  the 
feeling  of  benevolence 
it  gives  one !  Stella 
Clackmannan  gave  one 
for  hi  r  youngsters  at 
Clackmannan  House  the 
other  evening,  and  (it 
only  shows  how  good 
and  unselfish  people  are 
and  how  fond  of  chil- 
dren !)  quite  a  big  crowd 
of  us  turned  up  to  help. 
We  worked  tremen- 
dously hard  to  keep 
things  going,  and  Stella 
said  it  was  simply  most 
awfully  sweet  of  us,  but 

that     she    could    have 

wished   so  many  of   us  I 

hadn't     danced,     "  be- 
cause," she  added ,"  most 

of  the  weenies  stood  by 

and  didn't  venture  into 

the    crowd,   and    those 

that   did    got   knocked 

down  !  "      Fancy,     you 

know!  When  we'd  been 

so  good  and  self-denying 

in  coming   to  help  !      I 

couldn't    have   believed 

Stella     would     bo 

odiously  ungrateful. 
Oh,  my   dearest   and 

best,  where  do  you  think 

I  had  tea  the  other  day  ''. 

You  'd  never  guess.     In 

prison  .'    Isn't  it  lovely  ! 

But  I  must  begin  at  the 

beginning  and  tell  you 

all  about  it.     You  must 

knowthat  DickieSanrlys, 

since  heraffairwiih  Dolly 

de  Lacy  came  to  nothing 

owing  to  the  flirtation.-,  - 

propensities  of  her  granny.  1'opsy.  Lady 

Ramsgate,  has  gone  in  wildly  for  \Voman 

with  a  big  W,  has  joined  the  Sufini  c 

if  you  please,  and  has  been  clamouring 

for  a   vote    in   a  louder    and    shriller 

soprano  than  any  of  them.     She  's  one 

of  the  chief  caryatides  that  support  the 

Woman's  Temple  (isn't  that  a  spleuny 

simile?     I  can't   think  how  I  came  to 

think  of  it !) — one  of  the  great  shining 

hopes  of  the  sisterhood,  and   occupies 


use  bombs,  and  she  advised  them  to  do 
the  same  as  regarded  their  own  in- 
dividual requirements.  She  was  put  in 
Golliway  Gaol  in  consequence,  as  a  first- 
class  misdemeanant,  which  means  that 


she  'a  allowed  to  do 
They  've  given  her  a 


II. — NOT  LEGITIMATE. 


FOE  STUICKKN"   PASSESOEKS   WHO  WANT  SOMETHING!   LEVEL 
TO  Sir   OX. 


promises  to  take  her  seat  in  the  Painted 
Chamber  and  make  it  a  House  of  Lords 
and  Ladies,  or  know  the  reason  why 
not !  (You  can  imagine  how  the  one 
would-be  Jiereditary  Iry'mlatresa  is 
cherished  among  them  !) 

In  the  meantime  she's  out  for  the 
vole.  She  addressed  a  big  crowd  of 
rowdies  on  the  Embankment  one  day 


herself  very  well, 
drawing-room  of 
sorts ;  and  a  lot  of  furni- 
ture and  pretty-pretties 
have  been   brought  up 
from  RamFgate  House ; 
meals  are  sent  in  from 
neighbouring    hotel, 
and   the  's   the   use  of 
her  own  motorand  drives 
about     the    neighbour- 
hood  as    much   as   she 
likes.       She's    writing 
three   books :  Bombs  or 
Votes ;    The    Cry   of  a 
Martyr    from    Golliivay 
Gaol;  and  Manners  and 
Customs  of  the  Suburbs. 
She  was  at  home  to 
her   friends   last   week, 
and    a    number    of    us 
motored  up  to  Golliway. 
There  was  a  long  string 
of  cars  oulside  the  gaol, 
and  a  crowd  of  natives 
had  collected   to   stare. 
Inside  I  found  a  mob  of 
Dickie's  personal  friends 
as  well  as  a  contingent 
of    Suffragettes,   Dickie 
herself  in  a  simply  sweet 
Olga    Fiton    afternoon 
frock,  and  servants  from 
Ramsgate  House  carry- 
ing round  tea  and  nicies. 
"  Why,  Dickie,"  I  said, 
"  I  'in   most    immensely 
dispy!  I  expected  to  find 
you    dressed   in    broad 
arrows,  and  skilly,  and 
all  that  sort  of  thing  !  " 
"  Not      much  !  "      said 
Dickie.      "  You    forget, 
Blanche,    I'm    a    first- 
class      misdemeanant." 
"  I  see,  my  dear  !     And 
that    means     a     rather 
amusing  time  in  a  fairly 
comfy  suburban  hotel — 
with  the  crown  of  mar- 
tyrdom thrown  in  ! 

I  saw  some  of  the  shin- 
ing lights  of  the  Move- 
ment, including  Miss 
Lily  Slapperton,  who  once  hid  in  the  room 
where  a  Cabinet  Meeting  was  to  be  held, 
and  then  came  out  of  her  hidey-holeand 
threatened  them  with  a  hat  pin  if  they 
vi-ouhin't  consider  Woman  Suffrage. 

"  Well,  Dickie,"  I  said  before  leaving, 
"I  iroii  t  wish  you  may  get  the  vote, 
my  dear,  for  I  know  tJiat  wouldn't  be 
friendly ;  if  you  got  it,  it  would  be  a 


and  told  them  if  she  couldn't  get  what  case   of   'Othello's  occupation's   gone, 
she  wanted  without  bombs,  why,  she  'd  '  as  Hamlet  says  ;  there 'd  be  no  more  fun, 
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mi  mure  rows  and  crowds  and  notoriety 
for  any  of  you.  Confess  now,  ]>ickie, 
tliat  if  you  'd  got  it  you  'd  be  utterly  and 
hopelessly  wretched  !  "  And  Dickie 
winked  the  other  eye  and  whispered, 
"  You  've  touched  the  spot,  old  girl." 

There  "ve  been  several  weddings  in 
town  lately,  the  most  sensational  being 
that  of  the  young  l)uke  of  hmdVKml 
yesterday.  He  made  a  Competition  of 
him.-clf  in  Daily  Tin-ill. \  and  married 
the  girl  whose  photo  got  the  most  vote 
fiMin  the  paper's  readers.  Itailt 
Thrill*  has  boomed  enormously,  1 
hear,  since  the  "Duchess's  Coronet 
Competition"  st  irted,  and  the  owners 
have  paid  l/.md's  End  something  im- 
I'eople  were  simply  killing 
each  other  at  St.  Agatha's  yesterday  to 
get  a  look  at  the  Daily  Thrills 
liiichess  and  her  bridesmaids  (the  six 
girls  next  her  in  the  voting). 

Kver  thine, 

Br.AXCIlK. 

FLIGHTS  OF  FANCY. 
(A  Pi:i:r  INTO  TIM:  Frrn;i:.) 

M,  /,,/„')•  L',  1909.—  The  Army  Aeroplane 
was  brought  out  of  its  shed  at  Aldenhot 
to  day  in  splendid  weather.  The  machine 
travelled  well  along  (he  ground  for  fully 
J()C  yards.  Colonel  CODY  was,  as  usual, 
well  satisfied  with  the  residts,  but  de- 
cided, before  attempting  a  flight,  to  re- 
instate the  radiators  (which  weigh  about 
100  Ibs.  each)  in  the  position  they  occu- 
pied in  November,  1908. 

.1, inn, 11-11  11,  HMO.  -The  Royal  Engi- 
neers (under  the  supervision  of  Colonel 
COPY,  the  aviator)  brought  the  Army 
Airship  out  of  its  shed  Uwlay  and  ran  it 
successfully  round  a  portion  of  the  golf 
course.  The  radiators  (which  weigh 
about  110  Ibs.  each)  have  been  altered, 
and  the  michine  seemed  to  run  very 
smoothly.  A  cyclometer  attached  to  one 
of  the  wheels  showed  that  the  Aeroplane 
had  covered  nearly  1,400  yards  (mostly 
uphill).  Colonel  Coi>\  was  naturally  very 
much  pleased  with  the  results  of  the 
trial,  but  explained  that,  owing  to  the 
frozen  state  of  the  ground,  no  attempt  at 
flight  was  possible.  A  tyre  was  unfor- 
tunately punctured  oa  the  home  journey. 

.Yomnbrr  9,  1911. — The  Army  Aero- 
plane underwent  a  further  trial  to-day 
on  UilYan's  1'lain,  the  object  being  to 
test  the  new  tyre  which  was  recently 
fitted.  The  trial  was  satisfactory  in 
every  way,  Mid  Colonel  Coi>v  is  confident 
that,  should  the  new  position  of  the 
radiators  (which  weigh  about  120  Ibs. 
each  i  prove  satisfactory  and  the  great 
box-like  wings  ae.t  as  he  expects,  there 
is  no  reason  why  he  should  not  remain 
in  the  air  for  quite  a  quarter  of  an  hour. 
Two  first-class  Brazilian  Aerocruiscrs 
passed  over  the  Plain  at  an  altitude  of 
100  feet  during  the  trial. 


N.  F.  II.  (ir/io  i«  cntcrtiiiii'niy  nnme  of  lite  smaller  tenant -farmer*}.    "  I  liorc  TOU  AIR  EUuT- 
IM;  YOUR  niNSKK.  MIL  Donuff" 
Mr.  f>.  (uHwrrmtfiilly  ntlnckiiiy  a  mimnr-tane).    "TiuxK  YE,  SIR,  I'VE  'AD  A  moin 

I.IXNFI!,    Ill- 1    II!  mv    MK    IK    1    '  .v\  Y.\  I  IIEAWED  A  Bl.t.Vt  THIS   TIHF,   FCU  TIIKBE  BCCKT  KOWT  ON  THIS 
KIIK  JIM   " 


.lit  in-  1!1,1!IL'.  Not  since  the  summer 
of  1908  has  the  Army  Aeroplane  had  such 
a  successful  trial.  Spectators  on  Laffan's 
Plain  had  a  splendid  view  of  the  famous 
machine  as  it  came  towards  them  flying, 
without  apparent  effort,  the  t'nion  Jack  ! 
Colonel  Col>v  is  now  certain  that  he  has 
at  last  solved  the  problem— which  has 
puzzled  him  for  so:ne  time — of  return- 
ing to  terra  jinrta  after  a  flight.  As  a 
result  of  further  c. denial  ions  the  radiators 
(which  weigh  nearly  l.'lti  His.  each)  have 
been  shifted  forward  to  recover  balance. 

May 10, 1916.— The  "Semper  Eadem" 
(as  the  British  Army  Aeroplane  has  been 
christened)  created  a  sensation  to-day  at 
Aldershot.  Hauled  on  to  the  <.'>>lf  course 
by  a  detachment  of  Hoyul  Engineers  the, 
machine  was  given  a  brief  rest  in  front 
of  the  bunker  guarding  the  seventh  hole. 
Colonel  CoiiY  then  started  the  engine 
and  gave  the  order,  "Let  go!"  The 
Aeroplane  leapt  forward  like  a  thing  of 
life  and  landed  on  the  green  in  one. 
There  seems  to  be  no  doubt  that  it  mi;: ' 
in  the  air  for  at  least  three  seconds.  (A 
bystander  with  a  stop-watch  made  it 
four  seconds.)  Colonel  Coi'Y  was  natur- 
ally jubilant,  and,  looking  up  at  the 
squadron  of  Bulgarian  Aerodest  rovers 
which  happened  to  be  passing,  exp: 
ihe  opinion  that  the  "  Semper  Eadem" 
lad  come  to  stay  ! 

[Yes,  but  wlici-i- .'     Ei>. 


ROMANCE  IX   1908. 

AM.  the  market  6tat;stics  hitherto 
published  to  illustrate  last  year's  I  r.ide 
having  neglected  the  internal  economics 
of  fiction,  it  is  hojiod  that  author-  of 
novels  will  study  ihe  following  I 
fluctuations  and  regulate  their  output 
for  1909  accordingly  :  — 

Manufacture  of  Yurnt.  —  Threadbare, 
thrice-spun,  and  doubtful  varieties  have 
showed  no  sign  of  diminution,  but  there 
has  been  a  great  decrease  in  the  weaving 
of  the  origin  d  fabric.  The  employ),,,  nt 
of  local  colour  (foreign,  colonial  and  pro- 
vincial) for  the  purposes  of  this  Indus-try 
has  been  enormous,  Devon  and  Cornish 
being  in  especial  demand.  American 
spots  have  declined. 

('hitr,u-lfft.  —  Mai.-  op.  'tied  f-ilenl 
strong,  but  tended  latterly  to  loquacious 
ep;granimatic.  Heroines  variable  and 
unecriain  all  the  ycir.  S-l'-n-.di- 
and  introspectiu'iies-s  unchanged.  Neu- 
rotic tone  well  maintained. 

Inri-1-ntt.  —The  motor  trade  lias  pivcn 
an  cnoniKr  s  stimulus  to  this  industry. 
Home  railway  accid-nts  have  hardened, 
av.d  inches  inclined  to  fall.      F.lop.- 
.all  kind-,  brisk;  idylls  scarcer. 

interludes—  A    very   heavy 


turn-over. 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


[JANUARY  20,  1909. 


PHILISTINES   AMONG   THE 
PROPHETS. 

I  FOIWET  exactly  how  I  got  there,  and 
never  in  the  world  shall  I  understand 
how  Gwen  got  there.  For  the  rest,  they 
were  obviously  artistic  and  literary  folk. 
When  the  men  discuss  their  innermost 
souls  and  the  women  approach  all  sub- 
jects from  a  strictly  logical  point  of  view, 
you  may  be  sure  that  you  are  not  dining 
with  people  whose  only  passion  in  life  is 
mixed  hockey.  For  myself,  I  have  just 
sufficient  acquaintance  with  my  soul  to 
belong  to  either  party;  but  G wen's 
cheek  was  too  delightfully  ro^y  and 
icrself  too  sweetly  fresh  to  belong  to 
mylhing  but  the  Opposition. 

We  both,  without  conspiracy,  acted  at 
iirst  on  the  say-nothing-but-look-wise 
policy,  and  as  to  our  mouths  it  was 
'  Admission  only  on  Business.  No  Exit." 
The  others  being  qualified  and  willing 
(i  do  nil  the  talking,  we  got  along  nicely 
by  merely  putting  in  a  "  Yes  "  or  "  No  " 
now  and  then.  Security,  however,  breeds 
Carelessness,  and  about  the  savoury  I 
said  "Yes"  at  the  wrong  place  and 
much  too  loudly.  I  tried  to  save  myself 
from  exposure  by  substituting  a  fit  of 
coughing  for  an  explanation,  but  they 
knew,  and  Gwen  knew,  and  she,  being 
a  wonirm,  set  about  to  desert  me  in  my 
distress  and  to  glorify  herself  by  fraud 
and  misrepresentation. 

.Maeterlinck  was  the  topic  upon  which 
she  did  ir.  Careless  of  the  fact  that 
Maeterlinck  might  be  poet,  puzzle-game, 
Belgian  general,  hero  of  a  decadent 
novel  or  foreign  competitor  in  the 
Marathon  race,  she  ventured  to  express 
disapproval  when  all  the  others  were 
emphatic  in  praise.  Her  disapproval 
w.is  so  vague  that  it  might  have  applied 
to  any  of  the  above  descriptions.  "  Of 
course,"  she  said,  "  I  speak  with  but 
superficial  knowledge.  1  have  only  just 
li'n mi  to  form  a  definite  opinion.  lam 
only  011  the  edge,  as  it  were.  But  as 
far  as  my  study  of  the  matter  has  gone 
I  am  lionnd  to  confess  that  I  have  felt 
a  curious  want,  a  sense  of  something 
lacking.  It  would  be  absurd  to  deny 
the  many  obvious  merits,  but  I  do  mist 
that — what  shall  I  say  ? — that  je  ne 
sais  quoi,  that  nameless  something 
which  I  certainly  expected  to  find." 
"Ah,"  said  one  of  the  Genuine,  "I  too 
was  disappointed  at  first.  But  I  changet 
my  opinion  as  I  advanced  in  know- 
ledge." 

"  He  might  have  told  you,"  I  whis- 
pered to  Gwen,  "what  this  Maeterlinck 
is;"  but  Gwen,  affecting  not  to  hear 
turned  to  the  last  speaker  and  be 
him  to  reveal  his  inward  self  upon  the 
point. 

After  the  ladies  had  gone,  they  gave 
me  a  cigar  and  a  match,  and  told  me,  as 
clearly  as  they  could  without  putting  i 


into  words,  that  I  should  hear  from  them 
again  when  they  wanted  me.  Then 
tiiev  gathered  together  and  discussed 
the  pictures  at  the  Exhibition.  "  Was 
it  not,"  was  the  last  word,  "the  most 
delightful  collection  of  modern  times, 
as  far,  at  any  rate,  as  the  British  Section 
was  concerned  ?  "  When  they  thought 
it  was  nearly  time  to  join  the  ladies,  one 
of  them  asked  me  what  sort  of  a  year  it 
lad  been  for  the  crops.  I  awoke  with  a 
,tart  and  was  just  warming  up  to  the 
object,  when  a  movement  was  made,  and 
sve  were  in  the  drawing-room  before  I 
lad  even  done  with  the  hay. 
We  found  the  ladies  discussing  TURNER 
d  Impressionism,  and  there  was  Gwen 
sitting  right  in  the  middle  of  the  sofa 
ind  saying,  "Oh,  do  you  think  so?" 
with  such  self-possession  that  they  were 
ill  deceived  and  myself  left  boiling. 
'  Shall  hypocrisy  and  deceit  so  pre- 
rail?"  I  "thought,  and  forced  myself  to 
ler  side. 

"  Did  you,"  I  said,  "  go  to  the  Exhi- 
aition?"  "I  believe  I  did,"  she 
mswered  without  enthusiasm,  and 
ooked  as  if  this  awful  man  was  going 
;o  talk  to  her  about  the  Flip-Flap. 
'And  did  you,"  I  said,  "find  anything 
:here  to  please  you  ?  "  No,  she  thought 
she  had  not.  "Not  even  the  pictures?" 
[  pursued  relentlessly.  Then  she  fell. 
'No,"  she  said  with  a  tolerant  smile, 
'  the  Oleograph  and  the  Christmas 
Number  Presentation  Plate  are  all  very 
well  for  the  people,  but  I  confess  they 
leave  me  cliilled  to  the  bone."  "  In- 
deed," I  said,  and  turned  to  include  in 
the  conversation  the  George  Eliot  at  the 
other  end  of  the  sofa.  "I  am  trying  to 
persuade  Miss  Harmer  that  the  pictures 
at  the  Exhibition  were  the  most  delight- 
ful collection  of  modern  times,  as  far, 
at  any  rate,  as  the  British  Section  was 
concerned."  G.  E.  forgave  my  past 
and  came  up  to  the  scratch  like  the 
good  sportsman  she  was.  "Why,  of 
course  !  "  she  cried.  "  Surely  yon  liked 
lhat?  Think -of  the  exquisite — 
And  while  she  poured  panegyric  into 
Gwen's  right  ear  I  kept  on  whispering 
"Oleograph"  and  "Christinas  Number 
Presentation  Plate  "  into  the  other  ear. 
Gwen's  punishment  was  just  about  as 
bitter  as  it  could  be,  and  it  would  have 
been  longer,  only  she  made  such  a  hal  f- 
hearted  show  of  fight. 

Presently  I  got  her  into  a  corner  by 
herself.  "  Were  there  any  pictures  al 
the  Exhibition?"  she  asked.  "And 
if  so,  whore?"  "I  do  not  know,"  ] 
answered  candidly  ;  "  I  never  saw  any.' 
"Then,"  she  said,  "you  are  a  deceitfu' 
wretch,  and  1  hate  you."  "  And  justly,' 
I  admitted  ;  "but  I  shall  not  leave  you 
until  you  tell  me  what  Maeterlinck  is." 
With  that  she  gave  in  completely 
"  I  believe,"  she  said  with  an  irresistibli 
smile,  "  that  it  is  a  place  on  the  Con 


tinent    where    one    takes    the    waters. 
What  is  your  handicap  at  golf?  " 

o  a  o  »  # 

Philistines    may  be   Philistines,   but 

hey  are  not  without  cunning  of  a  low 

irder.    With  some  ingenuity  and  address 

managed  to  see  a  good  deal  of  Gwen 

xfter  that,  and  finally  made  my  ex-parte 

ipplication  in  a  cosy  wood  by  the  ninth 

lole,   but   right   out  of  bounds.      The 
Court  demurred  but  finally  granted  my 

>etitkm,  and  I  was,  with  the  other  ten 

housand,  the  happiest  man  on  earth. 

'Gwen,"  I  declared,  "you  are  an  angel, 
and,  if  they  've  got  good  golf  there,  we  '11 

pend  our  honeymoon  at  Maeterlinck." 


THE  PRAYER-MAT. 

THE  rug  arrived — a  wondrous  thing ; 
ts  blended  colours  seemed  to  bring 
L'he  glamour  of  an  Eastern  Spring 

To  cheer  a  London  Christmas  ; 
Dne  almost  sees  some  pious  Khan 
<Cneel  on  it  by  his  caravan, 
iast  somewhere,  say,  near  Teheran, 

When  Suez  was  an  isthmus  ! 

!  note  your  rather  flattering  thought — 
That  s-ince  its  web  and  weft  were  wrought 
Where  HAFIZ  sang  and  RUSTUM  fought 

My  hand  might  try  to  harp  it : 
To  this  I  'd  say  my  modest  Muse 
Would  very  certainly  refuse 
To  harp — or  even  wear  her  shoes — 

On  such  a  magic  carpet ! 

ft  tells  of  far-off  city  gates 

Where  swarthy  traders  fill  the  crates 

With  sun-dried  store  of  figs  and  dates 

For  juvenile  excesses ; 
I  see  the  Persian  roses  bit  om, 
I  sniff  the  camel's  chaste  perfume, 
And  hear  the  tuneful  bulbul  boom 

In  flowery  wildernesses  ! 

It  paints  for  me  the  shiny  East, 
Mysterious,  pagan,  unpoliced, 
Where  Muezzins  call  to  Fast  or  Feast, 

Where  minaret  and  dome  are  ; 
And -when  its  conjured  visions  tire 
And  vanish  in  the  sinking  fire 
They  leave  behind  an  old  desire — 

An  echo  from  your  OMAR. 

I  want  you,  then,  0  friend  of  mine, 
To  come  to-morrow  night  and  dine  ; 
You  '11  find  the  fitting  flask  of  wine, 

The  necessary  versi  s 
(No,  not  my  own  !),  a  loaf  of  bread, 
Or  else  a  brace  of  biids  instead, 
'Twill  need  no  "  Thou "  to  crown  the 
spread 

If  you  will  share  these  mercies  ! 


"  Yon  cannot  touch  the  history  of  F.nglam: 
for  a  hundred  years  without  a  Bath." 

The  \VcHtininster  Gazette. 

Anyhow,  you  oughtn't  to. 


U«   :.'<>,    ! 
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"On,  AMI  I   SAY,  LAURA,  BEFOKK   I   LEFT    i.mv,  MIIS.   HUGH  Wn.s'iu  GAVK    UK   THREE   KNORMODS  PEARS  MR  too.     I  ATI  OKI  w  tai 

TIIAIN,   SAT  OX    ANOTHER,    AND   HAVE    I  UK   THIRD  AWAY.      DON'T  FORGET  TO  WRITE   AND  THANK   HER!" 


HANKS  AXD   SUCKLINGS. 

I  >i'\i;  Mn.  PUNCH,-  Mi'  and  Girlie  liopc 
you  arc  quite  well.  We  are  quite  well. 
Mamma  is  well.  Paj>a  is  well.  Willie. 
tlie  ]iamn.  is  well,  but  not  quite  so  \\ell 
as  Maniiiia  ami  Papa. 

Please,  .l/r/.r  /'in/.-//,  why  don't  yon 
st-irl  a  "  (  'orii'T  lor  the  Children  "  in 
your  old  paper  '*.  Me  and  (iirlie  wrote 
the  following  lines  between  us;  me  all 
the  lirsl  and  so-uiid  lines,  and  (Jirlie  all 
the  others.  I  think  of  things  to  say 
about  things,  and  (iirlie  thinks  of  more 
things  to  say  about  the  same  tiling 
which  will  rhyme  with  the  thii. 
Lave  just  said.  Here  it  is:— 

A  POEM. 

A  little  robin  sat  one  day 

Upon  a  little  tree. 
Yon  could  not  see  its  little  ear-, 

They  were  not  there  to  see. 

Bis  breast  was  striped  with  ruddy  red, 
His  little  eyes  were  blue. 

>ept.  with  plaintive  note  bec.au  ~  • 
I  Hs  rent  \v;is  overdue. 


The  landlord  came  that  sunny  morn ; 

He  saw  a  dreadful  frown 
On  Mrs.  Robin's  face,  who  was 

Arrayed  in  gorgeous  gown. 

But  the  landlord  did  not  want  (he  rent, 
And  the  robins  in  their  glee 

First  hopped  around  upon  the  ground, 
And  then  llew  up  the  trie. 

We  can  do  this  s-ort  of  thing  for  you 
evrry  week  for  n«t  to  nothing.  You 
might  call  it  "  Chit  chat  for  the  (hicks," 
or  what  not.  1  am  thirty-two 
birthday;  ( iirlie  is  nearly  forty.  Girlie 
has  been  a  law  lejiorter,  a  sub-editor  of 
"Scientific  Meins,"  editor  of  a  sort  of 

weekly    notes   for   piiggish    yi g   n  en 

called  "ShtnMerBtO  the  Wheel!"  and 
a  sporting  prophet.  Now  he  .Micks  to 
the  juvenile,  and  sometimes  he  is  (iirlie. 
sometimes  Auntie  Sue.  lie  likes  being 
Girlie  best,  but  doesn't  mind  being  lx>th. 
He  says  perhaps  you  wouldn't  mind 
him  writing  little  tales  about  faithful 
as  Girlie),  and  saying  how  sweet 
they  are  ias  Auntie  Suei.  Anyhow,  we 
are  Yours  at  a  guinea  a  week. 

Two  TINY  Tors. 


Scandal  in  High  Life. 

"Tli,-  Dukr  .'f  lioxburxlie  lias  Mt  Floor* 
Castle,  Kelfio,  to  pay  n  short  visit  to  the 
Downgrr-lhirlirsx  of  ItuxImrRhc  at  Hrrniuontli 
Park,  East  Lothian."-  -  Kdinburgh  treating 


An   ndjaceut    paragraph    in    the    same 
column  informs  us  that 

"The  Dowager-Duchess    of   Roxburriie  left 
liroxmouth    Park,    East    Lulliiaii,    to-day    for 


The   coincidence   is   certainly   very   re- 
n  arkable. 

London's  Biviera  ;  or,  the  Kew  Cure 
Resort. 

"The  C.nmte«s  of  .V'  now  oonval- 

:iinl  it  is  expected  her  Excellency  will 
IH>  al<li>  to  |T,«-.f  1  ni-\t  week  to  Brizton  for  a 
change  before  (he  Castle  season.'' 

The  Scetanan. 


"  In  1 7:iO  '  The  Manchester  Gazette '  entered 
on  a  lift-  i if  Uiiry  years,  in  the  course  of  which, 
r,  it  changed  its  name  and  appeared  as 
Daily  .\>ir«. 

Had  a  further  change  been  found  neces- 

sjirv  we  think  a  very  suitable  title  would 
have  been  "The  .Maneh.  !e." 
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[JAM'AUY    L'O,    I'.MHI. 


OUR    BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By  M>:  Punch's  Stuff  of  Learned  Clerlts.) 

Sc-Ei'iics  who,  in  spite  of  Mr.  RUDYAUD  KIPI.INC'H  pronounce- 
ments, arc  still  unwilling  to  admit  the  existence  of  a  definite 
boundary  between  East  and  West,  should  read  The  1'rlncc  of 
Jhruinci's  (Ur.iXKMAN.V,  where  EI.OKA  ANNIE  STKIX  has  painted 
llir  pageant  of  the  Court  of  Jaldl  it<l  din  Mahomed  Ahbar,  a 
e -mtemporary  of  QIKKX  Euz  \nr.Tir.  The  clash  of  incon- 
gruous ideals  is  here  effectively  illustrated.  Al;bar  hiinsell 
was  a  bit  of  a  Socialist  in  his  way,  and  mingled  a  taste 
for  advanced  political  theories  with  a  very  thorough- 
going Oriental  mysticism.  The  plct  turns  on  the  adventures 
of  a  diamond,  which  was  delivered  to  William  Lcedcs, 
jeweller,  of  England,  to  cut,  and  passed  to  and  fro  (together 


that  Xic  William  had  not  only  made  his  fortune  from  (lie 
(lilt  Electric  Pill  ("With  a  box  in  the  waistcoat  pocket 
drowning  is  the  only  death  ")  but  had  also  .spent  nearly  all 
of  it,  their  self-esteem  received  a  rude  buffet.  At  first  they 
were  maddened  by  the  attentions  ol'  Mr.  Dennison,  an  old 
friend  and  fellow 'pill-maker  of  Sic  William's,  who  offered 
them  charity ;  but  the  sons  quickly  understood  that  it  was 
a  question  of  Pill-money  or  Poverty,  and  accepted  everything 
at  a  gulp.  But  Diana  £.-&'.,  possessing  a  line  distaste  for 
anything  connected  with  pills,  refined  Mr.  Dennison's  offers 
of  assistance,  and  we  leave  her  clinging  to  her  ideals.  A 
hazardous  position  for  an  inexperienced  and  impoverished 
maiden,  but  she  has  my  approval. 


Miss  MAKY  CHOLMOXDF.LEY  must  have  hugely  enjoyed  writing 
the  Preface  to  The   Lowest   liung  (MuraiAY),  in  which   she 


\\ilhapair  of  paste  umler.sludiebj  amongst  the  members  of  i  pillories  the   noodles  who  have   persecuted   her   by  seeing 


the  royal  harem  aud- 
other  intriguers  with 
such  celerity  that,  if  I 
had  been  asked  at  any 
moment,  ''  l.'nder  which 
lliimble  is  the  King's 
I, nek  now?"  I  should 
have  got  it  wrong  every 
time.  Notable  figures 
in  the  conspiracy  are 
Alma  Deri,  the  Charan, 
holder  of  the  King's 
honofir,  and  single- 
minded  in  her  devotion 
to  him,  and  S'n/ali 
Yamin,  her  sister  of  the 
Veil,  a  lady  who  was 
not  by  any  means  so 
good.  There  is  also 
Klwdadud,  a  Prince  of 
the  Tarkhaus,  and  any- 
one who  does  not  yet 
know  how  a  Tarkhaii  is 
tried  by  his  peers  and 
puni.-hed  should  make 
all  haste  to  find  out. 
But  in  the  dazzling  riot 
of  Eastern  colour  which 
tin-  authoress  knows  so 
well  how  to  produce  I 
inubt  take  exception  to 
her  habit  of  allowing 
characters  to  drop  into 


THINKING    CLASSES. 

Augustus.  "II.u.i.o!    Fw"i:i>r>n:.  WHAT  AKE  YOU  noixcV" 
l-'in-Jilii-.  "On     .11. -r  M\XIN'    i  i  i.\v  MKNTAI,  NOIKS,  w:u(  nov." 


colloquial  English,  and  even  make  puns  in  that  compara- 
tively vulgar  language.  Nor  can  I  feel  that  Aitntic  Itoxcbvdy 
is  a  sufficiently  dignified  paraphrase  of  Gtdbadan  Beyum. 
When  I  am  in  the  East,  among  Rajputs,  I  like  to  remain 
my.stitied  all  the  time,  and  the  more  arrow-marks  there  are 
over  the  tops  of  the  letter?  the  better  1  am  pleased. 


If  somebody  offered  a  pri/.e  to  the  author  who  should 
invent  the  greatest  number  of  laughable  situations  in  a  fixed 
time  and  Mr.  STOIJEI:  IVoisTox  competed  for  it,  1  think  that 
he  should  win  with  something  to  spare.  His  situations  might 
not  be  the  funniest,  but  they  would  be  funny  enough.  I 
can  imagine  a  hearty  man  reading  A  C'ounti/  Family 
MIKI:\Y)  in  a  railway  carriage  and  making  the  journey 
intolerable  to  his  fellow-travellers,  for  the  book  is  food  for 
ili'i-c  who  like  to  laugh  roaringly  rather  than  to  smile. 
Success,  alter  some  generations  of  adversity,  had  returned  to 
the  Scaton-Cttastonbttrys,  and  when  .Sic  William  S.-G.  died 
there  were  no  haughtier  people  upon  earth  than  his  daughter* 
and  two  sons.  When,  however,  these  proudlings  found 


in  themselves  or  their 
friends  or  their  enemies 
the  originals  of  various 
disagreeable  characters 
in  her  novels.  How  one 
envies  her  the  priceless 
satisfaction  of  quoting 
the  furious  neighbour 
who  informed  her  that 
"  We  all  recognised  Mrs. 
Ahvyim  at  once  as 

Mrs. ,   and  ire  all 

say  it  is  not  in  tlte  least 
like  her!"  Two  other 
dear  ladies  of  the  same 
intellectual  calibre  were 
seriously  offended  with 
her  because  she  denied 
what  they  "  happened 
to  know"  —that  the 
review  of  her  first  novel 
which  appeared  in  these 
columns  was  written  by 
a  tradesman  of  the  vil- 
lage in  which  they  were 
born  to  blush  unseen. 
There  are  several  more 
delightful  things  is  Miss 

CHOLMONDELEY'S  Preface, 
which,  to  my  mind,  is 
the  best  part  of  her 
book.  But  the  four 
stories  by  which  it  is 
followed  are  all  excellent,  and  rich  in  types  in  which  new 
claimants  will  soon  be  found  to  recognise  their  own  speaking 
images. 


ABirmiugham  bookseller  Leads  hiscatalogue  with  the  words, 
"  All  that  is  beautiful,  fair  in  form  or  workmanship — for  that 
alone  my  shelves  find  room."  The  first  book  in  the  list  is 
Kelly's  Pout  Office  ]>>reclory.  Evidently  there  is  one  man  in 
Birmingham  who  is  convinced  that  beauty  is  truth,  truth 
beaut  v. 


upon   her  Christmas 
we    suggest   another 


Miss  CHABLESWOBTO  quoted  MILTON 
card,  according  to  the  Press.  May 
quotation  from  the  same  poet? — 

"  And  now  was  dropped  into  the  western  bay. 
At  last  she  rose  and  twitched  her  mantle  blue  : 
To-morrow  to  fresh  woods  and  pastures  new." 

"  Blue  "  is  of  course  poetic  licence  for  red. 
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CHARIVARIA. 

WHILE  \ve  have  never  doubted  Presi- 
dent ROOSEVELT'S  pluck,  \ve  must  confess 
that  we  never  guessed  lie  would  dare 


one    day   to    tell    Americans   that 
Britisher  is  not  yet  played  out. 


ths 


V 


Statistics  published  in  the  Journal 
Officiel  at  last  show  a  rising  Birth  Rate 
in  France.  This  is  all  the  more  gratify- 
ing, coming,  as  it  does,  at  a  moment 
when  she  is  restoring  the  guillotine. 

The  number  of  births  for  the  period 
covered  by  the  statistics  exceeded,  wo 
a,v  told,  that  of  deaths  by  11,000,  and 
it  is  rumoured  that  a  grateful  Govern- 
ment intends  to  give  each  of  these 
extra  infants  a  box  of  sweets  and  the 
r i  b  Ixm  of  tl  ic  Legion 
of  Honour. 

V 

A  bear  which  had 
escaped  from  a  cir- 
cus created  some 
excitement  in  Paris 
last  week.  For  a 
time,  we  under- 
stand, he  passed 
himself  off  as  a 
motorist, but  he  was 
ultimately  recog- 
nised and  captured. 

Miss     VIOLET 

Ci  i  MILES  WOK  in  suc- 
ceeded by  a  ruse 
in  eluding  a  num- 
ter  of  England's 
smartest  journalists 
who  were  waiting 
for  her  in  a  Glas- 
gow hotel.  But  our 
Press,  to  its  credit, 
will  not  allow  itself 
to  be  sl'ghtrd  with  impunity.  The 
next  day  the  following  head-lines  ap- 
peared in  one  of  our  most  widely 
circulated  halfpenny  dailies  :— 

THE  CHARLESWORTH  FAINT. 

WOMAN'S    Ksi  APADE  TILVT  HAS  BECOME  A 

BtHOb 

*  * 

This  is  the  Sale  Season,  when  the 
most  astonishing  bargains  may  be  picked 
up.  For  instance,  we  learn  from  the 
Sanjak  of  Novi  Bazar  that  two  large 
Turkish  provinces  have  just  been  given 
away  to  an  Austrian  customer  for  two 
and  a-half  million  pounds  Turkish. 
*  * 

It  really  does  seem  criminal,  and 
somebody  ought  to  hang  for  it.  No 
sooner  have  we  got  a  nice  new  Army 
Aeroplane  as  the  result  of  infinite  thought 
and  labour  than  Fome  foolish  person 
tries  to  make  it  fly,  and  of  course  it 
gets  smashed. 


The  Army  Council  has  allotted  the 
sum  of  thirty  pounds  for  instruction  in 
gardening  to  the  soldiers  of  the  Middle- 
sex Ilegiment  at  Mill  Hill.  The  Pence 
Society,  we  hear,  is  delighted,  taking 
this  to  be  the  first  step  towards  turning 
swords  into  pruning-hooks. 


•  * 


Meanwhile,  we  believe  that  it  is  not  im- 
possible that  in  our  next  war  instruc- 
tions will  be  issued  to  our  men  when 
they  throw  up  trenches  to  make  them 
more  sightly  by  planting,  say,  a  pretty 
bordering  of  lilies  of  the  valley. 

V 

Mr.  J.  PIERPONT  MORGAN  has  presented 
to  the  British  Museum  a  collection  of 
2,500  prehistoric  weapons.  We  believe 
that  this  is  the  largest  collection  outside 
the  one  in  use  in  our  Territorial  Army. 


to  blnme  if  he  cherishes  illusions  as  to 
the  acceptance  of  his  MS. 

v 

A  representative  of  The  Daily  I'.s 
has  been  making  experiments  as  to  th. 
effect  of  a  gramophone  upon  the  animal 
at  the  Zoo.  He  let  off  CARCSH  on  it. 
mandrill.  "The  mandrill,"  ve  are  i..].| 
"gazed  fixedly  for  a  few  BO«I.II.| 
guidly  shook  bis  head  from  side  to  >ide 
and  then,  picking  up  an  apple,  retire, 
to  his  pole  and  started  munching."  Tin 
effect  of  CARUSO  in  the  flesh  is  slightl\ 
different.  With  our  gallery  gods  ' 
takes  the  form  of  oranges. 

V 

An  interesting    wedding  ia 


I  lace  shortly  in  New   York 


THE    BARMAID    QUESTION. 

SIDE  LIGHTS  ON  FRONT  VIEWS. 


"Account  must  be  taken,"  eays  the 
Official  Report  on  Afforestation,  "of 
the  increasing  consumption  of  timber 


per    head   of 
feared    for  some 


population." 
time    past 


We 

that 


had 
the 


to   tak 
under  the 

auspices  of  the  Women's  National  Pro- 
gressive Suffrage  Union,  when  a  militant 
Suffragette  is  to  be 
married,  the  knot 
being  tied  by  a  lad\ 
clergyman,  assisted 
by  lady  ushers 
The  bridegroom 
will  be  present  l>y 

special  permis-sion. 

*  * 

The  German 
Government  has  re- 
ceived an  official 
apology  from  the 
Liberian  Govern- 
ment 'for  the  insult 
offered  to  a  (!er- 
inan  packel-lxot  l>y 
the  local  Xavy,  The 
hirk.  In  spite  of 
this  wo  understand 
that  Germany  in- 
tends to  press  on 
the  increase  in  her 
Navy.  ,^, 

Prince  Iiruw's 
speech  in  favour  of  his  Royal  Master  has 
caused  quite  a  revulsion  of  feeling  in 
Berlin,  and  it  is,  we  hear,  not  impossible 
that  the  Committee  appointed  by  the 
Reichstag  to  consider  ttie  question  of 


number  of  wooden  heads  was  on  the  regulating  the  KAISER'S  authority  will 

allow  his  Majesty  one  telegram  and  one 


ncrease. 


The  Strenuous  Life  again !  A  foot- 
baller, while  engaged  in  a  game  last 
week,  became  the  father  of  triplets. 

V 

"C.  B."  having  complained  in  the 
previous  issue  of  The  Author  that  MSS. 
are  often  returned  in  a  dirty  condition, 
an  Editor  writes  as  follows  in  the  current 
number: — "I  should  like  to  inform 
1  C.  B.'  that  I  never  allow  MSS.  to  be 
marked  in  my  office.  If  he  likes  to  send 
me  something,  I  can  assure  him  that  he 
trill  get  it  Ixick  almost  as  good  as  neir." 
The  italics  are  ours.  After  this  fair 
warning,  "  C.  B."  will  only  have  himself 


interview  per  year. 


*  * 
* 


The  dumping  of  foreign  hops  con- 
tinues. Mr.  GEORGIE  MAHBKR  has  intro- 
duced a  new  Viennese  dance  into  The 

Merni  Widow. 

*  * 

The  question  whether  there  is  .1  future 
life  for  animals  is  again  being  debated. 
If  it  be  decided  in  the  affirmative,  cats 
will  then  have  the  enormous  allowance 
of  ten  lives. 

Commercial   Candour. 

On  «  Birmingham  window  : — 

ae   Sale.      The    fir^t    fur    1C 
years." 
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SIC    NOS    NON    NOBIS. 

[To  an  old  friend,  these  reflections  of  middle-age  on  the  mating  of 
brests  for  the  benefit  of  posterity.] 

An  !  how  often  you  and  I,  my  Gerald, 

Taking  count'of  Time's  appalling  pace, 
Watching  those  insidious  signs  that  herald 

Chronic  apathy  of  form  and  face ; 
Noting  how  our  legs  are  not  so  lissome 

Nor  our  waists  so  waspish  as  of  old, 
And  the  joys  of  youth  how  much  we  miss  'cm, 

Vanished  like  the  Age  of  Gold  ; — 

When,  amid  a  younger  race  that  hustles 

We  are  hampered  by  rheumatic  pains, 
Or  remark  a  looseness  in  our  muscles 

And  a  touch  of  torpor  in  our  brains  ; — 
We  have  sucked  a  coward's  consolation 

From  the  thought  that,  when  the  final  blow 
Falls,  as  threatened,  on  the  British  nation, 

We  shall  not  be  there  to  know. 

'  If,"  we  say,  "  for  but  a  few  more  lustres 

She  can  still  contrive  to  rule  Ihe  wave, 
Still  to  'worry  through  '  against  the  thrustcrs 

Who  design  for  her  a  watery  grave, 
We  shall  see  no  Teuton  missiles  raining 

On  our  disillusioned  flank  and  rear, 
While  the  Territorials  go  in  training 

Just  too  late  by  half  a  year." 

Other  little  things  at  present  dim  in 

Shadows  where  the  Future  plies  its  loom — 
Government  by  Socialists  and  Women, 

With  the  Second  Chamber  blown  to  Doom  — 
When  we  contemplate  these  fearsome  bogies 

Hovering  in  the  distance,  "Ha!  "  we  say, 
"  Not  in  our  time  ;  not  for  us  old  fogies ; 

We  shall  then  have  had  our  day." 

Yet  a  boon-  there  is  I  fain  would  borrow 

From  the  far  years  where  it  lies  in  store  : 
When  the  saplings  which  we  plant  to-morrow 

Spread  their  shade  about  the  forest  floor, 
When,  with  lattice-work  of  leaves  above  her, 

And  the  song  of  birds  in  woodland  air, 
Every  lass  goes  Maying  with  her  lover, 

I  could  wish  we  might  be  there. 

But,  when  back  again  from  out  waste  places 

Merrie  England  plucks  her  childhood's  hours, 
Not  for  us  will  they,  the  linked  Graces, 

l-cacl  their  pageantry  in  Summer  bowers  ; 
Not  for  us  the  flame  of  Autumn's  dying, 

Nor  the  loveliness  of  Spring's  new  birth  ; 
You  and  I,  my  friend,  will  then  be  lying 

Very  quiet  under  earth.  0.  S. 


"  Vernet  les  Bains,  a  charming  spring  resort  in  1'yronops  ;  gunny,  dr. 
climate ;  private  pBrkl ;  fishing,  tennis,  music-,  excursions  ;  rheumatism, 
gout,  sciatica,  er/ema.crimplcxion,  bronchitis."  -  .\ilrt.  in"  The  Standard.' 

\'i'ir  .\rriral.  What's  the  gout  like  here? 
Habitue.  Can't  say;   haven't  tried  it.     But  the  sciatica's 
I  top-hole. 

"  There  was  one  son  of  the  marriage — a  little  boy." — Daily  A'cirs. 

Jloctor.  I  am  happy  to  inform  you  that  you  have  a  son, 

Fuller  (excitedly).  Boy  or  girl? 

Doctor.   Boy. 

Father,  Big  c.r  little? 

Doctor.   Quite  little.          [Fuller  faints  and  is  carried  out, 


NOTES  ON  THE    ANTI-MOTOR   SHOW   OF  1909. 

THE  promoters  of  the  Anti-Motor  Exhibition  are  to  be 
congratulated  upon  the  success  of  their  efforts.  They  have 
brought  together  the  finest  collection  of  anti-motor  devices 
and  appliances  which  has  yet  been  seen  under  one  roof,  and 
the  popularity  of  the  show  is  assured. 

The  more  important  of  lhe  exhibits,  of  course,  are  those 
of  a  protective  nature,  and  here  we  would  specially  commend 
the  "Spiky  Turtleback,"  an  ingenious  contrivance  which 
nablcs  the  pelestrian  to  walk  along  country  roads  in  serene 
indifference.  Briefly,  the  arrangement  in  question  resembles 
a  huge  steel  dish-cover,  studded  on  the  outside  with  twelve- 
inch  spikes.  It  is  attached  to  the  wearer's  back  by  means 
of  springs  and  straps,  and  affords  perfect  protection  against 
the  heaviest  and  fastest  of  cars.  Armed  with  one  of  these 
outfits,  the  pedestrian,  when  taken  unawares,  simply  flings 
himself  down  on  the  road,  and  retires,  lite-ally  speaking, 
within  his  shell,  cheered  by  the  pleasing  reflection  that  if 
anyone  is  hurt  it  will  l:e  somebody  eltc. 

Another  admirable  invention,  epccidly  designed  for  excep- 
tionally virulent  anti-motorists,  is  the  "Vesuvian  Jacket." 
Made  of  gun-cotton,  with  detonators  as  buttons,  this  useful 
garment  will  effectually  dispose  of  the  car  which  happens  to 
run  over  its  wearer.  Incidentally,  it  would,  of  course,  dispose 
of  the  wearer  as  well,  but,  as  the  old  adage  has  it,  it  is 
impossible  to  make  omelettes  without  breaking  eggs. 
Besides,  the  "Jacket"  is  really  intended  more  as  a  safe- 
guard than  as  a  blower-up  of  inconsiderate  triflers.  Its 
colour  scheme,  red  and  yellow  stripes,  serves  as  a  danger 
signal,  and  it  is  fairly  safe  to  assume  that  even  the  most 
vicious  road-hog  with  such  a  warning  before  his  eyes  would 
risk  ripping  his  tyres  off  rather  than  run  into  it. 

For  nervous  anti-motorists,  who  prefer  to  be  passive  rather 
than  active  resistors,  we  can  highly  recommend  the  "  Aerial  " 
outfit  shown  by  the  Pedestrians'  Protection  Society.  This 
useful  arrangement  consists  of  a  small  balloon  which  is 
attached  to  the  pedestrian's  shoulder  by  means  of  light  steel 
chains  and  a  pair  of  heavy  leaden  weights.  Upon  the 
approach  of  a  too  strenuous  car  the  act  of  touching  a  spring 
releases  the  weights.  They  fall  to  the  ground,  and  up  goes 
their  proprietor,  to  descend  again  when  tho  danger  is  pa..-t. 
The  apparatus  is  made  in  four  sizes:  "Chesterton?,"  "  Heavy- 
weights," "Light-weights,"  and  "Barries." 

At  the  stall  of  the  Anti-Motorists'  Supply  Association,  Ltd.. 
there  is  displayed  a  most  useful  and  up-to-date  "  Pedestrian's 
Repair  Outfit."  It  comprises  one  wooden  leg,  one  artificial 
arm,  ten  yards  of  sticking-plaster,  one  quart  bottle  of  arnica, 
and  a  stretcher.  No  pedestrian  should  venture  abroad  now- 
adays without  having  at  least  one  of  these  outfits  about  Irm. 

Whilst  glancing  over  the  exhibits  at  the  Association's  stall, 
by  the  way,  we  noticed  a  new  and  revised  edition  of  that 
invaluable  work,  The,  Anti-Motorist's  Book  of  7Vmi.sr.s-.  Com- 
piled with  the  assistance  of  a  Naval  officer,  a  rt tired  Anglo 
Indian  colonel,  and  a  Suffragette,  this  handy  little  volume 
gives,  in  parallel  columns,  a  list  of  expres&ions  suitable  for 
ant  i -motorists  under  all  possible  conditions.  Every  pun  baser 
of  a  copy  is  presented  with  a  small  megaphone,  in  order 
that  he,  or  she,  may  be  able  to  make  his,  or  her,  ivmarl.s 
heard  by  the  occupants  of  the  car  which  has  rendered  them 
necessary. 

In  our  next  article  — 

[There  will  le  no  next  article. — ED. 


"TRESPASS    ON    A    WELSH    RABBIT    FARM." 

The  Estates  Gazelle. 

We  can  picture  the  intruder  stalking  his  unsuspecting  prey 
with  a  piece  of  toast  in  one  hand  and  a  pepper  pot  in  tho 
other. 


PUNCH.  Oft  THE  LOSDQS  CHAtttVAttt->fAstj.tnT  27,  1900. 


Tin; 


A   CHOICE   OF  PLANKS. 

[The  chief  jilank  in  the  Unionist  programme  is  Tariff  IMnR'.i.     S.-c  Dai/y  rr<-j<»,  p; 

TE  KIXG  (fo  LORD  ROBERT  CECIL).  "TAKK  TIIK   OATH,   OK   oVKK    Ydl'  CM;" 
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DEAR,   I   THINK   YOUR   HAIR   IS  SATHER  OVERDONE. 
#/</,•;•  SiVer.   "OH,   MOTHER,  DO  YOD   THINK   SO?      ALL  THE  BUST  BABIES   ARE   WEARING   IT   LIKE  THAT  THIS  TEAt." 


OH, 


SIDELIGHTS  ON  THE  "SHOVER." 
MH.  PHILIP  Gtnns,  writing  in  The  Daily 
Clironirlr  of  the  21st  inst.,  devotes  an 
exhaustive  article  to  the  portraiture  of  the 
"  Sliover"  as  a  new  type  of  humanity 
and  romance.  He  is  "  a  very  god,  or 
devil,  of  noise  ;  "  at  once  hero  and  valet ; 
and  enjoying  peculiar  facilities  for  eaves- 
dropping. "  The  owner  of  a  thousand 
guinea  car  is  at  the  mercy  of  the  man  to 
whom  he  pays  thirty  shillings  a  week, 
for  knowledge  is  still  power,  and  the 
chauffeur  not  only  knows  everything 
about  the  inside  of  his  master's  machine, 
but  sometimes  a  good  deal  about  the 
inside  of  his  master's  life."  If  Mr. 
1*1111  IP  (imns's  mordant  characterisation 
of  this  new  type  of  humanity  be  correct, 
the  "  ehover  "  is  a  reserved,  rather  silent, 
.sinister  man  with  a  hard  mouth,  keen, 
restless  eyes  and  a  sallow  complexion. 
'VVe  have  been  at  pains  to  verify  this 
view  by  consulting  a  number  of  repre- 
sentative men  and  women,  and  are  now 
able  to  lay  before  our  readers  the  results 
of  our  investigations. 

Miss  ELSIK  CHAYKN,  interviewed  at  His 
Majesty's  Theatre,  was  most  indignant 
with  Mr.  GIDBS  for  his  unsympathetic 


portrait.  "My  'shover,'"  she  said, 
"has  a  lovely  complexion.  I  call  him 
'  Mr.  Pinkie.'  I  hold  him,  in  fact,  in  the 
deepest  affection,  he  is  so  deft  and 
'  dinky.' " 

The  POET  LAUREATE  expressed  the  view 
that  Mr.  GIBBS'S  portrait  was  untnie. 
His  'shover'  was  the  kindliest  of  men, 
and  in  three  years  had  never  killed  a 
hen.  His  eyes  were  gentle  and  his  hair 
was  sleek,  the  ruddy  glow  of  health 
adorned  his  cheek.  In  short  he  stig- 
matised as  full  of  fibs  the  article  of  Mr. 
PHILIP  GIBBS. 

Mr.  GIBUS'S  assertion  that  the  "  shover," 
although  a  servant,  "  treats  all  the  other 
servants  with  haughty  insolence"  is 
deeply  resented  in  many  of  the  most 

'lu-rches  servants' -  halls.  Thus  Miss 
( 1.\it'  n.i.VE  DEUiRME.head  lady's-maidtothe 

[  1ou  ntess  of  N ,  remarks : ' '  Ensconced 

behind  his  glassy  cover,  as  dapper  as  a 
golden  plover,  our  '  shover '  is  a  perfect 
lover." 

Mr.  BERNARD  SHAW  takes  acute  excep- 
tion to  Mr.  GIBIIS'S  invidious  comparisons 
between  cabmen  and  chauffeurs.  The 
former,  according  to  Mr.  GIBUS,  speak 

the  kindly  language  of  the  stable, 
Elizabethan,  even  Chaucerian,  in  its 


candour  and  realism  and  picturesque 
imagery,"  while  the  "shover,"  when 
among  his  fellows,  uses  a  strange  tech- 
nical jargon  which  cannot  be  understood 
by  the  multitude.  Says  Mr.  SHAW  :  "  A 
man  who  talks  Elizabethan  is  little  belter 
than  a  heathen,  and  even  clumsier  and 
coarser  is  he  who  frames  his  speech  on 
CiruvKii.  Chauffeurs  are  made  of  finer 
clay  (sec  'Kn>~ri/  Mrnkcr  in  my  play,  who 
was,  you  will  recall,  nit  fall  with  writers 
such  as  l!i:.u  MAiteiiAis),  and  only  minds 
effete  and  flabby  deplore  the  passing  of 
the  cabby." 

Lastly,  Sir  OLIVER  LODGE  expresses  his 
views  on  the  subject  in  the  following 
interesting  psychological  conundrum  : — 
"If  the  'shover,'  according  to  GIBBS, 
though  earning  inadequate  'dibs,'  is  a 
hero  and  valet  combined,  the  problem 
that  pu/./.les  my  mind  is  whether,  when 
facing  a  cold  down  to  zero,  the  valetj 
half  thinks  the  other  a  hi 


"  Ishcbtraittle   in  Japan." 
UcaiJIime. 

Further  det.iils  i.f  tlrs  well-known 
Celtic  chieftain'.-  t  >ur  will  be  awaited 
with  int-^r 


GO 
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THE    PANTOMIMIC    TOUCH. 

DEAR  MR.  FINCH, — Having  lately 
eturned  from  a  round  of  provincial  and 
uburban  theatres,  I  feel  it  is  my  duty 
is  your  deputy-sub-assistant  dramatic 
:ritic  to  tell  you  what  I  saw  there. 
Do. — EDITOR.]  "  It  is  at  best  only  a 
)ird's-eye  view  of  the  proceedings  that 
'.  can  put  before  you,  but  it  is  the  view 
of  a  bird  which  has  just  seen  six  different 
>antomimes  in  a  week,  and  has  retained 
n  its  mind  only  a  confused  impression 
of  those  episodes  which  were  common  to 
all  of  them.  I  shall  call  the  piece 
Aladdin ;  the  title  is  really  of  no 
account,  but  it  is  useful  for  purposes  of 
reference,  copyright,  libel,  etc. 

ALADDIN. 
ACT  I.,  SCENE  4. 

Enter  a  Low  Comedian,  dressed  as  a 
man.  He  is  followed  by  a  Still  Lower 
Comedian  dressed  as  a  woman.  The 

[EDITOR.  One  moment.  I  thought  they 
always  began  these  things  with  Scene  1  ? 

CRITIC.  I  don't  think  so.  Anyliow 
they  are  always  at  Scene  4  when  I  arrive. 
Of  course  1  have  a  hasty  dinner  first. 
you  know. 

EDITOR.  Ah,  I've  done  it  that  way  my- 
self.] 

S.  L.  C.  walks  across  the  stage  ir 
what  he  calls  his  "  disables "  (louc 
laurjhtcr),  and  then  turns  his  back  to 
the  audience  to  show  that  he  has  some 
garment  on  the  wrong  way  round.  He 
retires  amidst  frantic  applause. 

L.  C.  (confidentially  to  the  audience) 
Do  you  know  my  friend  Brarn?  What 
not  know  Braru  ?  Ah,  I  should  like  yoi 
to  know  Brarn — 'e's  a  good  chap 
Brarn.  I  must  tell  you  a  funny  story 
about  'ini.  You  will  laugh.  (Choke^ 
with  laughter  Jiimself.)  Well,  Brarn — tee 
hee-hce-hee-hee— Brarn  (recovering  him 
self  with  an  effort)  was  'aving  break  fas 
with  a  lord — just  'aving  a  bit  of  break 
fast,  you  know,  same  as  you  or  me  ;  anc 
this  lord — tee-hee-hce-hee-hee,  Brarn  an 
a  lord  ! — well,  he  said  to  Brarn,  "  I  trus 
that — haw — egg — haw — is  a  good  one — 
haw — Mr.  Brown  ;  "  and  Brarn,  ver 
nervous,  you  know,  looked  up  anil  sai< 
"P-parts,  my  lord,  are  excellent. 
(Shrieks  of  laughter.') 

[EDITOR.  That  story  is  <>!<!. 
CRITIC.  I  fancy  it  must  be.} 

Aladdin,  the  principal  boy,  comes  on 
amid  friendly  cheers  from  an  audienc 
which  is  always  gbd  to  see  a  real  lad 
again. 

Aladdiu.  And  now  to  find  the  lam] 

and  then  to  marry  my  own  dear  Madge 

Ah,  I  wonder  if  she  still  loves  me ! 

Sony—  "Madge." 

[EDITOR.  T>id  Aladdin  marry  a  Madge? 
I  had  forgotten. 


CRITIC.  He  called  her  Madge.] 
Madge,  Madge, 
I've  come  to  cadge,  cadge, 
I  want  your  heart,  I  do. 
Say,  say, 
You  love  me,  May,  May — 

[Short  for  Madge.— EDITOR. 
Oh,  say  that  your  heart  is  true.] 

At  the  fifth  encore,  which  consists  of 
iree  claps  from  an  enthusiast  in  a  box, 
•ho  has  mislaid  the  chocolates  he  meant 
o  give  her,  she  returns  with  the  fire- 
lan's  little  child,  who  sings  the  chorus, 
ery  flat.  Deafeningcheers,  and  a  sort  of 
eeling  that  she  is  a  good  girl  after  all. 
^it  and  Pat,  the  two  ambassadors, 
ome  on.  Pit,  without  obviously  having 
>een  insulted,  knocks  Pot  down. 

Pat  (getting  up).  You  do  that  again 
nd  you'll  repeat  it.  (Correcting  h  imself.) 
Repent  it. 

Pit.  Oh.  I '11  repent  it,  will  I? 

Pat.  Yes,  you  '11  repent  it. 

Pit.  Oh,  I  will? 

Pot.  Yes,  you  will. 

They  sit  down  and  play  the  mandolin 
ogether  very  cheerfully. 

SCENE  5. 

[EDITOR.  You're  not  going  to  give  us 
ill  the  scenes  ? 

CRITIC.  This  is  a  very  short  one,  just 
o  keep  the  audience  excited  while  the 
tcene-shifters  are  busy.] 

Enter  the  Spirit  of  Evil.  He  an- 
nounces in  a  very  loud  singing  voice 
;hat  his  wicked  plots  are  going  well 
rle  is  followed  by  the  Good!  Fairy,  who 
says  that,  on  the  contrary  .... 

SCENE  G. 

Madge.  Ah,  I  wonder  if  Aladdin  wil 
be  true  to  me,  or  if  he  will  leave  me  as 
Antonio  left  his  little  girl ! 

Song — "  Antonio." 

[EDITOR.  GoocZ,  7  can  hum  tJiis. 

CRITIC.  I've  heard  it  tu-enty-fow 
times.  So  can  I.] 

The  Still  Lower  Comedian  comes  in 
with  the  Cat. 

The  Cat.  Meaow. 

S.  L.  C.  No,  you  can't  go  out  to 
night.  You  went  out  laxt  Thursday 
Yes,  and  came  in  with  the  milk,  too 
And  you  the  father  of  a  family. 

[EDITOR.  Is  there  a  cat  in  "  Aladdin  " 

CRITIC.  Don' t  be  silly ;  how  could  the 
get  that  joke  in  if  there  wasn't  f] 

All  the  artistes  come  on  to  the  stage 
When  the  manager  gives  the  signal  tha 
everybody  is  on,  the  curtain  comes  down 

ACT  II.— SCENE  2. 

[EDITOR.  Hallo! 

CRITIC.  Sorry,  I  simply  had  to  have 
cigarette.] 

Madge.  Ah,  I  wonder  if  Aladdin  w: 
be  true  to  me,  or  if  he  will  leave  me  a 
Antonio  left  his  little  girl ! 


[EDITOR.  You  ass  ;  ice  've  had  this. 

CRITIC.  I  'm  sorry.     A  slight  mistake.] 

Madge.  Ah,  I  wonder  if  Aladdin  will 
e  true  to  me,  or  if  he  will  leave  me  as 
Vntonio  left  Sue. 

Song— "  Sue." 

Pit  and  7Jot  come  on.  7'it,  an 
mbassador  of  uncertain  temper,  knocks 
'at  down. 

Pot.  Don't  you  touch  me. 

Pit.   I  shall  touch  you  if  I  want  to. 

Pot.  Yes,  but  I  don't  want  you  to. 

Pit.    Oh,  you  don't  ? 

Pat.  No,  I  don't. 

Pit.   You  don't. 

They  sit  down  and  juggle  with  extra- 
irdinary  dexterity.  The  Low  Comedian 
ollows  them. 

L.  C.  Oh,   such   a   funny   thing    has 

appened.     You  will  laugh  when  I  tell 

•ou.     Tee-hee  hee-hce.     You  know  our 

>ld  man;   well— tee  hee-hee-hee-hee — it 

xas  so  funny 

[EDITOR.  NO.  I  am  quite  firm  about 
his.  NO. 

CRITIC.  Perhaps  you  're  right.] 

SCENE  3. 

Aladdin.  And  now  to  find  the  lamp 
nd  then  to  marry  my  own  clear  Madge. 
\h,  what  a  dear,  sweet  Yorkshire  (Lanca- 
shire,   I^eamington,    Netting    Hill,    etc., 
iccording  to  circumstances)  lass  she  is ! 

SONQ — "A  Yorkshire  (Lancashire,  Leam- 
ington, etc.)  Lass." 

SCENE  4. 

S.  L.C Bless  you,  I  know  all 

about  that ;  I  've  been  married  six 
times.  (IjOiid  laughter.)  Six  times,  I 
'ave.  First  there  was  William.  Ah,  'e 
was  a  corker,  'e  was.  A  fair  gazeeka- 
slosher.  'E  used  to  come 'ome  .  .  .  etc., 
etc. 

SCENE  5. 

[EDITOR.  Let's  lean  this  out. 

CRITIC.  They  alu'aya  did  wlicn  I  was 
there.] 

ScENE-G — GRAND  FINAL?.. 

The  band  plays  for  five  minutes  while 
the  members  of  the  chorus  find  their 
places.  Then  the  chief  characters  enter 
in  pairs,  and  are  greeted  with  varying 
degiees  of  applause,  two  policemen, 
whom  nobody  has  seen  before,  being 
particularly  popular.  Finally  the  Good 
Fairy  addresses  them  all  in  heroic 
couplets. 

[EDITOR.  Docs  an  heroic  couplet  reall;/ 
end  the  business  ? 

CRITIC.  Yes. 

EDITOR.  Then  you  might  try  your  hand 
at  one  just  to  make  sure.] 

Friends,  may  I  say  what  pleasure  I  have 

had  in, 

Presenting  here  this  story  of  Aladdin? 

A.  A.  M. 
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THE    VOYAGE    OF    DISCOVERY. 

HE  did  not  grudge  the  pretty  penny  stamp 

Upon  the  note  whereby  he  guaranteed 

To  go  and  dance  with  Them  of  Leamington  ; 

He  did  not  rue  the  very  vast  expense 

Of  cabs  and  fares  and  cabs  and  tips  and  cabs ; 

He  did  not  shun  the  labour  and  the  shame 

Of  vain  endeavour  and  absurd  result 

That  dancing  meant  to  him,  who  much  preferred 

His  bed  to  all  the  ballrooms  in  the  world  ; 

All  these  he  counted  worth  the  bearing  for 

The  bright  and  witty  talk  between  the  turns. 

From  May  he  learnt  that  she  had  met  his  sister 
And  thought  she  was  a  very  charming  girl 
And  liked  the  man  to  whom  she  was  engaged : 
That  she  had  also  met  his  other  sister 
And  thought  she  was  a  very  charming  girl 
And  liked  the  man  to  whom  she  was  engaged : 
Had  even  met  his  brothers  once  or  twice 
And  thought  that  they  were  very  charming  men 
And  liked  the  girls  who  were  engaged  to  them. 
Had  there  been  time  she  was  prepared  to  like 
(He  saw  it  coming)  even  his  heart's  choice 
But  for  the  fact  that  it  was  not  yet  made. 

Grace,  hearing  that  he  came  from  London,  thought 
That  London  was  a  most  delightful  place, 
And  spoke  at  length  from  inner  knowledge  of 
The  Larger  London,  which,  it  seemed,  consists 
Of  Euston  (Station  and  Hotel),  The  Park, 
And  Daly's  and  a  taxicab  or  two. 

Kate  loved  "  The  Merry  Widow,"  hated  hockey  : 

Jane  loathed  "  The  Merry  Widow,"  loved  her  hockey 

Joyce  cared  for  neither ;  Amy  liked  them  both. 

(To  think  that  but  for  this  eventful  night 

He  might  have  lived  his  unenlightened  life 

In  gross  mistake  or  darkest  ignorance 

Of  all  that  does  most  nearly  touch  the  soul !) 

Gladys  had  been  to  Brussels  (he  had  not) ; 
She  had  not  been  to  Amsterdam  (he  had) ; 
But  neither  of  them  ever  went  to  Rome, 
Yet  both  knew  Liverpool  extremely  well. 
She  knew  the  Sliaws  and  he  the  Robinsons, 
Who  both  most  oddly  lived  at  Liverpool. 

<  '(innie  had  been  to  seven  dances,  Nell 

To  nine,  and  Violet  to  seventeen 

(Of  which  six,  being  for  infants,  did  not  count). 

At  supper  Phyllis  said,  and  only  said, 
But  said  it  very  often  : — "  Thank  you,  no." 

And  Doris,  last  and  best,  agreed  with  him 

That  gas  was  nicer  than  electric  light, 

That  candles  gave  a  nicer  light  than  gas, 

That  homo,  sweet  home  was  wholly  lit  by  gas, 

A  nicer  light  than  was  electric  light, 

But,  on  the  other  hand,  less  nice  than  candles, 

That  it  was  time  they  had  another  dance, 

That  candle-light  was  not  as  nice  as  gas, 

Nor  gas  as  nice  ....  Ah  !  there 's  the  band  again. 

Thus  on  the  morrow  he  returned  to  Town 
With  mind  refreshed  by  interesting  facts 
And  subtle  jests  and  wonderful  ideas. 


"  Children  can  hear  high  notes  to  which  even  keen-eared  ciders  in 
the  prime  of  life  arc  dumb." — Daily  Mail, 


IN    THE    CONFEDERATE    CHAMBER. 

"  BUT  are  you  quite  sure — 

I  was  going  to  ask  if  it  was  quite  safe  for  me  to  proceed 
any  further  on  my  desperate  mission,  but  my  companion 
interrupted  me. 

"  Hush,"  he  whispered,  "  don't  talk  so  loud  or  you  might 
be  discovered.  Of  course  the  mask  and  the  black  cloak 
make  you  look  just  like  one  of  us,  and  I  know  you  agree 
with  us  heart  and  soul — everybody  does — but  it 's  best  not 
to  raise  your  voice.  They  're  all  the  kindest  creatures  in 
the  world  unless  you  contradict  them  or  argue  with  them, 
and  then  they  carry  on  like  mad  things.  Even  -  -  (he 
mentioned  the  name  of  a  great  statesman  from  Worcestershire) 
"  is  a  regular  LEO  when  he's  roused.  Ha,  ha  !  You  see  it, 
don't  you  ?  So  please  be  very  careful  about  arguing  in  here. 
Besides  it  wouldn't  be  any  good.  They  lured  poor  CIIIO/ZA 
MONEY  in  here  yesterday ;  told  him  it  was  to  be  a  fair  and 
square  debate,  and  lie  was  to  be  allowed  to  talk  for  an  hour. 
Of  course  he  never  had  a  chance.  They  gagged  him  and 
bound  him  and  sat  him  in  that  chair  and  read  Tariff  Reform 
pamphlets  to  him  for  a  couple  of  hours.  Plucky  little  chap, 
you  know,  is  CHIOZZA  ;  but,  Lord  bless  you,  it  wasn't  a  bit 
of  good.  He  might  just  as  well  have  taken  it  quietly.  Any- 
how, he  won't  want  to  come  back.  No,  he  didn't,  faint — 
jufct  had  a  couple  of  apoplectic  fits,  and  then  they  let  him  go." 

At  this  moment  I  heard  a  series  of  blood-curdling  yells 
from  a  dim  corner  of  the  chamber.  "Good  heavens !  "  I 
said  under  my  breath.  "What's  that?"  "Oh,"  said  my 
friend,  "that's  one  of.  the  worst  cases  we've  ever  had  to 
deal  with.  He  comes  from  Norwood — name  of  BOWLES. 
They  're  giving  him  the  torture  of  the  sixth  question,  feeding 
him  on  Australian  wool  soaked  in  Australian  Burgundy  to 
try  and  make  him  say  'Preference,'  but  he's  an  obstinate 
beggar.  They  '11  have  to  get  the  Retaliation  wedges  into  his 
legs  if  they  mean  to  shake  him.  Listen." 

A  solemn  voice  was  now  heard  in  a  sort  of  chant: — 
"Prisoner,"  it  intoned,  "the  Confederacy  is  strong,  but  it 
is  generous.  If  you  will  now  say  '  Pref.,'  only  one  syllable, 
we  shall  be  satisfied." 

"  Never,"  said  a  voice  in  the  feeble  but  dauntless  tones  in 
which  I  had  some  difficulty  in  recognizing  the  accents  which 
have  so  often  delighted  the  House  of  Commons.  "  Never. 
You  may  proceed  with  your  work." 

"  Torturer,"  sang  the  solemn  voice,  "  give  him  a  pound 
of  wool  and — yes,  that  will  be  the  quickest  way — strap  him 
to  a  Norwegian  window-frame  and  put  a  pipe  of  British 
tobacco  in  his  mouth." 

There  was  a  slight  struggle,  but  the  terrible  masked 
figures  soon  prevailed,  and  my  poor  friend  had  to  go  through 
the  dreadful  ordeal.  His  cheerfulness  was  seemingly  un- 
impaired by  his  sufferings,  and  he  cast  many  a  proud  Free 
Trade  glance  at  his  relentless  persecutors.  "It's  a  pity," 
said  my  guide,  "  a  great  pity.  He  '11  have  to  toe  the  line  in 
the  end,  you  know.  They  Ve  all  had  to.  Look  at  BALFOUIJ. 
He  stood  out  quite  a  long  time,  but  when  we  put  the 
Birmingham  screw  on  him  he  caved  in.  He 's  often  with  us 
now.  By  the  way  he  's  to  preside  over  his  cousin's  examina- 
tion to-morrow.  Cousin  ROBERT  's  not  an  easy  man — far  from 
it — but  we've  got  everything  ready  for  him,  racks,  wedges, 
red-hot  pokers,  shirt  of  English-made  tin-tacks,  and  broken 
glass  for  his  feet.  My  dear  chap,  it'll  be  a  regular  beano. 
I  've  got  a  spare  ticket  for  the  show,  Won't  you  come  ?  " 

But  I  had  seen  enough,  and  with  a  few  hasty  words  of 
thanks  to  my  amiable  conductor  I  hurried  from  the  chamber. 

"  Holland  has  nine  miles  of  canal  for  every  100  square  yards  of 
surface." — From  "  Things  You  should  Knoic,"  Glasgow  Evening  News. 

Many  a  happy  home  ha.s  been  wrecked  through  ignorance 
of  this  small  point, 
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THE  SINS  OF  THE  FATHERS. 

[After  describing  a  paper  read  before  thf 
Eogenica  Kduratinii  S<«'iety,  present  ng  statis- 
tics of  the  marriages  of  first  cousins,  The  Journal 
«f  Eilimiiioii  says:  "Teachers  should  bear  in 
mind  tli.-it  tin-  abnormal  stupidity  of  Smith 
miii'ir  n;a>  !»•  due  to  Smith  jx're'g  ignorance  of 

Engeaics.  ] 

0  MIKAPKUI.  Doctor,  ccafo  to  frown 

And  fling  your  cane  away  ! 
Turn,   turn    your   ruflled    shirt-sleeves 
down  ! 

Birch  not  the  brat  to-day  ! 
Ah.  strike  not  while  your  blood  is  hot, 

Hut  pause,  I  do  beseech  you, 
And,  while  you  may,  consider  what 

Eugenics  have  to  teach  you. 

A  puny  boy  that  scarce  can  stand, 

His  knees  are  trembling  so, 
Watches  the  weapon  in  your  hand 

In  terror-stricken  wo?. 
Ah,  Doctor,  pause  while  there  is  time 

And  let  the  babe  be  pitied  ! 
What  is  the  unpardonable  crime 

Smith  minor  has  committed  ? 

Ho  is,  no  doubt,  a  dreadful  dunco — 

Hut  what  could  you  expect? 
Kind  I  Victor,  spare  the  rod  for  once, 

And,  if  you  please,  reflect. 
He  scarce  deserves  so  grim  a  fate 

For  being  stupid,     llather 
Your  vengeful  rod  should  castigate 

Smith  minors  guilty  father. 

Right  well  do  you  deserve  the  tawse. 

For  black  your  crime,  Smith  pen1 ! 
You  flouted  all  eugenic  laws 

In  marrying  Smith  mrir. 
Eugenic  maids  aiound  you  grew  ; 

You  might  have  had  a  dozen, 
And  yet  you  needs  must  go  and  woo, 

0  fool,  a  full  first  cousin. 

But  let  us  not  be  hard.    Perchance, 

Smith  j>cre,  upon  the  whole 
Your  crime  was  rather  ignorance 

Than  villainy  of  soul. 
In  your  young  days  no  forms  were  file  1 

By  learned  statisticians 
To  show  the  world  what  sort  of  child 

Results  from  what  conditions. 

But  those  dark  times  are  swept  aside. 

Smith  minor,  when  he  warms 
With  ]»ve's  young  dream,  will  be  sup- 
plied 

With  blank  eugenic  forms; 
And  when  he  comes  to  take  his  place 

At  dinneis  and  at  dances, 
lie '11  hand  a  form  with  courtly  graee 

To  any  girl  he  fancies. 

And    when    the    forms    have    all    been 
cheeked, 

And  eaeh  assigned  due  weight, 
Smith  minor  will  with  care  select 

The  most  eugenic  mate. 
Then,  Doc-tor,  spare,  as  kindness  bids  ! 

If  little  Smith  is  stupid, 
He  may  beget  eugenic  kids 

Without  regard  to  Cupid. 


OUR    SPOILT    BARBARIANS. 

Dorothy.   "  I  WONDER   IF   vou'n   BE  GOOD-NATI-I:I:I>  FN<m:n   TO  com  DOWN  TO  rg  FOB 

THE  WEKK-END  ox  KRIIHY.     WE  sim.i.  HE  sn»»mi;  THE  MIVEBTS." 

YitlllKJ  Illnod.    "All.    u.-.       1    Hvu      IM       ('••  K-   ONLY,   I   PRESIDE?     Wcl.L,  TO   »f.  QCITl  FRASK 

WITH  you,  LADY  DOROTHY,  IT  AIN'T  GOOD  Esorcii." 

Lady  Dorothy.   "THEN  PERHAPS  YOU   WOULDN'T   MIND  comso  LATER  os  FOR  A   FEW  BITS' 

HUNTING?" 

Young  Blood.  "  SORRY.    NEVER  BUST  OCT  OF  LEICESTERSHIBE." 

l.<i<l:j  Itarotlnj.  "  WELL.  IHAXK  vn   KOI:  i  ISTEMVI  :•>  Mr.  ANYH"»  ;  n  '.-  •  •  'P  "F  T< 


HORSE-POWER. 

[The  horse  which  recently  kicked  down  many 
yards  of  the  parapet  of  the  bridge  at  M:ii'l> 
head  is  said  to  have  caused  nmrh  l.x-il  ri 
of  the  whole  structure.     It  is  hoped  that   the 
following  lines  may  attract  the  attention  of  the 
critics.] 

IF  a  bridge  is  wrecked,  shall  the  architect 

Never  escape  the  blame  ? 
If  a  few  yards  fall,  must  the  masons  all 

Share  in  a  common  shame? 


Perish  the  thought !    They  built  as  they 

ought, 

They  built  for  the  stress  they  knew; 
It  was  well  designed  against  flood  and 

wind, 
Or  the  punt  with  a  C<x-kney  crew. 

Hut   the   kick  of  a   horse  —  0  mystic 

What  shall  withstand  the  shix-k  ? 
Only  a  bridge  with  a  parapet  ridge 
ially  planned  <i<l  Itnck. 
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SCYLLA    AND    CHARYBDIS. 

"WAS   IT  YOC  AS  CHUCKED  THAT  THERE   STONE  AT   ME  LAST  NIGHT?      TELL  TUB  TBUTH  NOW,   AN1    IF   YER   SAY   IT   WASN'T  I 'l,L   'IT   YEK   'AED  !  ' 


THE  WHITE  PHEASANT. 

IT  is  wild,  it  is  wet,  it  is  windy, 

The  daylight 's  beginning  to  fail, 
And  through  the  bare  branches  are  booming 

The  gusts  of  a  gathering  gale, 
And  over  the  tree  tops  in  majesty  sailing 

He  comes — the  White  Pheasant — the  wind  in  his  tail ! 

'Twas  in  June  the  first  time  that  I  saw  him, 

A  ball  of  the  creamiest  down, 
When  the  coops  in  the  park  were  surrounded 

With  dozens  of  babies  in  brown, 
On  the  slope  by  the  keeper's  that  faced  to  the  sunshine, 

1  .IT  yet  cann;  the  Autumn  with  blood  on  her  gown. 

On  the  morning  they  shot  the  home  coverts, 

It  was  then  that  I  saw  him  again, 
.When  he  soared  in  the  pride  of  his  plumage 

Whore  the  guns  were  lined  out  in  the  lane, 
Aloft  in  the  blue,  showing  bright  as  a  snowflake 

Unscathed  by  the  pellets  that  pelted  in  vain  ! 

He  passed  on  the  wings  of  the  morning, 

O'er  barrels  uplifted  to  slay  ; 
But  I  met  him  again  in  the  turnips, 

For  he  rose  at  my  boot  the  same  day  ; 


He  found  me  unloaded — I  'd  blazed  at  a  rabbit — 
And  went,  unsaluted,  his  vagabond  way. 

And  now,  the  last  chance  of  the  Season, 
He  swings  o'er  the  firs  straight  and  tall, 

While  swiftly  the  dusk  of  the  evening 
Spreads  out  on  the  woods  like  a  pall, 

And  I  wait  in  the  wind  for  this  final  appearance 
'Ere  the  curtain  (a  fire-proof  !)  descends  over  all. 

Bang!  Bang!  in  the  bois'.erous  gloaming 

The  powder  blows  back  in  my  eye, 
And  he  's  gone  on  the  track  of  the  sunset, 

Flying  strongly  and  ever  more  high  ; 
Well,  if  in  the  meantime  a  fox  doesn't  get  him, 

Good-bye  till  we  meet  in  November — good-bye  ! 


The  Limit. 

A  Southport  tailor,  having  had  some  of  his  goods 
damaged  by  a  water  burst,  advertises  a  Salvage  Sale  with 
these  words  : — • 

"  ITALIAN  EARTHQUAKE. — Here  we  have  a  similar  case,  only  on  a. 
smaller  scale,  for  which  there  is  no  remedy  only  practical  and  sympa- 
thetic help.  Mr. ,  under  the  circumstances,  feels  sure  the  public 

will,  as  hitherto,  show  their  sympathy  by  their  orders." 
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AFFORESTATION'S  ARTFUL  AID. 

\\'mn   NYMPHS.    "THANK    YOU    SO    MUCH.      THIS 'LL    MAKE    A    BKAITIKfL    II' >ME    FOR    US   IN 
1EAKS    TO   COME." 

Ex-UxKMpjxjrai).   "THAT    MAY  BE,  MISS.      BUT    WHAT    I   LIKE    ABOUT    IT    IS,  IT'S    MAKING  A 
JOB   FOR   ME   TO-DAY." 
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THE    TARIFF    REFORM    SKATING-RINK. 


MINISTERS  AS  SCHOOLBOYS. 

THE  remarkable  reminiscences  con- 
tributed to  The  Daily  Mail  by  a  school- 
fellow of  Mr.  HALDAME,  describing  tlio 

WAR  MINISTER  as  a  boy  of  a  substantial 
figure  and  wearing  knickerbockers  with 
red  stockings,  have  brought  us  a 
number  of  supplementary  recollections 

of  Mr.  HU.IIANF.'S  colleagues.  From 
the>e  we  select  the  following  as  perhaps 
most  vividly  palpitant  with  immu'iitous 
actuality. 

MR.   ASQIUTH   AND  TIIE   CABBAGE   LEAF. 

Sin, — Though  nearly  forty-four  years 
have  elapsed  since  "  we  twa  .  .  .  paidlcd 
in  the  bum"  together,  or,  perhaps.  I 
should  say,  "  thogither,"  I  still  pre- 
serve a  distinct  recollection  of  the 
I'KIMI:  MIM-IKI;  at  school.  Even  then 
he  had  a  robust  figure,  and  generally 
wore  cheek  trousers  and  side-spring 
boots. 

Few  people  nowadays  associate  Mr. 
ASQUITII  with  cricket,  but  as  a  matter  of 
fact  he  was  a  very  useful  "  curly  "  lob 
bowler,  while  the  imperturbable  serenity 


of  his  countenance  had  a  disconcerting 
effect  on  those  who  bowled  at  him.  I 
remember  that  when  he  played  cricket 
he  always  wore  boots  in  preference  to 
shoes,  and  sported  a  blue  belt  which 
set  off  his  figure  admirably.  He  was,  I 
may  add,  the  first  boy  in  the  second 
eleven  at  the  City  of  London  School 
who  ever  wore  a  cabbage  leaf  in  his 
cap  to  guard  against  sunstroke.  When 
this  was  brought  to  the  notice  of  Dr. 
AnDOTT,  he  at  once  observed  "Mark  my 
word,  that  boy's  brains  are  worth  pro- 
tecting, and  he  knows  it."  EZRA  Jore. 
.'  <l,M,:  Tiilsc  1 1  ill. 

Mit  BIRRELL'S  PETS. 

Snt,  It  w,-.s  my  good  fortune  to 
spend  a  year  in  the  middle  s-ixties  at 
the  same  school  with  Mr.  BIRREIJ.,  whose  \ 
taste  in  dress  remains  vividly  impressed 
on  my  memory.  Sturdy  and  thick-set 
in  figure  he  affected  the  peg-top  trousers 
then  in  vogue,  and  on  Sundays  generally 
wore  a  blue  swallow-tail  coat  with  brass 
buttons,  a  maroon  plush  waistcoat  and  a 
beaver  hat,  the  tout  cntn-inhle  being 
stvlish  in  the  extreme. 


Admirers  of  Mr.  I'.IKIM  11.  will  not 
easily  associate  him  with  sport,  but  in 
those  days  he  was  a  crack  shot  with  a 
saloon  pistol  and  kept  several  guinea- 
pigs  as  well  as  silk-worms,  the  latter 
doubtless  foreshadowing  his  distinction 
at  the  Bar.  1'i 

,  Bufkt. 


MR.  LLOYD-GEORGE  AS  ATHLETE. 

SIR,  —  It  was  my  privilege  some  thirty 
years  ago  to  be  a  class-mate  of  the 
(  'IHMKIJ/IR  OF  THE  KxiiftWER  at  IJanys- 
lymdwy  School.  He  was  then,  as  now, 
slim  and  spare  of  figure,  and  wore  sage 
green  pantaloons  with  Rand-shoes. 

Few  persons  would  believe  that  Mr. 
I.iMii--<  iioiifiE  was,  as  a  boy,  a  dashing 
three-quarter  back.  I  shall  never  forget 
a  wonderful  run  that  he  once  made, 
turning  and  twisting  like  a  humanised 
eel  as  he  dodged  all  his  opponents- 
some  of  them  men  of  colossal  stature  — 
and  finally  landed  the  ball  behind  the 
go.d-jioats.  A  whole  holiday  is  still 
granted  to  the  school  on  the  anniversary 
of  this  marvellous  exploit,  which  ha* 
been  the  subject  of  countless  pennillions. 
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COMPETITION  FOE  THE  DESIGN  OF  THE  GREAT  PYRAMID.    THE  JUDGES  DISCUSSING  THE  RELATIVE  MERITS  OF  THE  COMPETITORS'  WOIIK. 


I  have  never  seen  him  in  FaiTament, 
but  liis  attitude  in  class  when  answering 
a  question  was  extraordinarily  impres- 
sive. With  hand  uplifted  and  head 
erect,  and  eyes  turned  back  as  if  delving 
into  the  inmost  depths  of  his  subliminal 
self,  he  would  chant  his  answer  in  a 
rich  fruity  tremolo  that  hypnotized  the 
master,  and  invariably  secured  for  him 
the  maximum  marks.  I  can  still  repeat 
some  of  his  impromptu  poems,  which 
elicited  from  the  headmaster  the  witty 
remark  that,  if  he  had  lived  in  the  reign 
of  AUGUSTUS,  he  and  not  VIRGIL  would 
have  written  the  Georgics. 

(Rev.)  TOOT  PANDY. 

Cried  ctli;  N.  Wales. 

\   Xi;i  HIM.  'UNIT.!!  TYPE. 

Sin,— I  have  only  a  vague  recollection 
of  the  present  FOKKICN  MINISTER  at  his 
and  my  private  school,  and,  like  many  of 
li is  school  contemporaries,  often  wonder 
that  he  should  ever  have  risen  to 
eminence.  Unobtrusive  in  dress  and 
manners,  he  never  suid  or  did  anything 
furnishing  materials  for  good  "copy." 
He  was  actually  fonder  of  fishing  than 
cricket,  and,  in  general,  entirely  failed 
to  model  his  life  on  the  great  principles 
enunciated  by  Mr.  PETEH  KEAKY  ii  his 
splendid  manuals  of  efficiency.  These 
reminiscences  will,  I  think,  explain  why 
jt  is  that  the  FOBEICJT  SECRETARY  cuts 


such  a  meagre  and  unimpressive  figure 
in  the  personal  columns  of  our  en- 
lightened democratic  press. 

Balham.  AIREY  EELES. 


WALKS  IN  LIFE. 

THE  Roller-skate  Walk,  introduced  by 
Mrs.  NICHOLAS  Loxr,  WORTH  nnd  Miss  ETHEL 
ROOSEVELT  (says  the  Washington  corre- 
spondent, of  The  Evening  Standard), 
promises  to  outshine  the  Gibson  Walk 
in  popularity.  It  is  a  cross  between  the 
military  tread  of  the  chorus  girl  in 
comic  opera  and  the  glide  of  the 
premier  toe  dancer.  The  ball  of  the 
foot  is  planted  first,  the  legs  are  kept 
straight,  tlie  body  erect  on  the  hips,  and 
as  far  as  possible  the  walker  glides. 

This  looks  a  little  complicated,  but  is 
nothing  to  some  other  modes  of  pro- 
gression we  have  lately  heard  of.  For 
instance,  the  Bangor  Flit  is  a  com- 
promise between  a  motor-car  spill  and 
"shooting  the  moon."  After  giving 
one  wild  look,  the  flitter  glissades  as 
fast  as  possible  to  the  nearest  railway 
station,  and,  before  knowing  where  or 
who  she  is,  is  found,  say,  at  Oban. 

The  Aldershot  Scoot  is  a  combination 
of  "  ducks  and  drakes "  and  an  earth- 
quake. For  the  first  half-second  it  is 
all  plane  sailing,  and  then  something 
gives  way  and  you  come  violently  to 


mother  earth.  After  a  month  of  repairs, 
you  begin  again  and  repeat  the  evolu- 
tion, covering  quite  a  lot  of  ground — 
with  debris.  It  armises  foreigners. 

The  Banana  Slide  tempers  the  delights 
of  the  Irottoir  roulant  with  the  abruptness 
of  a  bomb  explosion.  It  can  be  prac- 
tised anywhere  where  there  is  a  pave- 
ment and  a  crowd  of  appreciative  small 
boys,  and  is  largely  affected  by  elderly 
foot  passengers. 

The  Ski-who-must-be-obeyed  Shuffle 
unites  the  gait  of  a  dancing  bear  with 
the  struggles  of  an  inverted  cockroach, 
when  the  effort  to  compass  a  Telemark 
Turn  lands  the  performer  in  a  snow- 
drift.  

The  motto  which  appears  at  the  head 
of  the  menu  at  a  Folkestone  hotel  is 
Semper  Idem.  This  is  translated  by  the 
guests  as  "  Mutton  Again." 


Charity  to  Man  and  Beast. 

The  successor  to  the  late  Raja 
GOKULDAS  has,  according  to  The  Pioneer 
Mail,  announced  that  he  has  "  remitted 
the  debts  of  his  tenants  to  the  extents  of 
one  lakhs  of  rupees,"  and  "  presented  a 
set  of  Encyclopaedia  Britanniea  to  the 
library  of  the  station  of  a  village  for 
feeding  stray  cows  and  other  cattle  in 
that  station." 
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THE  WHOLE  ART  OF  SHOOTING: 

BKIXU  SOMK  OIISKIIVAIIDNS  OK  A 
DEAD  SHOT. 

["  De  mortula  nil  nisi  bonum."] 

differ  as  to  the  principal 
which  should  determine  every 
young  Briton  to  become  a  good  shot. 
Some  will  tell  him  that  he  may  at  any 
time  be  called  upon  to  defend  his  hearth 
(unless  he  usoa  ga3-stoves)  from  the 
foreign  invader. 

Others  will  tell  him  of  the  glories  of 
Sport  for  Sport's  Sake.  And  here  his 
aunts  will  remind  him  of  the  miseries 
of  Pneumonia  for  Wet  Feet's  Sake. 

Yet  others  will  tell  him  of  the  delight 
of  sending  a  friend  a  brace  of  peewits, 
tapirs  or  wombats. 

Still  others,  who  have  shot  themselves 
sick  in  their  downy  days,  will  tell  him 
that  the  costume  alone  justifies  the 
thing. 

After  some  study  of  the  various 
allurements,  one  can  but  think  that 
there  is  something  in  the  dictum  of 
this  last  class —something  almost  true 
in  what  they  say. 

The  kit's  the  thing.  Although  a 
considerable  amount  of  shooting  may 
1  r  done  in  the  Home  Counties,  begin- 
ning in  quite  mild  seasons  of  the  year, 
don't  let  this  fact  weigh  for  anything 
when  you  are  getting  your  outfit.  Get 
something  heavy  enough  for  the  rigours 
of  the  Arctic  Circle. 

A  shooting-coat  is  called  so  because  it 
is  a  thing  you  wear  for  potting,  or 
bedding-out,  or  an  odd  day's  window- 
gla/ing  (just  as  riding-breeches  get 
their  name  from  being  used  for  pro- 
menades on  the  Marine  Parade). 

It  should  be  built  of  Harris,  Donegal 
•ir  Qampstead  tweed,  lined  with  walrus- 
hide,  faced  with  corrugated-iron,  and 
trimmed  with  virgin  cork.  Refuse  all 
substitutes  for  the  last  material ;  it 
floats. 

According  to  your  tailor,  the  shoot- 
ing-coat, "  what  is  a  shooting-coat," 
must  have  plenty  of  pockets.  A  fair 
allowance  is  fourteen,  though  Mr.  I1'.  ( '. 
Si  1 01  s.  one  of  the  biggest  big-game 
men,  specifies  fifteen  in  his  books. 
The  idea  of  having  so  many  pockets 
would  appear  to  be  as  follows  :  One  can 
put  all  the  impedimenta  of  every-day 
use — nail-nippers,  pipe,  pouch,  cigarette- 
ease,  match-box,  keys,  office  dittoes, 
time-table,  card -case,  pencil,  fountain 
pen,  eraser,  note-book,  to  mention  those 
that  occur  must  readily  to  mind — into 
the  pockets  of  one's  shooting-coat  Put 
each  in  one  pocket.  Have  a  place  for 
every  individual  thing,  and  keep  every- 
thing in  its  place.  Then,  just  as  a  bird, 
Inast  or  fish  comes  down  wind,  or  up 
wind,  or  in  any  direction  relative  to  the 
wind,  affording  one  a  shot,  one  cai  say, 


"MURDER    WILL    OUT." 

Host  (to  son  of  a  netc  neighbour).  "  GOOD  HBAVESS,  BOT  !  DOS'T  roc  KSOW  BCTTEI  THAU  TO 

SHOOT   A   FOX  ? " 

Roy.  "OH— KR— I  DIDN'T  KJIOW.    Wg  ALWATS  DO  AT  UOMK." 


"  Tut  tut !  I  believe  I  've  left  my  keys 
behind  !  "  fumble  iu  one's  pockets,  and 
so  manage  to  let  the  bird,  beast  or  fi»h 
get  well  out  of  range. 

By  executing  tins  manoeuvre  you 
achieve  many  most  desirable  ends.  You 
save  a  cartridge — two,  if  the  bird,  beast 
or  fi>h  is  travelling  slowly — give  your- 
self the  satisfaction  of  knoicmg  you'd 
have  potted  it  if  you'd  fired,  and 
prevent  your  fellow-guns  airing  their 
pretty  wit  at  the  expense  of  your  eleva- 
tion, or  trajectory,  or  parabola,  or 
something.  Now  it  is  to  be  hoped 
the  student  sees  the  reason  for  such  a 
multiplicity  of  pockets 

Each  pocket  should  have  a  box-pleat 
running  vertically  down  the  centre,  and 
at  least  one  leather  button  on  its  flap. 
These  buttons  should  be  nearly  spherical, 


of  at  least  an  inch  in  diameter,  and  weigh 
about  two  ounces  each.  The  back  of 
the  coat  should  have  expanding  pleats, 
a  cowl,  aneroid  barometer  and  Cape- 
cart  hood. 

Some  sportsmen  favour  tails  others 
prefer  a  peaky  semi-Directoire  cutaway. 
This  is  a  matter  of  taste. 

The  sleeves,  at  the  shoulder,  should 

i  be  leg-o'-mutton,  rueite,  and  cut  on  the 

j  bias.      Detachable   non-skid   epaulette* 

may  or  may  not  IK-  worn.     At  the  wrist 

both  sleeves  should  have  bear-skin  cuffs, 

tin'  hair  about  four  inches  long.     This 

prevents   wounded    birds    falling   down 

the  sleeve  and  gives   the  cwit  a  natty 

appvurai 

Now  for  the  nether  garment.  Breeches 
arc  most  in  vo^ue  now,  with  a  sliding 
seat  (whose  use  will  be  found  when  one 
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has  hurriedly  to  vacate  a  lofty  elm's 
topmost  fork,  in  rabbit  shooting).  They 
should  be  constructed  of  gopher  cor- 
duroy, pitched  within  and  without,  and 
should  have  an  easily-identified  symbol 
neatly  crewel-stitched  in  red  silk,  so  that 
one  can  tell  which  is  the  front.  Most 
handy,  this,  when  dressing  for  king- 
fisher shooting,  which  necessitates  early 
rising  on  dark  mornings.  It  is  usual 
to  cut  shooting-pants  with  two  legs. 
The  man  who,  when  ordering  trouser- 
ines  for  shooting,  fails  to  specify  a 
double  allowance  of  brace  buttons  fore 
and  aft,  is  guilty  of  contributory  negli- 
gence. 

The  best  footwear  for  shooting  is  a 
pair  of  brown  brogue  shoes,  with  red 
enamelled  tongues,  and  spur  blocks. 
Some  prefer  pumps,  I  know,  but  I  stick 
to  my  guns  in  this  matter,  and  plump 
for  brogues.  Socks  of  the  piston-ring 
or  aurora  lorcalls  pattern  are  de  rigueur 
just  now;  they  should  match,  be  worn 
a  I  'insouciance,  and  be  free  from  open- 
work as  to  the  heels. 

Gaiters  you  must  have.  The  hedge- 
sparrow,  though  able  to  relish  a  joke 
with  the  best  of  birds,  has  a  rooted 
aversion  to  bare  knees,  and,  as  even 
Blosse  and  Crackvvell  seldom  turn  out 
a  pair  of  gunning-shorts  that  come 
below  the  patella,  the  man  who  goes 
afield  with  exposed  knees  takes  his 
puncturable  epidermis  in  his  hands,  so 
to  speak.  The  gaiters  must  be  of  wart- 
hog  hide,  tanned  with  Squarson's  vinegar 
and  coal  tar.  This  gives  them  that  rich, 
fruity  appearance  so  pleasing  to  the 
refined  palate. 

The  vest  is  a  matter  of  opinion.  If 
you  wear  shirts  and  things,  there  is 
really  no  need  to  employ  a  waistcoat, 
except  your  natural  desire  to  avoid  being 
mistaken  for  a  tar  from  H.M.S.  Buzzard. 

Your  tie  should  be  very  fierce.  You 
may  drop  across  a  tiger  at  any  time,  and 
although  the  human  eye  is  well  known 
to  exercise  a  wonderful  influence  over 
the  giant  cat  of  the  Midlands  a  gunner 
with  even  two  eyes  is  not  so  well  pre- 
pared for  an  encounter  as  he  who 
wears  a  decided  Paisley  tie.  Such  at 
least  is  my  reading  of  the  evidence. 

Now  for  the  sportsman's  head.  You 
limy  wear  a  polo  cap,  a  pitli  helmet  with 
a  Trinity  (Dublin)  band,  or  a  Gibus.  If 
your  purse  is  to  be  considered,  you  can 
get  some  very  maidenly  effects  in  green 
felt  Tyrolese  chapeaux.  Personally,  I 
id  ways  affect  a  tweed  roundabout.  As 
this  is  your  shooting  hat,  let  yourself  go 
a  bit,  and  decorate  it  with  three  or  four 
bhillings'-worthof  fishing  tackle.  Half- 
a  dozen  trout  casts,  a  paternoster  or  two, 
a  Texas  Devil  spoon-bait  and  a  landing 
net  (not  necessarily  on  the  handle)  are 
the  least  you  can  sport.  Remember  that 
the  hat  proclaims  the  sportsman.  The 
uneasiness  aphoristically  associated  with 


the  head  that  wears  a  crown  is  nothing 
to  the  tristesse  of  a  man  at  a  big  shoot 
who  wears  a  simple  sun-bonnet,  just 
like  one  of  II.  V.  ESMOND'S  heroines. 

Now  comes  the  matter  of  a  gun.  If 
you.  are  going  to  shoot  only  now  and 
then,  over  week-ends  (and  some  of  my 
happiest  Sundays  have  been  spent  among 
the  roots  down  Harpenden  way,  bowling 
over  caterpillars\  make  shift  with  a  pair 
of  hammerless  ejectors.  But  if  you  are 
going  to  follow  the  calendar,  and  shoat 
from  partridges  to  parrakeets,  right 
round  the  year,  you  cannot  do  better 
than  get  a  Daisy  air- rifle  from  Jamage's, 
alongside  the  blind  newsvendor's  cabin, 
in  Holborn.  You  may  take  it  as  being 
true  that  a  really  good  gun  cannot  be  got 
for  a  smaller  sum  than  three  half-crowns, 
unless  you  hang  round  auction -rooms  and 
get  a  Manxman  to  bid  for  you,  when  you 
see  something  good  in  the  catalogue. 
The  gun  is  everything — even  more.  A 
guest  who  turns  up  at  a  country-house 
with  a  bow  and  arrows,  catapult,  or  even 
a  "  footpad's  terror "  Derringer,  is  not 
reckoned  very  smart  in  these  days. 

In  selecting  a  gnme-bag,  get  one  of 
those  Canadian  -  Indian  articles  from 
Dossenheimer's,  in  Slioe  Lane.  They 
may  be  distinguished  at  sight  by  the 
fringe,  which  is  of  wigwam  or  wampum. 
I  have  a  sneaking  preference  for  the  latter. 
This  game-bag  should  not  be  too  large. 
If  it  will  accommodate  a  couple  of  ten- 
pointers  (as  the  sportsman  designates 
the  larger-built  chaffinches)  it  will  pro- 
bably serve  your  purpose. 

Now  for  ammunition.  If  you  take 
the  trouble  to  run  down  to  Whale  Island 
you  can  often  pick  up  some  old  Service 
stuff  cheaply.  It  is  simply  a  matter  of 
squaring  the  Admiralty  office-boy.  But 
be  sure  you  know  the  bore  and  stroke  of 
your  weapon.  Those  most  commonly  in 
use  are  90  m/m  by  120  m/m,  with 
mechanically-operated  inlet  valves  and 
ample  water-jackels.  If  you  turn  up  at 
a  shoot  with  a  '22  Belgian  clavicle- 
smasher  and  two  hundred  rounds  of  4'7 
blank,  ten  to  one  the  other  fellows  will 
think  you  are  a  green  hand.  Speaking 
of  colours,  Sir  HIRAM  MAXIM  has  laid 
down  the  law  that  the  colouration  of 
cartridge-cases  has  little  bearing  upon 
the  effectiveness  of  their  contents.  I 
always  use  pink ;  but  VIRCHOW  has 
argued  with  some  force  that  they  should 
really  chime  in  nicely  with  one's  socks 
or  tie. 

I  find  that  the  limitations  of  space 
will  not  allow  me  to  say  anything  about 
the  use  of  the  gun,  but  that  is,  after  all, 
a  trivial  matter ;  it 's  the  costume  and 
the  implements  that  really  count. 


Regrettable  Tragedy  in  Denmark. 

"  HAMLET  EXQULFED  BY  MUD." — "  Daily  Mail " 
Headline. 


GREAT    ARTIST'S    EARLY   DAYS. 
PATHETIC  LECTURE. 

TIIE  last  of  the  deeply  interesting 
series  of  lectures  on  "The  Altruism  of 
Art "  was  delivered  by  Professor  the 
Right  Hon.  and  Reverend  Sir  Halbert 
Firconer  at  Olympia  on  Friday  night. 

The  Professor,  who  wore  the  uniform 
of  the  Blue  Bavarian  Cuirassiers,  of 
which  he  is  honorary  bandmaster,  de- 
voted his  address  to  a  recital  of  his 
early  struggles  and  the  .conquest  of 
difficulties  which  might  have  daunted 
a  less  intrepid  and  versatile  artistic 
descendant  of  the  Ammt.vm-:  CRICHTON: 

His  first  studio,  said  Sir  Ilalbert,  was 
the  disused  stable  of  a  giraffe,  being 
some  12  feet  square  and  24  feet  high. 
Yet  it  was  in  this  circumscribed  area 
that  he  set  to  work  on  his  famous 
picture,  The  Last  of  the  Great  Eastern. 
For  that  canvas  it  was  necessary  for 
him  to  fix  a  seat  halfway  up  one  wall 
and  strap  himself  into  it  while  he 
painted  sideways.  But  one  day.  in 
order  to  work  at  the  bows  of  the  vessel, 
he  had  to  fix  his  seat  20  feet  from  the 
ground,  and,  one  of  the  straps  breaking, 
he  was  precipitated  head-first  into  a 
barrel  of  burnt  umber,  from  which  he 
was  extricated  with  great  difficulty  by  a 
passing  policeman,  who  heard  his  shouts 
and  rushed  in  to  his  assistance. 

A  strange  feeling  of  drowsiness  came 
over  him,  premonitory  of  a  total  eclipse 
of  his  powers.  But  the  picture  had  at 
all  hazards  to  be  finished  for  that  year's 
Academy — the  only  question  was  how  'i 
To  stave  off  the  feeling  of  lassitude,  he 
drank  strong  coffee  every  five  mimitps 
for  three  weeks,  whila  to  build  up  his 
strength  he  purchased  an  electric 
battery,  a  keg  of  cod  liver  oil,  and 
fifteen  peach-fed  California!!  hatr.s.  Sj 
the  great  work  was  done,  and  a  gleam 
of  sunshine  irradiated  his  gloom  when 
an  unknown  patron  purchased  the  pic- 
ture for  £5,000  before  it  was  sent  into 
the  Academy,  where  it  was  the  cynosure 
of  every  eye.  Within  a  week  of  the 
opening  of  the  Academy  he  had 
received  letters  of  congratulation  from 
two  crowned  heads,  three  archbishops, 
seventeen  belted  earls,  and  the  late 
Mr.  TRACY  TURNERELLI. 

At  a  later  stage  in  his  career,  when 
he  had  painted  300  portraits  of 
M.F.H.'s  in  300  days,  an  unsympathetic 
critic  declared  that  "  Fircouer  could 
paint  men,  but  he  could  not  paint 
animals."  Incensed  by  the  injustice 
of  this  remark,  he  retorted  by 
painting  his  famous  and  colossal  canvas 
of  The  Animals  entering  the  Ark, 
which  completely  paralysed  his  de- 
tractore.  Although  it  was  now  more 
than  fifteen  years  since  that  picture 
was  painted,  it  still  held  the  field  as 
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flic  largest  and  most  exhaustive  repre- 
sentation of  the  great  Noacliian  enter- 
prise, and  to  this  day  ho  still  received 
commissions  from  menagerie  proprietors 
in  both  hemispheres  on  the  strength 
of  it. 

At  a  still  later  stage  another  critic 
declared  that  Firconer  could  never  do 
anything  on  a  canvas  less  than  20  feet 
square— referring,  doubtless,  to  a  series 
of  colossal  groups  which  had  excited 
the  envy  of  incompetent  contemporaries, 
and  caused  several  overrated  old  masters 
to  turn  somersaults  in  their  family 
vaults.  Here  again  his  answer  proved 
that  tbe  brush  is  mightier  than  the 
tongue.  In  the  space  of  six  weeks  he 
painted  on  a  canvas  exactly  the  size  of 
a  threepenny  bit  a  picture  containing 
portraits  of  every  single  member  of  (he 
House  of  Lords.  The  exertion  was 
tremendous,  but  he  kept  himself  going 
by  using  a  Samson  Chest  Developer 
which  increased  his  girlh  by  17  inches, 
and  when  the  picture  was  exhibited  he 
was  at  once  elected  an  honorary  member 
of  the  Microscopical  Society  and  His- 
toriographer Royal  to  the  Mint.  Subse- 
quently ho  received  so  many  Orders 
that  it  became  necessary  for  him  to 
assume  the  title  of  Reverend,  which 
harmonized  at  once  with  his  appearance 
and  the  spiritual  character  of  his  work. 

The  Right  Honourable  Professor  then 
gifve-  ;i  vivid  account  of  his  experiences 
as  honorary  conductor  of  the  band  of 
the  Blue  Bavarian  Cuirassiers,  illus- 
trating his  narrative  with  solos  on  the 
double  -  bass,  the  piccolo,  the  tenor 
trombone  and  the  slide  trumpet.  He 
finally  gave  a  daring  exhibition  of  his 
skill  on  the  trapeze,  danced  a  pavane, 
accompanying  himself  on  the  castanets, 
and  brought. down  the  house  by  singing 
Wot an's  Abschied  in  costume,  with 
a  beard  of  prehistoric  bush  i  ness  and 
volume. 


BELLES  LETTRES   TAKEN  FROM 
LIFE. 

i. 

KMK.MT  from  the  correspondence  of 
an  Indian  native  who  is  anxious  for  his 
son  to  join  a  motor-car  class  : — 

Silt. — Most  respectfully  I  beg  to  say 
hat  1  had  been  brought  up  in  respect"- 
ible  family  who  was  very  loyal  and 
'aiihTul  to  the  Government.  ...  I 
ja ve  a  robust  vernacular  educated  con- 
sisted with  little  English  language.  He 
s  eighteen  years  old.  He  is  so  obidant, 
beughtful  and  upright  in  discharging 
lis  duties  that  he  has  always  been 
bund  Pretty  light  on  his  perch.  Having 
sufficient  mental  and  corporeal  faculties, 
10  is  cordially  desired  to  be  admitted 

it  (tlw   motor-car  class).     I  should 
lighly  be  obliged  if  you  would  kindly 


AN  ECHO  OF  MODERN  JOURNALISM. 

"  I  DO  MISS  MBS.  JOXES.     SHE  TOLD  ME  ALL  THE  XEWS  or  THE  rjuisii." 

"Oil,  THAT  WAS  OXLT  GOSSIP — SO  TROTH   IS   IT." 

"  WKI.L,  THERE,  I  LIKED  TO  'EAR  IT.    TBOTII  on  LIES,  'TWAS  ALL  KBITS  TO  UK." 


order  him  to  be  admitted  in  it.    Expect- 
ing for  your  favourable  reply, 

I  have  the  honour,  Ac. 

n. 

Extract  from  letter  to  clergyman  ask- 
ing advice  about  Old  Ago  Pensions  :  — 

Sm,—  I  am  very  sorry  1  made  such  a 
mistake  in  my  first  letter,  forgetting  my 
maiden  name,  which  was  —  —  .  I 

was  born  1837  or  38.  I  was  very  much 
worried  at  the  time. 


According  to  a  writer  in  Tlie 
'  the  road-hog  is  rapidly  becoming  a 
•araavis."  This  settles  once  and  for  all 
lie  question  whether  pigs  have  wings. 


DEAR  Mi;.  IN  N<  ll,     If  you  are  not 
sick  of  the  subject  may  J  make  one  final 
suggestion   with   regard  to  I  IIP   \\Vlsli 
Motur  ( 'a-..-?     I  laving  jnM  r-  ad  tin 
lady's  latest  account  of  the  arciil. 
wish   to   propose   that  the   labN-t    "To 
the   Memory  of    Miss    VIOIIT    ( 'IUBLEB- 
wourii,"     presumably    already    ordered, 
should  be  proceeded  with. 


'  Mrs.  I  lorcnoc  Smithson  sang  Uny  ballad* 
when  only  a  dot  of  throe,  and  has   ;  - 
off  the  stage  practically  over  unef."—Southpart 
Notta. 

It  was  a  very  cautious  editor  who  put 

in  "  prnrtieally." 
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OUR    BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By  Mr.  Punch's  Staff  of  Learned  Clerks.} 

WHEN,  on  almost  the  first  page  of  T^ady  Letty  Brandon 
LONG),  we  are  told  by  "ANNIE  E.  HOLDSWOHTH"  that  her 
leroine  possesses  an  illegitimate  elder  sister,  Janet,  who  is 
ler  exact  double,  nine  novel  readers  out  of  ten  will  suspect 
:hat  they  are  embarking  upon  a  tale  of  mistaken  identity. 
[t  is  a  suspicion,  however,  which  far  underestimates  the  truth. 
Ijady  Letty  Brandon,  finding  herself  temporarily  freed  by 
;he  departure  for  Africa  of  her  elderly  and  unlovable  husband, 
icrself  goes  to  Italy,  where,  in  the  name  of  a  friend,  Miss 
Blundell  (assumed  for  no  vory  clear  reason),  she  marries 
Maurice  Brooke.  So  far  so  bad  ;  but  shortly  after  the  birth 
o!  a  son  to  the  pair  in  Florence  the  success  of  her  scheme  is 
threatened  by  the  arrival  in  that  city  of  husband  No.  1. 
With  really  admirable  tact  she  decides  to  carry  off  the  situa- 
tion by  pretending,  that  Brooke - 
has  actually  married  Janet.  It 
is  a  little  difficult  at  first,  and 
unfortunately  confusion,  bad 
enough  in  Italy,  becomes  worse 
confounded  when  all  parties 
return  home ;  Sir  Wenttcorih 
and  Lady  Letty  to  Windover 
Court,  and  Maurice  Brooltc  and 
his  wife  (who  is  really  Ixidy  Letty 
too)  to  a  cottage  on  the  estate. 
After  this  one's  mind  breathlessly 
refuses  to  follow  the  heroine  in 
her  Protean  adventures.  It  is 
hard  to  believe  that  a  writer  of 
the  reputation  of  Mrs.  LEE- 
HAMILTON  can  have  intended  us 
to  take  seriously  the  troubles  of 
a  lady  who  has  to  keep  "  running 
round "  like  the  soldiers  in  a 
stage  procession  ;  and  when  the 
heroine,  after  presiding  as  hostess 
of  Windover  at  a  dinner  to 
which  Maurice  Brooke  is  bidden 
as  a  stranger  to  herself,  dashes 
across  the  park  in  time  to  receive 
him  at  the  cottage  on  his  return, 
and  hear  his  comments  upon  her 
supposed  double,  I  myself  laid 
the  book  wistfully  aside. 


The  author's  tackling  of  finance  is 

For  him  new  ground,  but  I  shan't  miss 

His  old  adventurous  romances 
If  all  his  new  come  up  to  this. 

It  is  not  an  easy  thing  nowadays  to  think  out  a  new  villain, 
but  I  believe  Mr.  PERCY  WHITE  has  done  it.  In  The  Rescuer 
(CHAPMAN  AND  HALL),  Athclstan,  a  young  man  with  dark  hair 
and  penetrating  eyes,  is  making  the  most  of  the  fact  that 
the  late  Edgar  Maitland,  whom  he  assisted  in  scientific 
research,  believed  himself  to  have  discovered  the  existence 
of  visible,  or  at  any  rate  photographable,  brain  waves.  Mait- 
land dies  before  the  discovery  is  ripe  for  publication,  and  on 
his  death-bed  he  entrusts  his  widow  and  Athdstan  with  the 
duty  of  seeing  it  through.  Athelstan,  having  originated  tho 
thing  in  the  first  place  by  deluding  Maitland  with  a  faked 
photograph,  keeps  up  the  deception  by  hinting  vaguely  at 
success  in  the  near  future.  Meanwhile  he  does  himself  very 
— ;well,  aiming  at  the  widow's  for- 
tune through  her  daughter's 
hand,  or,  failing  that,  her  own. 
Matters  are  thus  when  the 
rescuer  turns  up.  He  is  an  old 
friend  of  Maitland,  a  soldier,  and 
pretty  shrewd,  and  the  way  in 
which  he  gradually  fetches  lip 
against  Athelstan's  stronghold 
makes  for  pleasurable  excitement. 
Knitted  with  this  conflict  there 
is  a  good  deal  about  N  rays  and 
similar  deep  stuff,  which  is  pre- 
sented so  skilfully  that  I  felt  I 
must  unconsciously  have  been 
master  of  the  subject  all  the 
time. 


Johnny.    "RUMMY-LOOKIS" 

TIIOSK    DAYS— WHAT?" 


FELLAS    THEY    MUST    HAVE    BEEN    IN 


Whenever  Mr.  MARRIOTT  WATSON 

Puts  forth  a  novel  it 's  a  snip 
(A  phrase  from  racing)  that  the  plot 's  an 

Artistic  piece  of  workmanship  ; 
Thus,  though  The  Flower  of  the  Heart  is 

Based  on  a  thickly  peopled  patch 
(Another  word  for  plot],  all  parties 

Come  ultimately  up  to  scratch. 

By  that  I  mean,  to  put  it  clearly, 

That  every  one  who  shows  his  face, 
However  distantly  or  nearly. 

Is  absolutely  worth  his  place. 
Swells,  parsons,  sharps,  or  law-abiders, 

There  isn't  one  of  all  the  crew, 
Though  some  are  pretty  rank  outsiders, 

Whom  I  would  run  my  pencil  through. 

The  story  (METHUEN)  treats  of  wooings 
Clandestine,  coupled  with  a  strange 

(To  me)  entanglement  of  doings 

In  Bucket-shop  and  Stock  Exchange. 


The  eight  stories  which  Mr. 
B.  L.  PUTNAM  WEALE  has  col- 
lected under  the  title  of  the  first, 
The  Forbidden  Boundary  (MAC- 
MII.LAN),  show  him  to  be  far  abler 
at  fiction  than  many  authors  who 
have  made  their  reputation,  as  ho 
has,  by  studies  of  fact.  That  Mr. 
WEAI.E  knows  the  Far  East  inside 
out  every  page  of  his  book  testi- 
fies ;  but  one  can  make  the  same 
criticism  of  his  romance  that 
could  be  made,  and  I  don't  doubt  has  been  made,  of  his 
treatises.  Knowing  his  ground,  he  can  y.oiut  to  its  dangers, 
but  he  is  not  quite  so  happy  at  defining  remedies.  So  in 
the  longest  of  his  stories,  The  Adventurous  Frenchman,  he 
suggests  in  a  very  racy  fashion  the  perils  of  a  contrabandist 
during  the  Russo-Japanese  war ;  but  he  either  skates  over 
the  details  of  their  surmounting,  or  else  finds  a  rather  too 
easy  way  out.  But  the  interest  of  his  book  is,  for  me  at 
least,  quite  independent  of  its  adventures.  Mr.  WEALE  con- 
jures up  the  country  with  rare  skill,  and  peoples  it,  apart 
from  certain  diabolically  omnipotent  Celestials,  with  real 
living  beings. 

Who's  "Who"? 

"  In  tho  Norse  myth  Thor,  benevolent  among  the  gods  and  lover  of 
fruitful  lands,  warred  greatly  against  the  giants  and  drove  them  to 
the  North,  who,  in  their  evil  nature,  troubled  the  Earth  with  ice." 

Westminster  Cazelte. 

"  Good,"  muttered  Armand  Roche  to  himself,  hiding  a  smile  beneath 
the  false  black  beard  which  he  always  carried  in  his  portmanteau  in 
case  of  an  emergency." — "Daily  Mail  Feuilleton  "  (recently  concluded). 
This,  of  course,  is  a  much  cleverer  trick  than  the  ordinary 
one  where  you  keep  outside  the  portmanteau. 
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CHARIVARIA. 

IT  is  denied  that  the  Albert  Medal  is 
to  !><•  lirstowed  on  Sir  JOHN  BEI.I.,  who 
saved  his  life  the  other  day  by  clinging 
to  the  fore  part  of  a  motor-cab  which 

had  knocked  him  down. 
*  * 
* 

At  Cambridge  a  "  taxi-cab"  has  been 
constructed  ill  accordance  with  a  recently 
discovered  specification  of  a  vehicle 
which  had  been  in  use  in  China  in  the 
third  century.  It  registers  distances, 
we  are  told,  with  considerable  precision, 
and  records  them  by  the  beating  of  a 
drum  at  the  completion 
of  each  "li,"  or  Chinese 
mile.  The  "li,"  we  are 
further  told,  is  about  a 
third  of  an  English  mile. 
So,  curiously  enough,  is 
the  mile  of  some  of  our 
modern  taxi-cabs,  to 
judge  by  our  •  experi- 


It is  rumoured  that 
Miss  VIOLKT  CHARLES- 
WOBTH  is  to  make  her 

;i|  1  1  icarance  on  t  lie  music- 
hall  stage.  This  will 
surprise  no  one.  We 
have  had  the  trick 
cyclist  there  for  some 
time,  and  the  trick 
motorist  was  bound  to 


One  thousand  skulls, 
many  of  which  are  cen- 
turies old,  have  been 
arranged  on  shelves  in 
the  crypt  of  Hythe 
parish  church,  where 
they  may  be  inspected 
by  the  public.  At  last 
our  watering-places  seem 
to  lie  waking  up  to  the 
fact  that  if  they  are 
to  compote  successfully 
\\ith  foreign  resorts, 
they  must  .offer  additional  attractions. 
*  * 

It  is  now  thought  that  the  violent 
agitation  of  the  seismograph  last  week, 
which  led  to  the  rumour  of  an  earth- 
quake greater  than  that  at  Messina. 
originated  in  Jxmdon  and  was  caused 
by  one  of  Messrs.  --  motor  vans. 

V 

T/i,'  I',  ill  Mall  (;,i-<-tl,\  which  has 
I'cen  publishing  a  series  of  letters  from 
artists  complaining  bitterly  of  neglect. 
threw  them  the  following  crumb  of 
comfort  the  other  day  : 

LORD  ROBERT  CECU,. 

No  CUTTIXI;  TIII: 


who  wrote  to  Tlie  Times,  the  other  day. 
to  complain  of  visitors  who  irritate  and 
tease  the  animals  did  not  mention  a 
peculiarly  gross  form 'of  cruelty  which 
is  of  daily  occurrence.  We  refer  to  tin- 
parading  of  a  numl)er  of  thoughtless 
plump  persons  in  front  of  the  man- 
eaters'  cages,  within  sight  of  the  animals 
and  vet  out  of  their  reach. 

v 

Two  hoopoes  were  seen  flying  around 
Penge  parish  church  last  week.  In  the 
opinion  of  the  superstitious  the  visit  of 
these  rarce  aves  to  our  shores  presages 
the  return  of  the  crinoline. 


RESOURCE. 

Ctutontrr  (iiftrr  rainly  trying  for  gome  time  to  pick  up  hit  thanye—a  threepenny 
bit).   "  'ERE,  GIMME  A  CIGAR." 


y 

ii 


The  Fellow  of  the  Zoological  Society 


When  a  new  Associate  of  the  Royal 
Academy  is  elected  some  of  the  Academy 
models  dash  off  with  the  news,  ami  the 
first  to  arrive  with  the  glad  tidings  at 
the  house  of  the  fortunate  artist  is,  b; 
custom,  rewarded  with  a  guinea. 
says  much  for  the  honesty  of  artists' 
models  as  a  class  that  no  case  is  known 
of  one  of  them  having  obtained  this 
guinea  by  false  pretences  from  some 
obscure  and  wealthy  amateur.  Let  us 
hope  that  this  is  not  merely  because 
the  itlea  has  not  yet  occurred  to  those 

concerned.  ^  * 

* 

A  correspondent  writes  to  Tin-  Uiify 
Mail  to  point  out  that,  while  the'  Aero 
Club  do  France  does  not  admit  ladies  to 
meml>ership,  the  Aero  ( 'lull  of  the  United 


Kingdom  does  so.    Still,  as  a  set-ofT  t» 
the  French  Club,  we  believe,  haa 
some  aeroplanes  which  will  lly. 

V 

••  I  think  that  thu  Old  Age  Pen^ 
Act,"  said  Mr.  LLOYD-GBOUJB  last  week, 
"  has  be«n  a  success  beyond  tlie  dreams 
of  its  warmest  friends.  We  anticipated 
500,000  pensioners  ;  there  are  \<  ry 
nearly  600,000  in  weekly  receipt  of  five 
shillings."  Yet  the  average  taxpayer 
is  a  curiously  undemonstrative  animal. 
Anyone  would  think  from  his  demeanour 
that  the  Act  had  been  a  failure. 

V 

During  the  recent 
fog  a  member  of  the 
criminal  classes  sud- 
denly smashed  one  of 
the  windows  of  a  jewel- 
ler's shop  in  Oxford 
Street,  and,  putting  his 
hand  through  the  aper- 
ture, seized  a  diamoud- 
and-pearl  tiara,  and  ran 
away.  The  po'ice  will 
therefore  be  obliged  if 
anyone  who  meets  a 
rough- looking  man 
wearing  an  artistic  tiara 
will  at  once  communi- 
cate with  them. 

V 

And  a  most  mortify- 
ing incident  happened 
in  Sivile  Row.  Taking 
advantage  of  the  fact 
that  the  hall  door  had 
been  left  ajar,  a  passer- 
by entered  Sir  Ct  IIIBERT 
Qrn.TKli'rt  house,  and 
stole  a  despatch  -  box. 
The  box,  which  was 
locked ,  closely  resembled 
a  jewel-case,  but  con- 
tained nothing  but 
papers.  When  the  thief 
subsequently  discovered 
this  his  remarks  are  said 
to  have  effectually  dis- 
persed the  fog  in  his  immediate  neigh- 
bourhood. *  * 
* 

At  Sutton  Ferry  a  motorist  lost  his 
bearings,  and  dashed  through  the  window 
of  a  tailor's  shop.  According  to  one 
account  which  reaches  us  the  int 
motorist  did  not,  however,  lose  his 
head,  but  remarked  nonchalantly  to  the 
[astonished  tailor.  "Oh,  I  want  a  new 
suit  of  clothes,  please." 

V 

Reading   in   her   newspaper   the  an- 
nouncement 

:.nr.RT  iv  SICK  HAV, 

a  dear  old  lady  remarked  that  she  sup- 
posed that  that  was  the  late.-t  name  for 
1  iv  .  f  Hi-. 


VOL.  CUXVt. 
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THE  NEW  OPERATIC  CRITICISM. 

INFECTED  by  the  vivacious  example  of 
Mr.  A.  B.  W'ALKLEY,  the  operatic  critic 
of  The  Times  has  discarded  the  old 
traditions  of  sobriety,  and,  in  a  notice 
of  WAGNER'S  Gotterddmmcrung,\ias  lapsed 
into  the  now  familiar  blend  of  classical 
allusiveness  with  up-to-date  argot.  At 
this  rate  of  progress  we  may  soon  expect 
to  see  criticisms  in  the  following  vein 
blossoming  forth  in  all  the  bravery  of 
large  type : — 

CABMEN  (VERY)  SECULARE. 

"  '  Pagan,  I  regret  to  say,'  said  Mr. 
Pecksniff,"  and  Pagan  is  certainly  the 
mot  juste  to  apply  to  Carmen,  performed 
with  the  utmost  brio  last  night  at 
Covent  Garden.  But  the  ethics  of  opera 
are  not  those  of — let  us  say — Brixtpn. 
The  famous  cigarette  factory  at  Seville 
where  Carmen— belli  teterrima  causa — - 
worked  did  not  come  under  the  super- 
vision of  any  Factory  or  Workmen's 
Compensation  Acts.  Hinc  Mae  lacrimce 
— cigarette  girls  are  a  nice  quiet  set,  '' 
don't  fink  "  !  Besides,  Don  Jose  did 
not  belong  to  the  Territorial  Army.  II 
he  had  worn  a  simple  uniform  o£  khaki 
instead  of  those  epatants  yellow  breeches 
no  complications  would  have  ensued. 
But,  as  Mr.  HENRY  JAMES  remarks,  "  There 
you  are ! "  Spain  is  not  Suburbia 
and,  given  these  tropical  premisses 
events  are  bound  to  move  for  ware 
to  the  inevitable  peripeteia.  Besides 
Carmen,  though  at  the  outset  a  rather 
squalid  and  tawdry  personage,  grows  in 
stature  as  the  drama  advances,  until  a 
the  end  she  has  become  one  of  the 
supremely  great  figures  of  tragedj 
where  Antigone  is  to  be  found,  along 
with  Dido,  Cordelia  and  VIOLET  CHARLES 
WORTH. 

Mine.  Pippa  de  Dietrich,  who  under 
took  the  title  role  last  night,  has  un 
doubtedly  an  arresting  and  vivid  per 
sonality.  Though  she  lacks  the  grandeu 
of  CALVE — the  sublimity  which,  a 
LOXGINCS  says,  is  a  reverberation  of  mag 
nanimity,  she  moves  and  sings  with 
sort  of  inspired  canaillerie  which 
vastly  refreshing.  Only  the  most  stoica 
of  eremites  could  resist  the  corybanti 
seduction  of  her  dancing  ;  and  Don  Jos 
was  no  plaster  saint,  but  a  simple  huma 
Spanish  "Tommy."  It  is,  in  fact,  th 
old,  old  story  of  Belle  and  the  Dragoon 
in  which  the  latter  is  bound  to  come  o 
second  best  when  the  tertius  gauden 
happens  to  be  a  famous  bull-fighter 
.\>itonio — we  mean  Escamillo — was  bri 
Handy  played  by  Signor  Caldanino,  th 
famous  Basque  baritone,  who  bears 
most  curious  resemblance  to  Mr.  C. 
FBT. 

The  mounting  of  the  opera  was  at  one 
realistic  and  picturesque,  but  wo  cannot 


'frain  from  expressing  our  poignant 
egret  that  the  example  of  RICHARD 
TRAUSS  —  and  let  us  add  RICIL\RD 
VAGNER — of  introducing  live  stock  on 
ic  stage  was  not  followed.  A  Bull 
:ing  without  bulls  is  an  oxymoron  in 
xcelsis.  Surely  the  resources  of  Leaden - 


all   Market 
the    occasion. 


would    have   been    equal 
The    tavern   scene, 


gain,  was  somewhat  lacking  in  orgiastic 
Ian,  and  compared  with  the  latest 
xponents  of  the  art,  some  of  the  dancers 
eemed  to  suffer  from  a  positive  plethora 
•f  garments.  But,  as  Mr.  PELISSIER  says, 
'  the  sun  's  still  shining  in  the  sky,"  and 
f  NIETZSCHE  is  right  in  his  aphorism,  "  11 
faut  Mediterraniser  la  musiqw,"  no  fault 
^m  be  found  with  this  auspicious  revival. 
Ve  may  note  that  as  a  practical  proof 
)f  the  Syndicate's  honourable  determina- 
ion  not  to  indulge  in  any  preferential 
reatment,  the  name  of  one  of  the 
'.ramatis  persona  had  been  thoughtfully 
:hanged  from  Mercedes  to  Carburetta. 


FORGOTTEN  HEROES; 
OR,  "STILL  RUNNING." 

[The  French  submarine  Z  has  just  been  found 
o  have  been  lying  forgotten  for  three  years.] 

RUMOUR  reaches  us  that  Austria  has 
explained  the  billeting  of  a  force  of 
iers  on  a  town  in  Macedonia  during  the 
ast  three  months.  The  force  had  been 
despatched  from  headquarters  with 
general  orders  to  annex  territory,  and  in 
;he  hurry  of  re-arrangements  in  the 
Balkans  had  been  overlooked.  Austria 
lias  now  offered  to  withdraw  the  troops 
unreservedly,  and  regard  the  incident  as 
not  having  occurred. 

Extraordinary  excitement  is  reported 
to  have  been  caused  in  German  military 
circles  by  the  disappearance  of  two 
entire  regiments  of  infantry  from  a 
garrison  town  in  Westphalia.  The  order 
countermanding  the  inarch  was  handed 
to  the  EMPEROR  for  examination,  passed 
on  by  him  to  the  CHANCELLOR,  transferred 
to  the  SECRETARY  FOR  WAR,  forwarded 
by  him  'to  the  Foreign  Office,  where 
it  appears  to  have  been  lost.  The  regi- 
ments continued  their  march,  in  the  face 
of  every  opposition,  through  Po'and  and 
across  Russia,  being  aware  that  dis- 
obedience of  their  orders  would  be  fatal. 
When  last  heard  of  they  had  just  fought 
a  terrific  engagement  with  a  savage 
force  of  four  times  their  number  in  the 
centre  of  Tibet,  and  were  continuing 
their  advance  by  forced  marches  in  the 
direction  of  Eastern  Japan.  The  inci- 
dent is  naturally  taken  as  an  "  unfriendly 
act "  by  all  the  Powers  whose  territories 
they  have  invaded,  and  furious  wireless 
messages  are  being  hourly  despatched 
in  the  attempt  to  stop  them.  The  force 
had  reidly  been  intended  to  act  as  a 


guard  of  honour  to  the  mayor  of  a  small 
.own  a  few  miles  away. 

Great  anxiety  is  felt  as  to  the  Army 
aeroplane  Casablanca.  In  order  to  re- 
prieve previous  failures,  she  was  sent  up 
with  directions  to  break  all  existing 
records.  She  has  now  been  round  the 
ivorld  three  times,  and  when  last  seen 
was  passing  over  Orkney  and  Shetland 
at  a  rapid  rate,  the  crew  working  with 
desperation,  but  apparently  much  ex- 
hausted.  They  mistook  frantic  signals 
of  recall  for  encouragement  to  renewed 
efforts. 


WILLIAM'S  LICENCE. 

DEAR  SIR,— As  the  owner  of  Toby, 
that  easily  first  (Latin,  facile  prince ps) 
among  educated  dogs,  you  will  be 
interested  to  hear  of  the  exploits  of  my 
dog,  William  Shakspeare,  and  more 
particularly  since  some  notoriety  has 
recently  been  accorded  by  The  Daily 
Chronicle  to  a  dog  which  went  to  a  post- 
office  and  procured  its  own  licence. 
This  is  a  feat  which  my  dog  performs 
regularly  every  year,  not  merely,  as  The 
Chronicle  dog  cid,  "  standing  up  to  the 
top  of  the  counter"  and  handing  in  a 
note  with  money,  but  actually  going 
behind  the  counter  and  selecting  the 
paper  himself  from  other  similar  ones 
relating  to  foreign  postage,  filling  it  in 
with  his  name,  address  and  pedigree, 
and  paying  spot  cash  on  the  transaction. 
Further,  having  obtained  the  licence,  he 
files  it  away  in  a  safe  corner  of  his  kennel. 
But  this  year  the  Divine  William,  as  he 
likes  to  be  called,  surpassed  himself. 
Some  time  ago  I  had  the  misfortune  to 
receive  a  bad  half-sovereign,  and  through 
inadvertence  William  took  this  coin 
when  he  went  on  his  annual  visit  to  the 
local  post  office.  He  did  not  discover 
the  error  until  he  was  too  far  on  his 
way  to  turn  back — the  office  is  some 
seven  miles  from  my  house.  At  first  he 
was  nonplussed  (I  confess  it),  but  he 
quickly  decided  what  to  do.  Jumping 
on  a  passing  omnibus  he  barked  for  a 
twopenny  ticket  and  successfully  ten- 
dered the  half-sovereign  in  payment. 
Then  with  9s.  Wd.  he  proceeded  to  do 
his  business,  bringing  back  2s.  4d. 
change.  I  should  mention  that  in 
former  years  it  has  been  my  custom  to 


give  him  twopence  for  himself,  so  that 
believing  him  to  have  deducted  this 
honorarium,  I  accepted  the  change  as 
correct.  Such  is  William's  modesty  thai 
it  was  only  through  overhearing  an  after- 
dinner  talk  in  dog  Latin  between  hin 
and  the  gardener  that  I  learned  the 
truth.  My  first  impulse  was  to  repri- 
mand him  severely,  but  I  refrained,  for 
after  all,  one  cannot  expect  a  too  high 
degree  of  morality  in  dumb  animals. 
I  am,  etc., 

WILLIAM'S  OWNER. 
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THE   JUNKER  BUNKER. 


MK.  LI.OYD-OEORGE.  "HOW    ARE    YOIT    GETTIXi!    ON",    THIN  PBISCB  Rfiow.  "BADM  [• 

Mu.   Lu.vD-aEonoE.  "WELL,    I     DON'T    THINK    MtVIl     (>F    YOUR    BfXKER;     YOU    SHOn.D    :  .  « 

COURSE    AT    HOME!"  u 

[The  Death-Duties  schonio  in  Triiiee  Bulow's  Budget  is  vigorously  opposed  by  the  P 


l'"i  miuAUY  3,  1009.] 
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THE    SURVIVAL    OF    THE    FITTEST. 

STUDY,  snmm<;  now  OS-IT  mr.  WILLOWY  TYPF.  is  LIKELY  TO  SCIIVIVE  THE  STHF.-^  OF  MUPF.RX  TRAFFIC. 


SOLILOQUY    IN    BERLIN. 

<>i  i  !  so  it's  gone,  that  fiftieth  birthday,  gone 
With  all  its  flags  ami  flowers  and  crowds  and  cheers, 
Its  salvoes  and  processions^beat  of  drums, 
Its  Man>  of  trumpets  and  its  regiments 
Massed  to  salute  me,  and  its  loyalties, 
h-  Burgomasters  and  its  brother-Kings— 
Gone  like  a  breath,  and  I  am  left  to  face 
The  dread  insistence  of  the  further  years. 

Well,  well ;  the  prospect  seems  to  narrow  in  ; 

The  limitless  expanses  grow  defined, 

And  I  can  see,  as  men  of  fifty  see, 

The  dark  broad  river  which  the  others  crossed, 

And  which  I  ten  must  some  day  cross  alone. 

What  trophy  . -hall  I  hear  to  the  other  side, 

What  symbol  of  my  duty  and  my  deeds? 

Bismarck?     Aye.  what  of  him?     The  only  man. 

The  indispensable,  whose  head  was  crowned 

With  wreath  on  wreath  of  conquest  and  renown  ; 

Lion  of  Varxin,  thunder-cloud  of  doom, 

Sole  stay  of  Empire,  rock  of  German  might, 

Removed  beyond  the  shocks  of  circumstance  ; 

Eternal  monument  of  glory — pooh  ! 

I  raised  my  hand  and  brushed  the  thing  aside; 

And  1  did  well,  as  every  man  must  own. 

And  the  too  clamorous  people — what  of  them  ? 

Their  meetings,  congresses  and  Parliament-. 

Their  murnmrings  and  obstinate  complaints 


And  all  the  babble  of  their  orator-  '' 
Police  for  them — aye,  that '»  the  only  way — 
Police  and  prison  or  a  foreign  land 
For  those  who  being  German  strive  with  me. 

Silence,  they  say,  a  little  silence,  pleaso, 
From  this  too  swift  and  moat  impuNive  King. 
The  ways  are  narrow,  and  the  fog  lies  thick 
To  hide  them,  and  to  move  is  to  oe  lost. 
Yea.  but  a  King,  since  King  he  is.  must  know 
What  path  to  tread  ;  his  eye  alone  can  pierce 
The  clouds  of  darkness,  and  his  voice  alone 
Can  hail  and  guide  them  where  they  ought  to  go. 
Wherefore  I  know  this  silence  is  not  good. 
While  all  the  discontented  loose  their  tongnc- 
And  rave  against  him.  sh-ill  the  King  !>••  still  y 

And  I  have  kept  the  peace.     Was  that  w.  II  '! 

I  know  not,  but  J  know  1  kept  the  peace. 
I  whose  blood  boiled  to  hear  the  clash  of  swords, 
At  whose  command  a  million  men  would  spring 
( ibedient  to  the  conflict  ;  1.  whose  soul 
Was  made  for  glorious  battle,  who  con  Id  lead 
Ten  thousand  thundering  hurst-men  to  the  t 
Have  kept  the  peace,  while  others  urged  tn  war. 

And  so  the  years  arc-  gone,  the  lift}   \e-ll;i- 
And  every  day  was  tilled  with  care  and  toil, 
And  at  the  end,  with  all  UNI  little  done 
And  nothing  for  remembrance,  I  remain. 
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ANOTHER    OLYMPIC    GAME. 

As  attendant  skated  up  to  me  and 
touched  me  on  the  shoulder.  "  You 
mustn't  go  so  fast,  sir,"  he  said.  "It's 
dangerous  when  there  are  eo  many 
people  about." 

"My  good  man,"  I  began,  turning  to 
him  indignantly.  Then  my  feet  left  me 
suddenly,  came  back  with  a  great  effort 
the  wrong  way  round,  and  gave  it  up 
altogether.  .  .  . 

The  attendant  lifted  me  kindly. 

"  Thank  you  very  much,"  I  said.  "  If 
you  will  hold  me  tight,  I  will  go  on  with 
my  sentence.  Thank  you.  Well,  then, 
I  was  about  to  say  that  it  wasn't  at  all 
my  own  idea  going  as  fast  as  that,  and 
that  nobody  realised  so  intimately  as  I 
how  dangerous  it  was.  Thank  you  again. 
Now  if  you  will  be  so  good  as  to  push 
me  off,  I  think  I  shall  be  able  to  show 
you  something." 

He  gave  me  a  push,  and  I  sailed  right 
down  the  course  into  a  strange  lady, 
apologised,  and  came  down  heavily. 
She  struggled  for  a  moment  and  then 
decided  to  sit  down  too. 

"I'm  very  sorry,"  she  began  sweetly. 

"I  expect  it  was  my Hallo!  But 

how  splendid! " 

"  Good  morning,"  I  said.  "I'm 
simply  meeting  everybody  here  to-day." 

"  In  London,"  said  Miss  Middleton 
with  an  air  of  detachment,  "  one  ia 
always  running  into  one's  friends.  Now, 
are  you  going  to  lift  me  up  or  must 
I  scream  for  help  ?  " 

"  I  am  going  to  lift  you  up,"  I  said, 
and  I  took  her  liand,  pulled  myself  up 
by  it,  pulled  her  up,  and  s.U  down  very 
violently  again.  "  There  you  are,"  I 
added  ;  "and  now,  if  you  will  have  me 
dragged  to  the  side,  I  will  explain  all." 

We  got  to  the  edge  somehow,  and 
clung  on  to  the  rails. 

"  This  is  most  awfully  bad  for  me,"  I 
began.  "  The  things  I  say  when  I  fall 
down.  Oh,  it  doesn't  do  at  all,  you 
know.  And  I  used  to  think  myself  such 
a  quiet  and  well-spoken  lad." 

"Now  your  true  nature  is  revealed." 

"Ah,  yes.  It  brings  out  the  old 
Adam  ...  or  something  rather  like  it 
.  .  .  every  time." 

"  You  should  have  a  man,"  said  Miss 
Middleton  ;  "  I  did,  and  I  made  him  Ml 
down.  I  felt  so  proud." 

"  I  had  a  man  once,  but  I  simply 
couldn't  bring  him  down,  though  I  did 
try.  I  must  have  showed  him  all  the 
holds.  I  put  the  wrist-lock  and  the 
neck-clutch  on  him.'' 

"  Twice  round  the  wrist  is  once  round 
the  neck,"  said  Miss  Middleton  ;  "  twice 
round  the  neck  is  once  round  the  waist ; 
twice  round  the  waist  is  — 

"As  a  last  hope  I  introduced  him  to 
the  half-Nelson  touch.  It  was  useless. 
Come  on,  let 's  tuke  the  floor  again."  ! 


I  took  the  floor  at  once  on  letting  go 
of  the  rails,  and  Miss  Middleton,  who,  it 
seemed,  had  had  a  day's  start  of  me  and 
was  therefore  much  more  steady,  helped 
me  up  again. 

"  Thank  you  very  much.  I  'm  wear- 
ing ([uite  a  place  in  the  back  of  my 
head.  It 's  so  tiring." 

We  skated  slowly  down  the  length  of 
the  course.  That  is  to  say,  we  started 
slowly,  but  at  halfway  we  were  going 
much  faster  than  I  liked. 

"  I  have  a  secret  to  tell  you,"  I  began. 

"  Oh,  do,"  said  Miss  Middleton.  "  Tell 
me  the  romantic  secret  of  your  birth. 
What  they  call  sotto  voce." 

"  Yes,  I  '11  tell  you  that  another  time. 
What  I  want  to  say  now  is  this.  I  can't 
stop  and  I  can't  turn.  Do  you  think, 
before  we  get  to  the  end,  you  could 
explain  one  or  the  other  to  me  ?  " 

"  I  believe  you  can  do  both  at  once  by 
putting  one  foot  behind  the  other." 

"  Oh,  I  know  that  way  all  right.  But 
then  there  's  the  bother  of  getting  up 
again." 

"Then  suppose  we  free-wheel  so  that 
we  shan't  be  going  so  fu&t  when  the 
accident  happens." 

"  I  think  so.  You  know,  these  things 
want  brakes  really  .  .  .  Do  you  see 
that  woman  in  red,  straight  in  front, 
leaning  against  the  rails  ?  " 

"Yes.     Why?" 

"  Oh,  nothing  ...  I  wonder  if  she 's 
a  mother." 

"  Sure  to  be.  A  lot  of  girls  and  one 
boy  at  Cambridge  sort  of  mother." 

"  Oh  ...  I  think  I  shall  say  I  knew 
the  boy  at  Cambridge.  Would  you  care 
about  coming  too  ?  " 

"  No,  I  must  try  to  turn." 

"You  don't  mind  my  not  stopping 
and  picking  you  up  ?  I  simply  must 
go  and  see  this  woman." 

"All  right.  You  may  say  I  was  at 
school  with  one  of  the  girls,  if  you  like. 
Gladys.  Good-bye." 

I  rolled  relentlessly  on.  There  was  a 
crash  behind  me,  but  I  dared  not  look 
back.  I  had  other  business  on  hand. 

It  was  bound  to  come.  .  .  It  was 
coming  .  .  .  coming  .  .  . 

PLOP! 

"  I  'm  very  sorry,"  I  murmured  for  the 
two  hundred  and  eighty-fourth  time  that 
day,  "  but  I  knew  your  son  slightly — I 
mean  my  daughter  Gladys  knows  Miss 

Midd The  fact  is,"  I  said  in  a  burst  of 

candour,  "  I'm  only  a  beginner  at  this." 

"  Doesn't  matter  at  all,"  she  said  with 
a  motherly  smile.  "Guess  we're  all 
falling  about  to-day.  Very  pleased  to 
have  kept  you  from  hurting  yourself." 

"Thank  you  very  much,"  I  said  for 
the  three  hundred  and  ninety-third  time. 
I  put  my  hand  to  my  head,  realised  sud- 
denly that  I  had  no  hat  on,  and  fell 
down  violently.  .  .  . 

"  Thank  you  very  much,"  I  said  ;  "  I  'm 


giving  you  a  lot  of  trouble,  I  'm  afraid. 
Good  morning." 

"  Well,"  said  Miss  Middleton  when  I 
caught  her  up  again,  "  I  fell  down  all 
right.  How 's  Gladys  ?  " 

"I  made  a  mistake;  I  didn't  know 
them,  after  all.  I  say,  will  you  do  some- 
thing for  me?  " 

"What's  the  matter?  Of  course  I 
will." 

"  I  Ve  been  thinking,  and  I  fancy  I  've 
made  a  discovery.  Now  I  want  you  to 
say  something  rather  startling  to  me. 
Quite  suddenly,  you  know." 

"  I  can't  think  of  anything,  not  like 
that.  Except  that  your  great  uncle 's 
died  and  left  you  a  million  pounds  and 
a  pair  of  roller  skales.'i 

"  No,  that  isn't  at  all  the  sort  of — 

"  Your  tie  's  all  crooked." 

I  went  down  with  a  crash.  .  .  . 

"  Well,"  said  Miss  Middleton,  as  we 
clung  on  to  the  side,  "  was  that  all 
right  ?  " 

"Perfectly,"  I  said,  with  enthusiasm. 
"  That 's  my  discovery,  that  the  whole 
thing  is  mental.  If  we  could  only  keep 
our  minds  quite  placid  we  should  be  all 
right.  When  I  tried  to  take  off  my  hat 
to  my  American  friend  and  found  ] 
"couldn't,  I  went  down  like  a  log.  So  I 
did  just  now.  By  the  way,  my  tie  isn't 
really  crooked,  is  ft  ?  No  ;  I  thought  it 
couldn't  be.  Well,  now  let's  roll  round 
the  room  perfectly  easily  together,  hold- 
ing hands  and  fixing  our  thoughts  on 
something  calm  and  soothing,  which  has 
nothing  to  do  with  skating." 

"  Mother,"  suggested  Miss  Middleton. 

"  Try  again." 

"  Cod-liver  oil." 

"All  right.  Now  then,  are  you  ready  ? 
Go !  ...  Do  you  know,  it  'a  a  very 
funny  thing,  but  I  don't  think  I  had 
ever  realised  that  a  cod  had  a  liver." 

"I  once  had  a  gold-fish,  and  it  drank 
up  all  its  water  and  died  of  indigestion, 
because  we  found  it  dead  in  the  morning 
at  the  bottom  of  an  empty  bowl.  Which 
looks  like  liver." 

We  were  simply  skimming  over  ths 
floor  by  this  time. 

"  There  was  once  a  halibut,"  I  began. 

We  swept  round  a  corner  in  stylo. 

•:5  O  ft  &  O 

"A  funny  sort  of  fish,"  Miss  Middle- 
ton  was  saying  as  we  completed  our 
eighth  circle,  "  something  like  a — what 
ai-e  they  called  ?  Oh,  yes,  a  skate." 

My  feet  gave  a  sudden  jerk. 

"  Oh  no,  no,"  cried  Miss  Middleton, 

"  I  didn't  mean  a  skate It  wasn't  a 

bit I  mean  I— 

It  was  too  late.  The  fatal  word 
brought  it  all  back  to  me.  My  feet 
leapt  up  into  the  air,  and  all  the  rest  of 
us  took  their  place  upon  the  floor  with 
one  loud  comprehensive  bang  .  .  . 

The  band  slowly  started  the  National 
Anthem.  A.  A.  M. 


FKUKUARY  3,  1909.] 


PUNCH,  OK  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


CONSOLATION. 


As  the  foody  of  Williun  Smith  wa 
leaving  the  cemetery  elmpel  oa  it 
way  to  the  grave,  an  elderly  gentleman 
of  aristocratic  mien  alighted  from  ai 
electric  brougham,  and  after  a  won 
with  an  official  joined  the  little  foaml  o 
mourners. 

William    Smith    was    moving    more 
slowly   than  be  ever  had  done  in  life 
for  he  had  been  a  commercial  travelle 
noted   for   his    briskness   until    double 
pneumonia  sot  in. 

Mrs.  Smith  had  seen  her  husbam 
infrequently,  and  then  only  for  brie 
weekends,  but  she  respected  hin 
deeply,  was  grateful  for  the  position 
to  which  he  had  ruUed  her,  and 
weeping  steadily  now  at  the  graveside 
hail  accepted  grief  as  her  destiny. 

The  ceremony  over,  the  stranger 
approached  Mrs.  Smith  in  an  attitude 
of  sympathetic  courtesy,  and  offered  her 
his  arm  to  (he  gate.  He  told  her  hov 
highly  he  had  always  valued  her 
husband,  how  completely  they  luxe 
understood  each  other,  and  how  different 
ever\  thing  had  been  since  they  parted 
The  widow  listened  with  respec' 
and  satisfaction,  in  no  way  embarrassec 
by  IUT  ignorance  of  the  gentleman's 
name,  for  her  husband  naturally  had 
had  many  friends  unknown  to  herself, 
although  this  one  certainly  seemed  to  be 
both  in  attire  and  in  address  fur  re- 
moved above  her  idea  of  the  majority  oi 
them,  several  of  whom  were  indeed 
present. 

"  If  there  is  anything  1  can  do,  Mrs. 
Smith,"  said  the  stranger  as  he  shook 
her  hand  at  the  entrance,  "you  must 
write  to  me.  You  will  see  that  I  have 
moved  to  another  town  house,"  and 
handing  her  his  card  he  lifted  h's  hat 
with  a  gesture  of  reverent  courtesy, 
stepped  rapidly  into  his  brougham,  and 
was  driven  away. 

The  widow  looked  at  the  card,  and 
reeled.  It  was  that  of  the  Earl  of 
Borrodaile. 

One  by  one,  as  the  high  tea  pro- 
gressed, anecdotes  of  the  Earl  of  Borro- 
daile came  to  the  memory  of  this  guest 
and  that — his  wealth,  his  career,  his  wild 
oats,  his  famous  or  infamous  ancestry, 
but  most  of  all,  recurring  and  ncurring, 
his  perfect  manners,  the  unmistakable 
affability  of  your  true  nobleman,  as  com- 
pared with  the  supercilious  condescen- 
sion of  the  spurious  political  breed,  with 
a  word  for  the  modesty  (or  craftiness)  of 
the  deceased  in  keeping  so  distinguished 
a  friendship  a  secret  from  his  older  pals. 
The  next  day  one  of  the  guests  sent 
the  widow  not  only  a  cabinet  photograph 
of  the  earl  but  also  his  caricature,  by  no 
means  unkindly  done,  from  Vanity  Fair. 
These  pictures,  one  in  the  parlour  framed 
jn  gilt,  and  one  in  Mrs.  Smith's  bedroom 


Mrs.  Flanagan.  "As"  so  VE'VE  GOT  A  nxsiox — 'TWILL  COME  IN  VERT  HA.NDT." 

Mrs.  Muldoon.   "I  NIVEB  WAS  MORE  SUBFRISED  ix  ME  i.itt,  HE  THAT  MVEB  BAW  A  SHOT  HUD 


n  plush,  may  now  be  seen,  with  the 
widow  often  before  them  pointing  them 
out  to  her  friends  and  callers,  with  suit- 
,ble  memories  not  only  of  the  peer  him- 
self but  of  his  intimacy  with  her  husband : 
•xeept  for  a  shining  drop  of  pride  per- 
ectly  the  mistress  of  herself,  serene  in 
necdotage.     For  by  the  infinite  mercy 
)f  Heaven  she  has  never  learned   that 
he  Earl  of   Borrodaile  was  under  the 
mpression    that  he  was  consoling   the 
vidow  of   William   Smith,  his  old  pen- 
ioned  valet,  whose  funeral  had  been  in 
rogress  only  a  few  yards  distant  at  the 
>ame  time. 

"  .Mr.  Keir  Hanlie  has  travelled   nijjht  and 
ay  from  America  to  reach  tho  conferiMiov" 

'/«•  MtirniiHj  1. filler. 

Some  men  would  have  stopped  the  ship 
vhile  they  slept. 

"  Convenient  Ileuses.  2  minutes  sea,  4  station, 
Bedm."  — .'li/rt.  in  l>tiil>j  .Ycir*. 

Ve  should  have  preferred  something  a 
ittle  nearer  the  bedroom. 


Instead  of  Gold. 

Sir  FREDERICK  TREVES  having  recently 
brought   to  notice    the    high    intrinsic 
value  of  radium,  as  well  oa  its  curative 
value,  we  think  it  may  become  necessary 
soon  to  revise  certain  well-known  pro- 
verbs and   phrases,  and  we  make  the 
following  tentative  suggestions : — 
All  is  not  radium  that  is  energetic. 
As  good  as    radium   (applied    to    a 

sleeping  child). 

He  lias  a  heart  of  radium  tiiis  for 
certain  uncles  and  benevolent  gen- 
tlemen generally  . 

Pound  vise,  tube-of-radimu  foolish. 
Take  care  <>f  the  pounds,  the  radium 

will  take  care  of  itself. 
Speech  is  golden  ;  silence  is  radiumen. 
We    may  add    that   thoso   who   have 
been  in  the  habit  of  selling  their  s.  nils 
for  gold  will  probably  not  be  affected 
by  tho  alteration,  as  the  value  of    the 
SMuls  in  imefition  is  not  likely  to  tempt 
higher  bidders. 


SO 
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UNDER    ENTIRELY    NEW    MANAGEMENT!" 

(From  a  private  diary  which  may,  quite  possibly,  remain  unicritten.) 

AI»'<!  K  19 — .  Always  knew  the  will  of  the  People 
mist  prevail  some  day.  But  not  so  soon  as  this.  To  think 
hat  all  the  Means  of  Production,  Distribution,  and  Exchange 
are  now  completely  Socialised,  and  Labour  emancipated  from 
lomination  of  Landlordism  and  Capitalism,  without  so  much 
,s  a  blow  being  struck  !  Why  they  should  have  chosen  my 
_iuinble  self  as  President  is  beyond  me.'  Of  course,  the  name 
of  Alaric  Poshford  was  familiar  enough  to  them  in  connection 
with  a  certain  power  of  impassioned  eloquence,  combined 
with  unusual  lucidity  in  explaining  the  economics  of 
Socialism.  But  I  could  almost  wish  Social  Revolution  had 


my 


arrived   more  gradually.     Labour   Party  rather   forced 
:iand.     So  many  details  that  I  should  have  liked  a  few  more 
years   to   think   out.      Hare   chosen  Comrades   Sowerbutts, 

Jrafftey,   Bilger,    Sleech,   Yem,    Growl,   and    Kloppski    as 

Members  of  my  Inner  Council.     None  of  them,  perhaps,  men 

of  quite  first-rate  intellectual  capacity, 

but   all  grand   workers  and    accus- 

tomed to  act  under  me.      Sowerbutts 

will  undertake   Home   Departments, 

while  Kloppski  —  being  at   home  in 

several  Continental   languages  —  will 

be  the  very  man  for  what  used  to  be 

called  the  Foreign  Office.     Comrade 

Grafftey,  who  as  a  former  East-End 

Guardian  has  had  considerable  expe- 

rience in  financial  management,would 

like  to  be  in  charge  of  the  Exchequer. 

He  may  be  competent.     Better  leave 

it  open  for  the  present,  perhaps. 

April  2nd.  Comrade  Sowerbutts 
has  found  hopeless  confusion  in  all 
the  Public  Offices.  And  none  of  the 
permanent  officials  there  to  afford  the 
slightest  information  !  Some  of  them 
might  have  stayed  on  long  enough  to 

show  us  the  ropes.      They  seem  to 

have  taken  our  denunciations  of  the 

Bureaucracy     much     too     seriously. 

Well,  we  can  do  without  them  ! 
Aju-il  3rd.  Comrade  Yem  proposes 

Revision   of    Fares   on   the  recently 

Nationalised   Railways.     No  distinc- 

tion of  Classes,  and  Return  Tickets  to 

anywhere  for  half-a-crown.     Have  them,  by  all  means.     We 

can  afford  it  now,  with  no  dividends  to  hamper  us.     And  I 

oliMTvo  that,  traffic  returns  on  the  S.E.  &  C.  especially,  show 

enormous  increase  for  last  few  weeks. 

April   4th.  Making    splendid   progress!      No  more    Un- 

employed —  or  even    Unemployables  !     All   earning    skilled 

wages  in  the  innumerable  factories,  industries,  etc.,  taken 


OXI.Y  ! 
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over  by  State  as  going  concerns.  Our  revenue  ought  to 
reach  a  tidy  figure  by  end  of  month.  But  daily  outgoings 
for  free  meals,  free  clothes,  old-age  pensions  for  everybody 
over  forty,  and  so  forth,  work  out  at  rather  more  than  Com- 
rade Grafftey  anticipated.  No  matter.  Can't  we  levy  a 
super-tax  on  all  the  idle  rich?  Annoyed  to  find  then  are 
none.  All  left  country  by  now,  with  everything  they  could 
realise  !  Cowards  !  Capitalist  employers,  too,  have  trans- 
ferred their  works  to  Colonies  or  Continent,  instead  of  show- 
ing manly  confidence  in  their  fellow-citizens'  sense  of  justice  ! 
But  perhaps  Comrades  Growl  and  Sowerbutts  were  unneces- 
sarily frank  about  their  intentions.  Growl  says,  finely,  that 
"  Ship  of  State  will  ride  the  lighter  now  the  rats  have 
abandoned  it."  All  the  same,  we  could  have  done  with  a 
few  of  the  richer  rats  on  board. 
MUIJ  Int.  Received  Deputation  at  my  official  residence, 


Eleusis  Lodge  (formerly  Buckingham  Palace),  from  leading 
Trades  Unions,  Industrial,  Co-operative,  Benefit,  and  Building 
Societies.  Thought,  at  first,  they  had  come  to  offer  congra- 
tulations— but  they  hadn't.  Seems  they  've  been  getting 
uneasy  as  to  security  of  investments  from  which  much  of 
their  income  formerly  derived.  Reminded  them  that  Labour 
had  long  ago  declared  itself  for  Socialism ;  that,  from 
Socialistic  point  of  view,  all  interest  was  Robbery.  That 
they  no  longer  required  funds,  as  the  State  in  future  would 
do  all  they  had  been  instituted  to  do  -  and  do  it  a  precious 
deal  better.  In  short,  as  I  put  it  to  them  pleasantly,  they 
couldn't  expect  to  have  their  cake  and  eat  it  too.  Deputation 
thanked  me,  and  withdrew. 

May  2nd.  Re-housing  Problem  solved  by  settling  Slum 
Population  in  the  various  unoccupied  West-End  mansions. 
Some  little  friction,  owing  to  all  the  families  wanting  the 
drawing-room  floors.  And  they  will  insist  on  using  the 
banisters  for  fuel!  Issue  Manifesto  calling  on  Citizens  to 
protect  their  own  property. 

May  3ni.  In  Council.  Comrade 
Grafftey  reported  that  the  depleted 
state  of  National  Exchequer  renders 
it  advisable  to  cut  down  all  but  abso- 
lutely necessary  expenses.  Comrade 
Bilger  moved  that,  private  property 
being  now  abolished  and  all  incen- 
tive to  crime  consequently  removed, 
the  State  should  economise  by  dis- 
pensing with  Police  Force.  Seconded 
warmly  by  Comrade  Kloppski,  who 
had  never  seen  any  advantage  in 
having  Police.  Comrade  Sleech  moved 
amendment  to  include  Army,  Navy, 
and  Territorial  Forces,  pointing  out 
that  a  Socialist  State,  having  no 
frontiers,  logically  requires  no  de- 
fences. Carried  ncm.  con.  Find  that 
Kloppski  has  sent  out  messages  to  all 
the  principal  nations,  informing  them 
of  our  glorious  Social  Revolution,  ex- 
horting them  to  follow  our  example 
and  assuring  them  of  our  unalterable 
determination  to  regard  them  as 
Brothers.  Quite  right,  only  he 
might  have  consulted  me  first.  The 
only  notice  Foreign  Government 
have  taken  of  our  friendly  overtures 

has  been  to  recall  their  Ambassadors.  Let  them !  We  have 
no  desire  for  intimate  relations  with  a  pack  of  alien  diplo 
matists  with  whom,  as  aristocrats,  we  could  have  little  in 
common.  But  offensive,  all  the  same.  We  are  not  dogs ! 

•  !K ne  1st.  Comrade  Grafftey  can't  make  out  why  so  little 
money  comes  in.  Returns  from  all  our  Socialised  Industries 
iwith  exception  of  State  Distilleries  and  Breweries,  which,  in 


STRAND. 
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spite  of  complaints  of  deterioration  in  quality  of  liquor,  do 
show  a  slight  profit)  most  unsatisfactory.    Sleech  says  preseir 
working  shifts  far  too  short.     A  Citizen  has  no  sooner  lookec 
round  and  grasped  general  idea  of  task  txpectcd  from  him 
before  his  two  hours  are  up  and  it  's  time  to  knock  off.     Bui 
surely   he   must  have  leisure  to  develop  intellectually  and 
morally — in  short,  to  taste  the  joys  of  life  !     And  what  abou 
all  our  disbanded  soldiers  and  sailors?     If  we're  to  fine 
employment,  for  them,  the  shifts  will  have  to  be  shorter,  rathei 
than   longer.     Bilger  says  we  can't  ask  decent  citizens  to 
labour  side  by  side  with  persons  they  regard  as  no  bette: 
than   "hired  murderers."     Still  can't  understand  why  ou 
output  is  so  small  and  sales  so  limited.     Sleech  says  becausi 
our  Citizens  don't  put  any  rim  into  their  work.     Then  win 
not  appoint  overseers  to  keep  them  up  to  it?     Better  not 
perhaps — the  People  might  resent  it. 
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Visitor.  "  AND  so  YOU'RE  LEAVING  PARIS.     Ot  i  '\t  BEES  TO  THE  I/>UT.E?" 

Fair  American.  "Yes,  I  BOUGHT  THIS  COLLARETTE  THERE." 

Visitor.    "All,   Mi.      I   MEAN  THE  PICTURES,  T    KNOW." 

Fair  American.  "  THERE,  MOMMER!    I  SAID  TIIKIIE  WAS  A  GALLERY  BY  THAT  NAKK!" 


June  15th.  Must  find  money  somehow.     Grafftey  reports 

r  Gold  reserves  are  running  very  low  indead.  And 
Kloppski  admits  he  doesn't  know  a  single  foreign  financier 
iie  could  trust  to  float  a  loan  for  us.  Disgraceful  how  the 
National  Credit  has  been  lowered  by  the  infamous  band  of 
brigands  who  formerly  mismanaged  the  country  !  \Ve  might 
iry  using  a  paper  currency — but  would  our  Citizens  stand 
't  ?  Kloppski  has  brilliant  idea.  Our  Fleet  useless  to  Us— 
but  oiujht  to  be  worth  something  to  some  Slate  benighted 
enough  to  attach  any  importance  to  command  of  the  sea. 
Offers  to  approach  representatives  of  foreign  Powers  on  the 
quiet,  if  wo  will  leave  him  perfectly  free  hand.  Gave  him 
"till  power  to  negotiate  on  behalf  of  State. 

Jubj  Int.  Over-rated  as  I  always  considered  the  British 
Fleet,  I  did  think  it  would  fetch  more  than  it  has!  But 
Kloppski  assures  me  it  was  the  best  offer  he  could  get  for  it. 
'Jne  more  instance  of  the  scandalous  manner  in  which  the 
late  so-called  Admiralty  swindled  a  long-suffering  nation  ! 
Fortunately  Kloppski  was  sharp  enough  to  stipulate  for 
:ash  down. 

Aug.  1st.  Useless  to  mince  matters  any  longer.  Have 
ssued  Proclamation  to  the  People,  telling  them  plainly  that 
a  State  can't  go  on  paying  its  members  fancy  wages  for  pro- 
ducing articles  for  which  there  is  no  demand,  and  that  we 
are  not  oven  exporting  enough  to  obtain  sufficient  foodstuffs 
in  exchange.  So,  unless  all  Citizens  abandon  industrial 
labour  as  useless,  and  take  to  tilling  the  soil  energetically  at 
once,  we  shall  be  within  measurable  distance  of  starvation  in 
six  months ! 


Awj.  2nd.  Believe,  even  now,  there  would  have  been  no 
ni'rinuit  disturbances  but  for  rumour  that  a  formidable  foreign 
navy  was  preparing  to  steam  for  our  coast.  Kloppski,  «t 
some  personal  inconvenience,  put  off  a  voyage  he  was  taking 
to  Buenos  Ay  res  for  reasons  of  health,  and  endeavoured  to 
calm  mob  by  announcing  method  by  which  he  bad  relieved 
them  from  the  intolerable  burden  of  our  bloated  armament*. 
and  assuring  them  that  the  foreign  fleet  was  merely  coming 
with  the  peaceful  purpose  of  convoying  home  its  country's 
purchases.  Unluckily,  lamp-post  only  too  convenient !  .  .  . 
Citizens  are  now  betraying  Socialism  by  electing  Committee 
of  Public  Safety  from  the  very  class  of  professional  Imtchera 
they  so  lately  regarded  with  loathing !  The  spirit  of 
militarism  is  again  rampant.  Fleet  and  Army  being  rapidly 
re-organised.  Worse  still,  a  violent  mob  is  besieging  KleiiMs 
Lodge  and  clamouring  for  their  President  and  his  colleagues ! 
Where  they  will  find  tlifin  I  don't  know.  /  shall  be  under 
the  biggest  State-bed.  But  how  long — how  long  ? 

r .  A. 

'  At   the  time  of  the  fire  the   thermometer  »tood  at   zero,  and  in 
endeavouring   to  extinguish   it  several   firemen   wn»  wverely  fro»t- 

bitten." — The  Autocar. 

This    habit   of  defending   itself  fiercely   when  attacked  is. 
i  one  of  the  most  noble  traits  of  the  thermometer. 


'•Acting  Sub-Lieut.    R.X.R.   has    been    promoted    to   tie  rank  of 

sub-lieutenant.  '—The  Horning  Poet. 

|  There  'are  so  many  men  i:i  the  Service  with  these  initials 
that  it  was  a  mistake  to  leave  out  the  surname. 
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The  AVir  Meas   Tivni'li'nl.  "  THERE  ARE  A  i.nr  «v  nuv.s   is    TIIK    su.ss   THAT    MKIHT  BE  GO 

Bill    OK.       Now    THERE    AUK    TWO    II MIOM  KTK.I1S  ;    T1IF.Y    CAN'T    BOTH    BB    WANTED." 

'/'/«•  lihl  .Wens  Seryeant.    "\VEi.i.,   THE    ONE    is    THE   HASTI-ROOM,    Sin,    is    WHAT   TELLS   TII 

WKATIIK.il.    AS'    THIS    ONK    IN    THE    'ALL,    Sill,    IS    JOB  THE   OFFICERS   TO   TAP." 


(IKNTINE   HOWLKKS. 

(FlIuM    A    (ilNKKM.    KNDWI.KIHir.    PAPER.] 

HEKIXK  the  meaning  of  the  following 
words :  — 

Patriarch. — Person  from  whom  one  is 
descended. 

Hiatus. — The  Science  of  the  Aspirate. 

Homoeopathic. — A  Home  for  invalids. 

Palliate. — To  tickle  the  taste. 

^/••ilnrral. — Early   times  in  the   year 

600  A.D. 

Archaic. — Appertaining  to  the  Arctic 
Regions. 


Herbaceous. — One  who  eats  gras 
One  who  lives  on  grass. 

IiiJiibit. — One  who  lives  in  the  watei 

Prestidigitator.— Someone  who  find 
out  prestiges. 

Carpe  Diem. — Daily  bread. 

Flora  ct  Fauna. — Pleasures  and  trials 

Fiat  JuKtitia,  Pnat.  f'trlum.  —  Th 
well-aimed  arrow  reaches  the  sky. 

Quod  Er,it  Fin-ii-ndum. — What  has  h 
done  ? 

Obiter  Dirt*.— Writings  of  the  dead. 

tiub  Rosa. — Under  the  starry  sky,  i 
I  the  dew. 


SOLITUDE. 

,  when   bidden   to   a   Children's 
Party, 
Just  at  the  hopeful  dawning  of  the 

year, 
"he  answer  I  despatched  was  prompt 

and  hearty — 
I  felt  quite  fit  to  stand  around  and 

cheer, 

teaming  in  Mr.  BIRUELL'S  blandest  way 
~*pon  the  infants,  though  I  might  not 
join  their  play. 

Some  men  there  are  can  make  an  orange 

pigling 
With  easy  art ;    others   can   play   at 

bear  ; 
Spontaneously,    without    self-conscious 

wriggling, 
One  daubs  his  face  and  rumples  up 

his  hair, 

5urveying  such  buffoonery  and  noise 
\s  titillate  to  mirth  all  little  girls  and 

boys. 

On  such,  an  one  I  saw  chair-anchored 

matrons 
Gaze   genially,  with  mild   approving 

smiles ; 

[  heard  a  murmur,  as  of  concert  patrons, 
.S')(c7i  a  nice  touch  with  children,  Mr. 

Byles !  " 
Sharp   envy   wrung   me;    I   felt   quite 

annoyed 
Where  I  stood  cornered,  somewhat  bored, 

and  unemployed. 

Is  it  my  fault  that  youthful  Lubin-lu  ing 

Affects  me  with  no  impetus  to  sing, 
That   longing   for   a   pipe   needs  stern 

subduing 
While  I  should  be  immersed  in  Jing- 

a-ring  ? 

Am  I  to  blame  because  I  feel  depres-i  ,1 
Among  four  dozen  kiddies,  all  so  nicely 
dressed  ? 

Elsie,  we  often  have  our  private  gambols ; 
Agnes,  our  six-year  friendship  has  no 

flaw ; 
Kathleen,  my  infant  guide   in   garden 

rambles — 
To  me  your  lightest  wish  or  whim  is 

-   law. 
But  when  I  meet  you,  so  to  speuk,  in 

bulk, 

Somehow  I  feel,  like  Mr.  ]',imiiufj,  "a 
sheer  hulk." 

Children,  farewell!    and  may  you  never 

suffer, 
When  middle-age  upon  your  brow  has 

scored 
His   wrinkles,   that   depression    of    the 

duffer 
Who  blames  none  but  himself  that  he 

is  bored  ; 

May  you  at  forty  have  the  knack  of  play 
At   Children's   Parties — or   the  tact   to 

keep  away. 
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A  HOME  FROM  HOME. 


ALIEN  ANARCHIST  (to  li        Secretary).   " EXCUSE   .ME,   Slit.   I'.l  T   YoU    ll.\vr.   .\I.\VAY>   MADE   Us  BO   Vj:nv   WEI. 
THAT   I   Hoi'E   YOU    \VOXT   Al.I.nW    THIS    i;Mil!ETTABI.E    INCIDENT   AT   TuTTKMlA.M    TI  i   INTEIIKKi.'E    WITH   u|-R 
CORDIAL    RELATIONS.      MY    COMRADl.s     FORGOT^    \VE    AIJE    I'Elt.MnTr.D    T<>    I'l.nT    HEHE.   RI'T    Ot'R    SI  nil 
MMULD   BE   DONE   ABROAD." 


FEBRUARY  3,  1900.] 
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FACTS   A«t>  I* 
UDA 
SMIfMNy 
TO  A<rirr'-n* 

cotmmioivt 


CHAPLIN'S  HEAP ' 


I..*.*,,  4    UACT  MOC*L  »  t  ....  iu- 
Ht»0  ((4W.XTIO  K  c»«)    Tftf   tin^l 

iTxiittP  i"5't«  >«•  M«r<>«  t>  BV 
4«?SMH TnT5"«»»»  of  COUA«I«G 

WtTDlJVts     Tilt    Kent   IhilDC  H  * 


n««inc 

TO    CcxML  '»«  Sl»»»f 
f!4C»L  dWXY  »' 
ITOTCP    6T    OUR  ty 
MH  BAlfJUR    ST    v' 

mmCHAM  • ! 


HORRIBLE    SCENES    IN    THE    "TORTURE-CHAMBER"    OF    THE    "CONFEDERATES." 

[An  adjunct  ao  m«d»  in  keeping  wuh  tbw  netted*  if  Ml  <A™\f  existing  0"  som,  «,lrtm.nW>  chamlx-r  in  the  Houses  of  rarliameu..,  mu.t 

surely  IK-  in  oonU-inpIntion.J 
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BLANCHE'S    LETTERS. 

IN  THE  PLAYGROUND. 
Villa  Sans-Gene,  Caslnov'dle. 

DEAREST  DAPHNE,  —  Behold  your 
Blanche  revelling  in  sunshine  and  blue 
skies,  while  you,  poor  dear,  are  beset 
with  anti-cyclones  and  V-shaped  depres- 
sions or  else  beastly  fogs.  Josiah  's 
in  Central  America  on  business — one  of 
his  Companies  is  financing  a  revolution 
or  a  republic  or  something  out  there ; 
so  I  took  the  opportunity  to  nip  over 
here  with  Bosh  and  Wee- Wee;  for  my 
delicate  chest  will  not  stand  an  English 
February. 

There 's  quite  a  nice  lively  set  here. 
No  don'ters  among  us.  Know  what  a 
don'ter  is,  my  sweet?  Pri- 
marily, it 's  a  person  who 
says  "  Qpn't  "  ;  secondarily, 
it 's  one  whose  presence  puts 
the  brake  on.  Husbands  are 
almost  always  don'ters.  Wee- 
Wee  's  the  only  wife  I  know 
who  doesn't  consider  her  hus- 
band one.  But  they  're  quite 
an  extraordinary  couple. 
They  don't  consider  a  holiday 
a  bit  spoilt  by  being  together. 
I  said  something  about  it 
to  them  yesterday,  and  Bosh 
said,  Yes,  he  supposed  it 
was  a  bad  habit  they  'd  got 
into. 

We  're  all  stuck  on  Systems 
here.  It 's  the  chief  topic. 
I  'va  got  a  System,  of  course. 
I  don't  know  whether  I  could 
make  you  understand  it,  you 
quiet,  little  mouse.  I  double 
the  stake  when  I  win  and 
treble  it  when  I  lose— and 
ivait  for  the  law  of  equili- 
brium !  Bosh  says  it 's  like 
the  famous  Berenger  Sys- 
tem, only  more  daring.  I 
asked  if  Berenger  made  his  for- 
tune. Bosh  said,  No,  lie  died  a  beggar 
— bat  that  was  because  he  couldn't 
wait  long  enougli  for  the  law  of  equi- 
librium. 

Wee-Wee  goes  in  chiefly  for  roulette. 
Her  System  is  to  look  for  tips  every- 
where ;  a  bit  of  tbivad  on  the  carpet,  a 
cloud  in  the  sky  (only  there  aren't  any) 
she  turns  into  a  number,  and  goes  and 
1  lacks  it.  And  she  dreams  too.  Such 
fun,  my  dear!  The  other  night  she 
dreamed  a  number,  and,  like  a  donkey, 
mentioned  it  to  Bosh  at  breakfast.  At 
our  usual  time  she  and  I  went  to  the 
Rooms  distractingly  got  up,  and  covered 
with  mascots  and  lucky  charms.  She 
was  all  excitement  about  her  dream 
number.  We  met  Bosh  just  coming 
away.  "  Thanks,  little  woman,"  lie  said 
to  Wee- Wee.  "I  backed  your  dream- 
number,  and  it 's  come  up  three  times. 
J/ook  at  my  spoils  !  "  "  Whqt!"  screampd 


Wee- Wee.  "  You  've  used  my  dream- 
number,  and  worn  out  the  luck,  and  now 
it 's  no  use  my  going  to  back  it !  Oh, 
how  wicked  to  rob  a  poor  woman  of  her 
dreams  in  that  way  !  Call  that  being  a 
husband  ?  "  "  No,"  said  Bosh,  coolly 
walking  off;  "I  call  it  being  a  winner — 
quite  a  different  thing."  It 's  the  first 
time  I  ever  knew  them  nasty  to  each 
othrr  ;  but  they  're  all  right  again  now. 
Still,  I  think  Wee-Wee's  temper  is  just 
the  teeniest  bit  spoilt  by  so  much 
roulette.  For  instance,  when  she  and  I 
were  discussing  the  Fancy  Dress  Dance 
at  the  Casino  to-morrow  night,  and  she 
said  she  and  Bosh  meant  to  go  as  Rouge- 
et-No'.r,  I  made  the  innocent  remark, 
"  Why  not  go  as  the  other  thing — Trente 


AFFORESTATION. 


First  Oddfellow  (reading).   "  '  BY  THE   NEW   SCHEME,   EMPLOYMENT   WILL 

IN  TIME   BE   FOUND   FOR  90,000  FOHESTERS  ;  '    NOT   A   WORD,   MARK   YOU,   ABOUT 

us  ODDFELLOWS  AND  BUFFALOES  !  " 


et  Quarante?"  and   she   turned   quite 
catty. 

Clinton  Vandollarbilt  and  his  sister 
Cly tie  are  here.  Cly tie  has  j  ust  divorced 
her  fourth  husband,  and  she  says  she 
means  to  quit  marrying  now,  and  live 
her  own  life.  Clinton's  as  nice  a  boy 
as  ever.  lie  doesn't  come  to  the  tables 
much  ;  he  says  it 's  rather  lost  its  charm 
since  he  broke  the  bank  two  years  ago. 
Clytie  never  comes,  because  her  husband 
before  last  was  the  Hereditary  Something 
of  Casinoville,  and  she  says  it  wouldn't 
be  considered  correct.  Clinton  has  his 
aerop'ane  here,  and  has  taken  me  some 
trips;  and  oh!  he'sgiven  me  sucha  dilly 
mascot ! — a  heart  made  of  a  large  ruby. 
(That's  the  best  of  a  place  like  this; 
you  may  accept  the  loveliest  things  from 
people,  and  so  long  as  they're  just 
called  mascots  it  's  all  right !)  The 
first  night  I  wore  the  ruby  heart  at 
th.e  tables  J  took  jt  for  a  tip,  and 


sure  enough  there  was  a  run  on  red, 
and  your  Blanche  was  a  happy  little 
woman ! 

Clinton  and  Clytie  gave  a  freak  lunch 
the  other  day.  We  all  pretended  we 
belonged  to  the  submerged  tenth,  and 
tried  which  could  talk  most  slang. 
Clinton  was  easily  first  with  his  "Tender- 
loin "  patter.  He  was  got  up  as  a  New 
York  tough,  and  Clytie  as  a  toughess. 
I  went  as  an  East-End  Sally-girl,  with  a 
little  shawl  and  an  apron,  and  "fevvers." 
Bosh  and  Wee-Wee  came  as  paupers. 
("It's  only  anticipating  a  little,"  Bosh 
said  ;  "  it 's  what  Wee-Wee's  passion  for 
roulette  will  soon  bring  us  to!  ")  Melanie 
do  Chateauvieux  and  her  Comte  (didn't 
I  tell  you  they  were  here  ?)  were  Apaches, 
and  after  lunch  they  did 
an  Apache  dance  that  went 
with  a  bang. 

Oh,  m'amie,  the  sea  and 
sky  are  so  divinely  blue  to- 
day that,  as  I  said  when 
some  of  us  were  strolling  on 
the  Terrace  just  now,  it 's 
enough  to  make  even  a 
sensible  person  a  poet. 
"Yes,"  said  Bosh,  "the 
Mediterranean's  a  very  de- 
cent ocean ;  most  people  rave 
about  it,  though  compara- 
tively few  can  spell  it.  Wee- 
Wee  wrote  a  poem  about  it 
when  we  were  'mooning  in 
these  parts  ages  ago ;  she 
put  two  d's  in  it,  I  re- 
member." 

Whom  d'you  think  I  met 
in  the  Rooms  the  other  even- 
ing, my  dear?  Professor 
Dimsdalc,  who  lectured  to 
us  at  the  "  Fitz  "  on  the 
Noumenon  and  was  the  first 
to  teach  us  that  nothing 
is  a  bit  like  itself!  "  Why, 
Professor,"  I  said,  "you  in 
the  playground!  I  thought  you  were 
always  in  school!"  "Ah,  dear  lady," 
he  answered,  "I  am  not  here  as  the 
rest  of  you  giddy  children  are.  I  am 
studying  the  Science  of  Chance;  and 
also,  as  a  mental  philosopher,  observing 
the  operation  of  expectation  and  dis-1 
appointment  on  the  human  mind  and 
countenance." 

I  simply  love  the  way  he  talks ;  but 
when  I  repeated  this  to  the  others  Bosh 
sniffed  and  said  he  'd  watched  the  Pro- 
fessor playing,  "and  he  didn't  seem  to 
care  twopence  for  the  minds  and 
countenances  of  the  people  round  him  ; 
and  as  for  studying  the  Science  of 
Chance  ho  was  just  playing  in  the 
ordinary  way,  using  the  commonest 
Martingale,  and  seemed  gladder  at 
winning  and  angrier  at  losing  than 
anyone  at  the  table !  "  But  the  men 
never  will  do  justice  to  the  dear 
Professor ! 
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XI*I>II<HIII>I   (di»m<n<iitiinj  front  Ifnl  lun-ai ,  <md  delighted  to   tin,!  l,i*  «v,»i</  hone  at  liand  after  forty  minutr*  of  "tht  Itit")    "Ten. 
V"t  II    MASIKII    Jills   llcilisi;    IS   A   'HFPEB.'      I   NKU:H   IIM>   A    BCITKR    RIHK." 

<!n>i>m   (iicir///   im/*irtf(f).  " 
AI  i.   mi:  «  AI  ." 


.    S"".    1     '  ^ 


BETTKR  RIHK." 

NIK    SVMi:   LI-     VKIt    OWJi    LITTLE    MAIE,   FOR    SHE'S    JUMPED     FISCE  BT     flSCI  WID  TE 


I  hear  dial   lout;  waists  and  panniers 
are  to  In- worn  and  (hat  we're  to  keep 
our  elbows  close  to  our  sides  also  ;  that 
a  small,  demure  smile  will  be  correct. 
J  don't  care  for  the  prospect,  and  it  'a 
made     \Vee-Wte     quite     ill,    for     the 
Directoiiv  was  peculiarly  her  day  out. 

Ever  tliine, 

BI.AKCIIK. 

•  >N  i  iMKXS  (MKVS  AND  WOMEN'S). 

SIR,     Sunday  la-i  \\.-i-;   the  second  anniver- 
sary of  my  daughter's  liinli.  an. I  1  rautfht  n  fully- 

Bedged    Imttc-i-lly.    which    in    Mill    alive 
flourishing,  in  hi-r  lirdromii.     lintlrrllic-.  an  an 
unusual   phenomenon  at   this  time  of  the  year, 
ati'l  I  am  run. .us  1,1  ktinw   uhat   it  signifies  as 
an  omen.  '     Itnih/  /•.''•/./•«.-•-. 

I 1  we   n  ceive   any  more   Inters   like 
the  following  they  will  be  destroye.l. 

I'i:vit  Sill,— This  is  indeed  a  "  \var 
of  anniversaries,"  and  yesterday  \vas  the 
•s'ith  annixersiiry  of  my  ^rand.'ather's 
birth,  lie  was  very  niucli  perturbed 
because  an  exceptionally  fat  robin  came 
and  stared  at  him  through  the  window 
lor  fully  a  minute  and  then  ilew  away 
without  a  word.  I  would  like  to  know 
if  any  of  your  readers  have  had  a  similar 
weird  experience.  II.  L.  SAMS. 

21,  Parsifal  Mansions, 

Turnham  Green. 


DEAR  SIR,— Last  Monday  my  little 
daughter  was  exactly  a  year  old,  and  on 
going  into  the  nursery  what  was  my 
surprise  to  see  a  mouse  disappear  behind 
the  skirting.  My  wife  and  1  have  neither 
of  us  ever  seen  a  mouse  in  this  room 
before  (although  we  have  had  them  in 
the  kitchen),  and  we  cannot  help  feeling 
I  hat  there  is  more  in  the  incident  than 
meets  the  eye.  My  little  girl  knows 
nothing  about  it  and  is  up  till  now  quite 
well.  J.  B.  PHI  mis. 

/"I1.  Tivijnrlhen  Road, 

\\' <••-•!  Ki-nsinyton. 

DKAR  SIR, — Seeing  your  interesting 
correspondence  on  "Omens,'  I  thought 
your  readers  might  like  to  hear  my 
experience.  Some  time  ago  our  cat 
presented  us  with  kittens  (triplets),  two 
of  which  we  had  made  up  our  minds 
to  drown  "as  soon  as  they  were  old 
enough  to  stand  it.  On  the  very  day 
lixe  I  for  the  carrying  out  of  the  sentence, 
my  youngest  boy.  whose  fourth  anniver- 
sary it  was.  had  a  miraculous  escape  from 
wetting  his  feet  in  the  Scr|x'ntine. 
Needless  to  say  we  took  the  hint  and  the 
kittens  were  spared,  and  we  are  now 
firmer  believers  in  omens  than  ever. 
HKRiiEitrJ.  MIXCHIX. 

17,  St.  Stcitliin  Street, 

Edgicare  Road. 


DEAR  SIR, — My  wife's  mother  ia  a 
great  believer  in  omens  and  considers  it 
especially  lucky  to  see  a  donkey  on  her 
birthday.  Her  birthday  was  yesterday. 
and  she  enw  a  donkey  on  \\Vstminster 
Bridge — although  I  was  not  with  her  at 
the  time.  Taking  the  Underground 
from  there  she  inadvertently  got  into 
an  "  Baling  Non-stop "  instead  of  an 
"  Inner  Circle."  At  Haling  the  donkey 
brought  her  the  usual  luck,  for  she 
found  a  shilling  on  the  platform,  and 
she  eventually  arrived  home,  tired  but 
triumphant,  7irf.  to  the  good  \ 

Coiiv  SnuMii:  SIM 

8a,  ltrl/,1  \'ixi,i  Manttont, 
GloHceitcr 


From  a  Calcutta  advert  is. 

"TitK  Smvt. :  ma.|p  of  pare  India  nil>l»r. 
Patched  with  tenkwoxl.     I'laym. >(«••<   f"i 
Bird  and  dog  may  In'  hurt." 

ilow    well    they    understand 

India. 

From  a  purse  calendar :  — 

"Man-h  #>.  Sir. I.  I.ulil«»-k  bom. 
.\1  i   :  i  Avfliury  Ixirn  " 

\Ve  know  nothing  ai^inist   March 
noiith   for  birthdays  that   it  shnuM   !«• 
iered  unworthy  of  a  man  when  he 
reaches  the  peerage. 
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AT   THE    PLAY. 

I.—"  OUR  Miss  GIBBS." 

NEVER  was  there  a  man  more  fortunate 
in  the  loyalty  of  his  clientele  and  his 
critics  than  Mr.  GEORGE  EDWARDES  at  the 
Gaiety.  Let  him  give  them  pretty 
faces,  pretty  frocks,  pretty  scenes 
and  pretty  music,  and  they  are 
very  simple  creatures  to  please.  It 
doesn't  matter  if  his  author's  ideas — 
such  as  the  love  of  a  budding  Earl 
for  a  shop-girl — are  as  old  as  the  ever- 
lasting hills ;  or,  worse  still,  are  six 
months  behind  the  times,  as  in  the 
reproduction  of  the  White  City,  or  the 
revival  of  the  craze  for  amateur  burglary. 
Are  not  the  old  favourites  all  there  ? 
Is  not  Our  Miss  Gibbs  no  other  than 
Our  Miss  GERTIE  MILLAR,  who  by  any 
other  name  would  be  as  sweet?  Is  not 
Mr.  EDMUND  PAYNE  just  himself  again, 
though  he  may  imagine  that  he  is  dis- 
guised in  the  local  colour  of  a  Yorkshire 
lad  ?  Is  not  Mr.  GEORGE  GROSSMITH, 
junr.,  as  fatuous  as  ever  ?  Do  not  the 
two  admirable  "  sets  " — Garrod's  Stores 
and  the  Court  of  Honour  at  the  White 
City— offer  the  old  familiar  liberty,  to 
individuals  and  choruses,  to  behave  in 
the  foreground  as  they  would  be  ex- 
pected to  behave  in  no  conceivable  spot 
in  the  universe  ?  What  more  could  one 
ask? 

Of  course  you  need  to  be  an  habitue, 
as  I  am  not,  to  be  in  perfect  touch  with 
these  conditions.  Thus,  though  Mr. 
EDMUND  PAYNE  is  always  an  irresistible 
figure  and  an  incomparable  humorist,  I 
could  not  share  the  hilarity  of  the  Pit 
over  his  opening  pleasantries.  But  to 
them  it  made  no  difference  what  he  said 
or  did,  so  long  as  he  said  or  did  it. 
Then  there  is  Mr.  GEORGE  GROSSMITH, 
junr.,  with  his  established  reputation 
for  playing  the  sportsman  of  the  silly-ass 
school.  Yet  to  the  cold  eye  of  the  com- 
parative stranger  there  is  something 
curiously  unfunny  in  his  methods.  Still, 
I  like  his  reserve;  he  never  "  presses  " 
or  pretends  to  be  amused  by  himself. 
And  he  sings  one  song  witli  a  capital 
chorus  in  praise  of  music's  power  as 
demonstrated  by  the  fiddler-conductors 
of  Hungarian  bands. 

Miss  GEIITIE  MIII.AR,  in  the  character 
of  a  Yorkshire  lass,  has  a  song  with  one 
most  fascinating  note  in  the  music  of 
the  last  line.  But  the  best  was  a  duet 
between  her  and  Mr.  EDMUND  PAYNE  on 
the  charms  of  their  Yorkshire  farm,  and 
nothing  could  be  more  moving  than  Mr. 
PAYNE'S  appeal  to  us  to  come  and  sample 
its  beauties  for  ourselves. 

I  hope  Mr.  ISIKE  KIRAI.KY  has  been 
invited  to  see  his  White  City,  and  that 
he  had  a  better  seat  than  mine — a  chair 
in  a  passage,  with  a  large  section  of  the 
stage  well  out  of  my  line  of  vision. 
Even  from  that  coign  of  disadvantage  I 


could  see  the  gentleman  who  personated 
him  under  the  thin  pseudonym  of  Mr. 
Amalfy,  and  though  I  have  never  con- 
sciously beheld  the  great  universal  im- 


A  YORKSHIRE  LASS  AND  LAD. 
Miss  GERTIE  MILLAR  AND  MR.  EDMUND  PAYNE. 

provisor  in  the  flesh  I  cannot  believe 
that  this  stage  dandy  did  any  justice  to 
his  miraculous  gifts. 

Enfin,  a  very  passable  evening's  dis- 
traction for  those  who  are  in  the  vein 
and  a  comfortable  stall.  0.  S. 

II. — "  AN  ENGLISHMAN'S  HOME." 

An  Englishman's  Home  is  announced 
on  the  programme  as  "  By  a  Patiiot." 
I  don't  know  if  that  gives  everybody 
else 'the  feeling  of  horror  and  shame 
that  it  gives  me.  A  "  Patriot  "  is  gene- 
rally defined  as  "a  man  who  loves  his 
fatherland."  To  wish  to  distinguish 
yourself  from  your  fellows  as  a  man  who 
loves  his  fatherland  ;  to  wish  to  talk 
about  your  love  for  your  fatherland  to 
anybody — I  cannot  understand  it.  Has 
the  man  no  secret  places  in  his  heart  ? 
And  is  there  nothing  that  we  may  take  for 
granted  about  him?  How,  I  wonder, 
would  he  feel  if  he  saw  a  play  described 
as  "  By  a  Pure  Woman  "  ? 

But  this  is  to  be  old-fashioned.  Of 
course  I  know  really  that  in  these  days 
a  "patriot"  means  simply  "a  man  who 
believes  that  Germany  could  soccessfully 
invade  England."  Well,  the  author  may 
be  right  to  call  himself  that ;  yet  I  cannot 
see  why  he  should  wish  to  remain  anony- 
mous ;  for  he  has  written  a  tremendous 
play,  to  which  anybody  might  be  proud 
to  put  his  name.  It  is  impossible  to 
describe  fully  such  a  mixture  of  laughter 
and  tears,  throbs  and  thrills  ;  un- 
necessary to  give  the  bare  outlines  of 
the  plot,  seeing  that  all  London  knows 
by  now  that  it  deals  with  the  invasion 


of  this  country  by  a  foreign  power.  But 
it  is  only  right  to  say  that  the  author 
has  presented  Ins  case  for  national 
service  with  such  rare  tact  that  the  play 
would  be  void  of  offence  even  to  the 
most  violent  anti-militarist. 

Yet  there  was  in  my  mind  all  the 
evening  the  feeling  that  the  lesson  was 
not  so  effective  as  it  was  meant  to  be. 
This,  I  think,  was  largely  due  to  the 
fact  that  the  Bad  Young  Man,  vulgar 
but  cheery,  who  spent  his  spare  time 
watching  football  and  deriding  the 
Volunteers,  was  so  delightfully  human 
that  one  could  not  help  being  attracted 
to  him;  while  the  Good  Young  Man, 
who  spent  his  spare  time  learning  to  de- 
fend his  country,  was  such  a  stagey  figure 
and  made  such  conventional  speeches 
that  one  was  unconsciously  repelled  by 
him.  Had  the  Good  Young  Man  been 
cheery  and  companionable,  and  the  Bad 
Young  Man  not  only  vulgar  but  unreal, 
then.  .  .  .  But  the  author,  I  fancy,  was 
too  scrupulously  fair  to  take  that  advan- 
tage over  his  opponents. 

Mr.  LAWRENCE  GROSSMITH  plays  the 
cheerful  bounder  Geoffrey,  and  I  shall 
not  attempt  to  express  my  admiration 
of  his  fine  performance.  It  is  tribute 
enough  simply  to  have  singled  him  out 
from  the  remarkably  clever  cast  which 
interprets  the  play.  1  hope  the  compli- 
ment will  not  be  weakened  if  as  an 
afterthought  I  add  a  special  word 
of  praise  for  Mr.  MAX  LEEDS,  who 
is  delightfully  funny  as  a  Volunteer 
lieutenant.  And  this  reminds  me : 
Geoffrey  is  rightly  held  up  to  contempt 
for  ridiculing  the  Volunteers  in  the  First 
Act,  and  yet  all  through  the  Second  and 
Third  Acts  the  author  is  doing  the  very 
same  thing  himself ! 

Still,  a  wonderful  pLiy.  Wonderful, 
and  yet  again  wonderful",  and  after  that 
out  of  all  whooping. 

P.S. — I  almost  forgot  to  say  that  from  a 
military  point  of  view,  the  most  wonder- 
ful bit  of  work  of  the  evening  was  the 
manner  in  which  I  found  my  way  to 
Wyndham's  in  the  fog.  M. 


"  There  is  no  institute  of  its  kind  in  existence 
anywhere  except  the  one  in  Paris.  Thanks  to 
the  munificence  of  Sir  Krnest  Cassel  the  new 
one  in  Ix>ndon  will  be  the  finest  in  the  world." 

"  Every  year  the  all-round  shooting  of  the 
Navy  lias  improved,  but  never  has  it  reached  so 
high  a  level  as  at  present." 

These  two  extracts  from  The,  Daily 
Chronicle  have  an  honourable  place  in 
our  forthcoming  book,  Tlic.  Journalistic 
Touch;  or  Piling  on  the  Praise. 


:'As  soon  as  he  felt  himself  safe  in  the 
saddle,  he  virtually  stepped  into  the  Pope's 
shoes  in  Germany." — The  Englishman. 

A  curious  scheme  of  life  this   gentle- 
man must  have  planned  out  for  himself. 
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r,*  Collet  (/,„/;„„  ..!,,„,,,  j,ri  n(T;re,|  at  tmall  Maalde  ,„,„,  „.,,/,  „„  Q  ^  ^  ^  ^ 

.     On,  IT  s  A  KICB  BKOUOII  LITTLE  PLACE.  SIR,  BIT  IT'S  BO  OVEBBPN  WITH  THEV  ASOLO-ISJOS  COLOHEL.!" 


CHAR-R-M. 
Jetikinton  seated  in  an  annchaii 

''.'/  ''"'  ./""''  read  i  ng  the  evening  paper, 
Younrj  Mrs.Jenkinson  seated  on  the 
lienitlirng  at  hi*  feet  looking  into  the 
lire.  They  /IJHV  hcen  tn  sre  "  What 
/•.Yen/  Woman  Knotcs,"  and  Yoit,,,j 
Mm.  J.  has  been  very  thoughtful  all 

till'   ll'illj  /«>»!<'. 

Youiiij  Mrs.  J.  Oh  !  put  that  old  paper 
down.  How  can  you  read  an  evening 
paper  when  you  've  just  seen  a  play  that 
makes  you  think  ? 

5  on  HI/  J.  Makes  you  think  what? 

1  .  Mrs.  J.  That  there  'a  a  good  deal 
in  what  she  bays. 

Y.J.  What  about? 

V.  Mrs.  J.  About  "  Char-r-m."  Don't 
you  remember  she  said  that,  however 
plain  a  woman  was,  if  she  had  charm 
her  plainness  didn't  count,  and  however 
pretty  she  was  if  she  hadn't  charm  her 
good  looks  didn't  count  either.  And  I 
was  wondering  if  you  knew  nny  woman, 
for  instance,  who  really  had  charm. 
(Looks  up  at  him  sideicays.)  . 

J.  (putting  doirn  his  pajier  atl(l 
Jtix  pipe).  Let  me  see.  Well, 
there's  Kitiy  Creighton  ;  I  should  say 
that  soft,  babyish  way  of  hers  is  ''charm." 
Shouldn't  jou? 

Y.  Mrs.  J.  Oh,  dear,  no  !  That 's  not 
charm,  that's  sillinets.  Kitty's  very 
sweet,  but  that  childish  manner  of  hers 


s  obviously  put  on,  and  charm  must  be  date  is  Young  Mrs.  Jenkineon.    Has  the 


natural  and  unconscious. 

Y.  J.  Well,  then,  Mary  Mcrrick,  jour 


chann  ? 

Y.  Mrs.  J.  I  can't  tell  vou  that    The 


i         •  f    •        J          rriL  |    *          •  J  **  •    •»    v««   L    M  11    >  i  »u    iu.it.        i  nv 

Bockpy  frnod.     I  here  s  something  irre-  possessor  cf  charm  must  be  unconscious 

Binf  inlA    nivtiif     ItA*.     Kml.     „*.'.-'.**         T 'A'./?. 


sistible  about  her  high  spirits. "  Isn't 
that  charm  ? 

Y.  Mrs.  J.  Good   Heavens,   no ! 
one   in    his  senses    cjttld  call    Mary's 
rough,  blunt  manner  chann.     She  "a  a 
ripping  centre  forward,  but  she  hasn't 
got  a  vestige  of  chirm,  dear. 

Y.  J.  Well,  what  about  Mrs.  Frank 
Woods?  Isn't  there  charm  about  her 
smooth,  caressing  voice  nnd  quiet,  de- 


of  it. 

Y.  J.  But  if  I  said  that,  in  my  opinion, 
No, she  IMS,  would  you  contradict  me? 

Y.  Mrs.  J.  Darling,  you  know  I  never 


liberate  movements? 
}".  Mrs.  J.    Mv  dear! 


Mrs.   Frank 


Woods  is  quite  a  nice  person,  but  she's 
got  about  as  much  charm  as  an  Alderney 

)W. 

Y.  ,1.  Then  there's  Tina  Broadlands,  i 

quick 


contradict  you ! 


with     her    original     ideas    and 
repartee.     I  think  that  's  charm. 
Mr*.  J.  (shaking  her  head 
No  —  that  's    cattinefs.      There  's 
charm  in  always  trying  to  be  cleverer 


no 


than  anybody  else. 
Y.    J.    Well,    you 


•won't    deny   that 


Mildred  Maxwell  has  charm.     Look  at 
all  the  men  naming  after  her. 

1".   Mrs.   J.    Running   after  her!    I 
should  say  it 's  the  other  way  about,  and 
if  she  catchea  one  it  will  be  the  result  of 
ndustry  and  perseverance,  certainly  not 
charm. 


IN  a  recent  issue  of  Punch  there  ap- 
peared a  paragraph  in  which,  through 
an  error  of  a  correspondent,  the  author- 
ship of  a  certain  article  in  The  Ketc  Age 
was  attributed  to  Sir  HENRY  COTTON. 
From  a  letter  addressed  to  us  by  Mr.  II. 
E.  A.  COTTON  we  learn  that  he,  and  not 
Sir  HEXBY,  was  the  author  of  the  article. 

e  beg  to  offer  our  best  apologies  to 
Sir  HEXRY  COTTON. 


An  applicant  at  the  Croydon  Court 
was  advised  to  see  the  missionary  the 
other  day,  the  Clerk  adding,  according 
to  a  contemporary : 

"  If  lie  thinks  it  a  proper  raw  wo  itill  have  a 
warrant  isaucd  and  the  fiahmongrr  laid  by  the 
heels." 

As  an  alternative  we  would  suggest 
that  he  might  be  laid  by  the  h'oystera. 


Making  a  Southerner  of  Him. 


"  Scot  Wanted  ;  Bags  Supplied."-  The  Scat* 
i .  J.  Tn«U  the  only  remaining  candi-  men. 
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OUR    BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By  Mr.  Punch's  Staff  of  Learned  Clerks.) 

Patricia  Baring  (CONSTABLE)  was  a  little  Australian  girl 
who  began  to  keep  a  diary  before  she  was  nine  years  old. 
She  kept  it  so  well  and  spelled  so  correctly  (even  the  long 
words)  that,  if  you  ask  me,  I  think  Miss  WINIFRED  JAMES,  who 
also  comes  from  the  land  of  HILL  and  THUMPER,  kept  it  for 
iier.  In  fact,  the  book  reads  as  if  it  were  largely  composed 
of  Miss  JAMES'S  reminiscences  of  her  own  (geographically) 
far-off  childhood.  It  reveals  a  charming  character  and  many 
pretty  and  pleasant  thoughts.  But,  apart  from  the  spelling 
difficulty,  I  don't  believe  that  the  earlier  chapters  could  have 
been  written  by  Patricia  herself.  Little  pitchers  may  have 
long  ears,  but  what  runs  in  at  one  has  fortunately  a  knack  of 
promptly  running  out  at  the  other.  Patricia  couldn't  have 
remembered  all  those  long  conversations.  When  she  is  a 
little  older  she  becomes 
more  possible,  and  even 
more  charming.  If  I  had 
been  a  young  man  on  the 
spot  I  should  certainly 
have  been  at  her  feet  with 
the  rest  of  them.  But 
think  how  difficult  it  is, 
artistically  speaking,  for  a 
modest  little  woman  like 
Patricia  to  tell  us,  in  her 
own  words,  how  clever  and 
fascinating  and  pretty  the 
young  men  found  her. 
She  (or  Miss  WINIFRED 
JAMES)  has  to  adopt  all 
manner  of  devices  to  keep 
up  the  illusion  that  she 
is  ignorant  of  her  own 
charms.  And  the  devices 
are  so  transparent.  They 
don't  even  take  me  in,  and 
I  am  not  nearly  as  intelli- 
gent as  Patricia.  The 
story  ends  on  a  painfully 
modern  and  tragic  note, 
which  is  as  though  the  last 
movement  of  a  MENDELSSOHN 
symphony  had  been  re- 
written by  STRAUSS.  Miss  JAMES  should  avoid  discords  and 
the  use  of  the  first  person  singular  if  she  wishes  to  fulfil  the 
undoubted  promise  of  Patricia  Baring  and  Bachelor  Betty. 

I  commend  A  Holiday  Touch  (GEORGE  BELL)  to  all 
budding  story-writers  in  search  of  a  model  of  the  sort  of 
thing  that  appeals  to  magazine  editors  on  the  other  side  of 
"the  Atlantic.  A  light  touch — the  holiday  touch,  in  fact — 
Mr.  CHARLES  BATTELL  Loo  MIS  undoubtedly  possesses.  Gently 
satirical,  mildly  sentimental,  or  downright  farcical  (his  own 
words,  on  which  I  dare  not  try  to  improve),  his  stories  are 
always  cheerful  and  generally  amusing,  even  when  they 
have  a  touch  of  pathos.  1  like  best  "  The  Unheard 
Wedding  March."  Mariana  Leiyhlon  had  waited  so  long  at 
the  nuptial  altar  for  her  husband  that  was  to  have  been  that 
at  last  all  the  wedding  guests  had  stolen  from  the  church, 
murmuring,  like  the  other  Mariana,  "  He  Cometh  not."  All, 
that  is,  save  one,  and  he  a  stranger  in  the  land.  To  him 
Mitrinna  owned  that  this  was  the  second  time  Chaunceji 
llarersham  had  left  her  in  the  lurch.  A  week  before,  as 
she  was  dressing  for  the  ceremony,  a  wire  had  arrived  to  say 
that  he  was  unavoidably  detained  by  a  sudden  invitation  to 
see  SARAH  BERNHARPT  act,  Mariana  recognised  at  once  that 


the  chance  of  seeing  the  great  actress  for  nothing  was  too 
good  to  be  lost.  Besides,  it  might  help  him  with  his  French. 
To-day,  so  he  told  her  on  his  tardy  arrival,  he  had  simply  for- 
gotten his  engagement, owing  to  a  press  of  business  at  the  office. 
But  meanwhile  the  sympathetic  stranger  had  been  making  hay 
rather  quickly.  "Mariana,"  he  said — after  a  conversation  of 
less  than  four  hundred  words,  containing  a  definite  proposal 
about  half-way  through — "  May  I  call  you  Mariana  ?  "  "  You  1 
have,"  was  Mariana's  terse  but  satisfactory  reply ;  after 
which  what  chance  for  Haversham  the  Unready?  The  little 
story  seems  to  me  quite  good  fooling,  delightfully  typical  of 
American  humour  and  Mr.  CHARLES  BATJELL  LOOM  is. 


A  great  part  of  Mr.  R.  P.  HEARNE'S  book,  An  rial  Warfare 
(LANE),  is  devoted  to  a  very  interesting  and  lucid  exposition 
of  aeronautical  theory  and  practice,  but  the  keynote  is  to  be 
found  in  the  sentence,  "  Already  the  German  people  have 
given  to  ZEPPELIN  several  hundred  thousand  pounds — invested 

the  money  in  him,  hoping 
that   the    speculation   will 

five  the  necessary  '  divi- 
end.'  "  The  dividend  is 
the  profit  to  be  gained  by 
giving  Great  Britain  the 
best  hiding  she  ever  had, 
and,  says  Mr.  HEARNE,  "  it 
is  with  a  sickening  feeling 
that  the  growing  appre- 
hension of  impending  war 
between  Germany  and 
England  has  to  be  ad- 
mitted." Against  our 
danger  we  have  the  cheer- 
ing statement  of  Sir  HIRAM 
MAXIM  (who  contributes  an 
Introductory  chapter)  that 
in  his  judgment  "balloons 
jean  never  be  of  any  real 
value  either  in  peace  or 
war."  In  which  case, 
since  Count  ZEPPELIN  is 
devoting  his  attention  to 
dirigible  balloons  as  dis- 
tinct from  aeroplanes  (for 
which  Sir  HIRAM  does  see 
a  future),  Germany  would 
seem  to  bo  backing  the 
wrong  horse.  And  it  is  further  satisfactory  to  note  that  the 
old  Roman  usque  ad  cuium  principle  of  land-ownership  is 
still  in  force,  so  that  for  the  present  if  Germany  should  start 
flying  over  our  heads  we  can  have  the  law  of  her  for  trespass. 
Seriously,  however,  there  is  a  great  deal  in  Mr.  HEARNE'S 
book  which  military  authorities  would  do  well  to  study. 


Although  the  youthful  hero  of  The  Adventures  of  Louts 
Blake  (WERNER  LAURIE)  tells  his  own  tale,  no  charge  of  im- 
modesty can  be  brought  against  him.  Indeed,  Louis  BECKE 
has  kept  such  a  tight  hold  upon  Louis  Blake  that  I  am  not 
only  convinced  of  the  possibility  of  these  adventures,  but 
also  have  a  pleasing  sensation  that  one  might  oneself  have 
taken  a  part  in  them  without  signal  failure.  "  You  would 
have  found  it  quite  easy,  if  you  had  ever  lived  in  the  South 
Sea  Islands,"  Louis  the  Second  seems  to  say,  and  I  am  pre- 
pared to  believe  him.  I  have  to  disapprove  of  Louis  the  First 
in  one  pa.ticular ;  for,  after  an  amusing  opening,  I  came  (on 
page  18)  to  these  ominous  words,  "  I  must  now  go  back  in  my 
story  for  a  space,"  and  he  does,  and  the  space  occupies  sixty- 
four  pages.  For  the  rest,  the  book  may  be  strongly  recom- 
mended to  boys,  for  it  is  full  of  life  and  the  joie  de  vir-rr,  and 
it  contains  incidents  enough  to  satisfy  the  greediest  appetite. 
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CHARIVARIA. 

Winus  the  decision  which  has  been 
arrived  at  in  South  Africa  as  to  the 
Capital  is  not  a  very  satisfactory  one,  it 
is  undoubtedly  more  practical  than  the 
proposal  that  Capetown  should  be  the 
Capital  on  Mondays  and  Tuesdays, 
Blocmfontein  on  Wednesdays  and  Thurs- 
days, and  Pretoria  on  Fridays,  Saturdays 
and  Sundays.  ^  „, 
* 

Mr.  WINSTON  CHURCH™,  declared  at 
Nottingham  that  the  Unionists  have  no 
policy  on  unemployment.  Mr.  CHURCHILL 
is  mistaken.  The  Unionist  policy  is  to 
provide  unemployment  for  the  present 
Government. 


If    the    latest    statement 
KRUGER    telegram    be,- 
correct,    the    KAISER'S 
plight  is  even   worse 
than  it  was.    Not  only 
may  he  not  send  any 
telegrams    in   tho   fu- 
ture, but  he  is  to  be 

deprived     of,     one     al- 
ready ecnt. 

V 

Mr.  JACK  BIXNS,  of 
the  liner  Tin-  /.'.•/ »/WJr 
has  been  dubbed  "The 
Wirelessliero" ;  surely 
this  appellation  be- 
longs by  right  now  to 

So one  Klse? 

*  * 

Poor  Mr.  Li.ovn- 
GEOROE!  His  Budget 
difficulties  increase. 
Last  week  some  bur- 
glars stole  from  a  Man 
Chester  post-office  a 
safe  containing  £40 
for  paying  Old  Age 
Pensions. 

V 

Paris  has  spoken. 


about    the 


The  fog  again  ?     Extract  from 
Daily  Mail  fashion  page  : 

NOVELTY  OF  THE  WEEK. 
Black  "  Chokers  "  for  Evening  Wear. 


V 


The  more  attractive."      We  have    now  re- 
ceived a  letter,  too  lone  for  in- 
from    "  Claphamito,"    challenging    the 
latter  part  of  the  statement. 


By-the-bye,  a  man  who  was  charge<l 
with  stealing  a  watch  from  an  old 
gentleman  during  the  recent  fog  put 
forward  the  disingenuous  defence  that 
the  fog  was  BO  dense  that  he  could  not 
see  what  he  was  doing. 

V 

"Part  of  the  ancient  cathedral,"  w« 
read,  "  has  been  discovered  at  the  rear 
of  a  house  in  Priory  Row,  at  a  depth  of 

ten  feet."    It  seems  a  mean  kthd  of  theft. 

*  * 

In  The  Nation' it  advertisement  columns 
"  The  Old  Swan,"  Manchester,  mentions 
as  its  chief  attraction  :  — "  Best  and  most 


HOW 


WAS 


"Asii  GRASPS  THE  SKIRTS  OF  HAPPT  ClUSCB."— Tennyson. 


Breadth  instead  of 


attenuation  is  to  bo  the  note  of  the  new 
fashions,  and  stout  ladies  who,  owing  to 
their  inability  to  wear  Directoire  cos- 
tumes, have  boon  in  hiding  in  forests  and 
on  inaccessible  mountains,  are  now  flex-k- 
ing baok  to  Town. 

V 

The  War  Office  has  now  perfected  its 
plans  for  providing  hospitals  for  our 
home  defenders  in  the  event  of  invasion. 
We  understand  that  kind-hearted  ene- 
mies will  now  have  less  compunction  in 
coming  over. 


*  * 


The  Berlin  police  have  given  per- 
mission to  a  German  lady  who  has  a 
moustache  and  whiskers  to  wear  man's 
clothes  as  her  appearance  in  female  garb 
gave  rise  to  public  annoyance.  Have  we 
here,  perhaps  the  Super-suffragette  ? 


reliable  train  information."  And  next 
week,  we  take  it,  we  shall  have  a  rival 
hostelry  informing  us  that  what  it  does 
not  know  about  omnibuses  is  not  worth 

knowing.  *  t 

Wliile  playing  a  rapid  passage  l.i-t 
week  at  a  recital  in  New  York,  FADK- 
KF.WSKI  split  the  nail  of  his  right  fore- 
finger, and,  according  t<>  Tin-  World,  has 
made  a  claim  for  £1,000  against  the 
Society  in  which  he  is  insured.  The 
effect  of  this  will  probably  Ix-  that  in 
future  an  agent  of  the  Society  will  attend 
every  performance,  and  will  shout  out, 
"  Gently  !  "  whenever  the  pianist  shows 
signs  of  becoming  excited. 

Last  week  a  correspondent  wrote  tu 
The  Daily  Mail  stating  that  "  Naples, 
Rome,  and  Florence  are  about  as  safe  as 
Clapham  Common,  and  a  great  deal 


THE    BAD   NEWS 
MARKF.K 

"  NEVER  !  "  said  Aunt  Emilv. 
"Fact,"  said  Miss  Todd. 
"  A  flat  in  Sloane  Street  and  a  motor! " 
"M-m-m,"  nodded  Miss  Told. 
"But,"  objected  Aunt   Emily,   "his 
salary  can't  be  more  than  seven  hundred 
and  fifty." 

"And  then  there  's  tho  cottage  in  the 
country,"  chimed  in  Aunt  Catherine. 

And   the  houseboat,"  added    Miss 
Todd  with  a  smile. 

"  Poor  things,  I  pity  them,"  said  Aunt 
Emily. 

"Had  she  any 
money  ?  "  asked  Aunt 
Catherine. 

Miss  Todd  said, 
"  Why,  she  was  only 
a  country  vicar's 
daughter,  and  one  of 
twelve." 

"  Some  people  seem 
to  be  able  to  live  on 
credit  nowadays,"  re- 
marked Aunt  Cathe- 
rine drily. 

"And"  just  think 
how  she  dresses ! " 
sighed  Aunt  Emily. 

"  Isn't  it  foolish  ?  " 
said  Aunt  Catherine. 

"Mark  -  my  — 
words!"  said  Miss 

IWd. 

"The  crash  is  bound 
to  come,"  said  Aunt 
Emily. 

•  c 

And  then  the  crash 
came.  I  broke  it  to 


them  that  he  had  private  moans. 


UNKNOWN  SAYINGS  OF  THE 

WEKK. 
'/  apologies  to  the  Daily  Faptrt.) 

Mn.  F.  K.  LACEY. — I  am  in  a  position 
to  deny  the  report  that  Mr.  CI.EM  Hin.V 
withdrawal  from  the  Australian  team  i< 
d.ie  to  the  refusal  of  the  M.C.( '.  to  allow 
his  brother  to  field  for  him  in  Test 
Matches. 

Mi:.  Vii  :  Procrastination 

is  not  the  only  thief  of  time. 

MR.  JrsTtrE  I>ARI.IVG.  —  No  (loud 
laugh ' 

Mn.  <!K»RI;K  BKI:N\RI>SIIAW. — I  did  not 
say  that  if  1  were  a  King  I  should  change 
my  name  to  Bernard  I>otty.  I  think  I 
should  make  an  ercellent  King. 
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HER  RETURN. 

Being  a  wholly  imaginatire  anticipation  of 
the  Proceedings  at  the  Palace  on  the  historic 
night. 

IT  has  come  at  last,  the  long-desired 
evening,  the  evening  of  Her  re-appear- 
ance. How  long  we  have  waited,  but 
how  rich  our  reward !  Not  only  all  the 
old  dances  that  we  love  BO  much,  the 
Biblical  hornpipe  as  of  old  round  that 
charming  property  from  TUSSAUD'S,  but 
new  ones  too,  more  convulsively  spiritual, 
more  devoutly  delirious,  more  sacredly 
serpentine  than  ever. 

Before  the  dancing  began,  an  ode  to 
the  Artiste  from  the  emotional  pen  of 
Sir  ERNEST  CASSEL  was  read  by  Sir  JOHN 
FISHEK,  containing  these  memorable 
lines : — 
"Barefooted  Bacchanal,  would  that  I  were 

KIPLISG, 
To  celebrate  thy  marvellous  arm-rippliug." 

As  She  entered  the  theatre  by  the 
stage  door,  it  might  be  stated  here, 
more  than  1,000  photographers  blocked 
the  way,  some  with  cameras,  others 
merely  waiting  to  make  appointments. 
She  was  also  waited  upon  by  a  deputa- 
tion of  hosiers  asking  that  in  one  dance, 
at  any  rate,  she  would  wear  stockings 
or  their  trade  would  be  gone.  The 
letters  awaiting  Her  totalled  3,425,  and 
there  were  873  telegrams  of  congratula- 
tion. During  the  evening  114  floral 
tributes  reached  the  theatre. 

The  new  dances  were  four  in  number, 
and  in  them  She  personated  in  turn 
PHARAOH'S  Daughter  in  her  famous  fan- 
dango known  tastefully  as  the  bull 
rush  ;  JEPHTHAH'S  Daughter  in  her  final 
macabre  Hebrew  fling,  on  hearing  of 
her  father's  vow  and  her  own  fate ; 
URIAH'S  wife  in  her  pas  de  Uberte  after 
the  battle ;  and  JEZEBEL  in  her  defiant 
tarantella  before  a  waxen  ELIJAH — all 
new  and  all  marvellously  restrained  (not 
only  in  dress)  and  full  of  Scriptural  tact. 

What  an  evening ! 

Needless  to  say,  every  one  was  there ; 
all  the  old  admirers  and  many  new : 
a  portly  and  handsome  Canon  in  his 
stall  following  every  movement  with  all 
his  accustomed  reverence  and  rapture. 
"It  was  like  reading  the  Bible  by  flushes 
of  lightning,"  he  said  afterwards  ;  the 
PRIME  MINISTER  in  a  private  box ;  Mr. 
WALKLEY,  inarticulate  even  in  French  or 
Greek  in  his  ecstasy  ;  and  a  deputation 
from  the  Bible  Society.  There  were 
also  all  the  critics,  the  AGENT-GENERAI, 
OF  CANADA,  Sir  GILBERT  PARKER,  M.P., 
and  the  Mayor  of  Frognal. 

At  the  end  of  the  turn  the  applause 
lasted  fourteen  minutes,  and  She  was 
led  on  eleven  times.  Free  restoratives 
were  then  distributed  in  the  theatre,  am- 
bulances removed  those  admirers  who 
were  too  far  gone  to  remain  any  longer, 
and  the  programme  proceeded.  Late  at 


night  she  was  drawn  to  her  residence  at 
Frognal  in  a  carriage  from  which  the 
horses  had  been  removed,  the  PRIME 
MINISTER,  Mr.  WALKLEY,  Mr.  ALFRED  BUTT 
and  a  number  of  other  ardent  gentlemen 
taking  their  places.  Never  was  such  a 
triumph. 

A  DOG'S  LIFE. 

[According  to  an  order  which  has  just  been 
issued,  any  dog  found  in  the  streets  within  the 
Metropolitan  area  unaccompanied  by  its  master 
within  one  hour  after  sunset  and  one  hour 
before  sunrise  will  be  liable  to  seizure  by  the 
police.] 
YE  brindled  bulls  and  chow-dogs, 

Ye  poodles,  poms  and  Skyes, 
Ye  bandied  crew  of  Scotties  too, 

I  summon  you  to  rise. 
It  is  the  moment  now,  dogs, 

To  listen  to  my  call, 
Whether  ye  be  of  pedigree 
Or  no  degree  at  all. 

These  bipeds  in  the  manger 

Threaten  a  fearful  fate 
To  any  hound  that  toddles  round 

The  streets  a  little  late. 
Our  liberty 's  in  danger  ; 

Gay  dogs  must  be  unknown, 
For  after  dark  no  canine  spark 

May  wander  forth  alone. 

No  more,  'mid  flying  motors, 

Shall  we  be  free  to  work 
The  gutters  where  delicious  fare 

Is  always  sure  to  lurk. 
The  tasty  tails  of  bloaters, 

The  cod-heads  we  adore — 
These  are  delights  at  which  o'  nights 

Our  tails  shall  wag  no  more. 

No  more  the  midnight  cabby 

Shall  raise  his  "  Tally-ho !  " 
When  Irish  Pat  rounds  up  the  cat 

That  would  a-wooing  go. 
Henceforward  Tom  and  Tabby 

May  court  at  ease  and  gloat 
O'er  our  grim  doom  who  can  but  f  nine 

To  hear  their  wooin'  o't. 

No  longer  may  a  bow-wow 

Fed  up  with  fender  joys, 
Steal  off  to  meet  along  the  street 

The  rowdy-dowdy  boys. 
There  '11  be  a  horrid  pow-wow 

Unless  he 's  pleased  to  stew 
Beside  the  fire  with  no  desire 

To  sow  an  oat  or  two. 

Our  masters  mean  to  keep  us 

Cribbed  in  convention's  pen, 
Prim,  comme  il  faut,  until  we  grow 

E'en  duller  dogs  than  men. 
With  bitter  wrongs  they  heap  us, 

Regardless  of  our  rights — 
Each  dog,  they  say,  still  has  his  day, 

But  we  demand  our  nights. 


"  He  has  not  forgotten  that  the  young  lion 
rub  is  spotted  almost  like  a  tiger." — Daily 
Telegraph. 

Instead  of  being  striped  like  a  leopard, 


BRIGHT  SUGGESTIONS  FOR  DARK 
EVENINGS. 

To  malic  a  Whatnot. — This  is  really  a 
simple  matter.  Procure  a  piano-case 
and,  having  removed  the  piano,  take  to 
pieces.  You  will  now  have  more  than 
enough  wood  for  your  purpose,  which 
you  may  proceed  to  carry  out  in  accord- 
ance with  your  own  ideas.  Individual- 
ism should  be  the  dominant  note  in  your 
work.  Having  done  it,  varnish,  and 
invite  your  envious  friends  to  view  your 
handiwork. 

To  make  a  Suit  of  Clothes. — Remove 
old  suit.  Take  a  bale  of  cloth  and  cut 
of!  bits  and  stitch  them  together  until  it 
fits.  Add  as  many  pockets  as  your  re- 
quirements call  for.  Paste  lining  on 
inside  of  suit  and  cut  hole  at  top  to 
allow  head  to  protrude.  Many  a  good 
suit  has  been  spoiled  by  neglect  of 
this  point.  Complete  with  hat,  boots 
and  Ascot  tie ;  these  had  best  be  pur- 
chased, and  give  a  very  dressy  appear- 
ance. 

To  prepare  a  Coat  of  Arms. — The 
usual  way  to  set  about  this  task  is  to 
send  a  cheque  to  the  Pursuivant  of  Fees, 
Family  Herald's  Office.  This  indefati- 
gable official  will  send  a  beautiful  Coat 
warranted  to  fit  any  person  who  does 
not  care  to  appear  in  plebeian  shirt- 
sleeves. You  may,  however,  save  ex- 
pen?e  by  preparing  the  Coat  yourself  in 
the  following  manner.  Take  a  few  art 
lessons  from  a  good  ticket-writer,  and 
on  some  mill-board  draw  a  shield.  Em- 
bellish this  with  suitable  designs.  For 
instance,  if  your  family  is  extremely  old 
(as  no  doubt  is  the  case),  draw  a  Flood ; 
this  makes  a  very  nice  quartering.  Other 
effective  designs,  emblematic  of  your 
chief  attainments  and  characteristics,  are 
a  case  of  fish-knives  argent  (athletic  dis- 
tinction), view  of  Boulogne  (travel),  en- 
trance to  local  Polytechnic  (the  Arts), 
Wimbledon  Common  (military  prowess) 
— and  so  on.  Other  themes  will  suggest 
themselves  as  you  go  on.  Finish  off 
with  appropriate  motto,  such  as  Solvitur 
Dorando,  or  Sapo  Simianus  toijas  non 
lavat.  The  general  effect  is  very  pleasing. 

A  useful  Reference  Book. — Think  of 
as  many  words  as  you  can  beginning 
with  A,  such  as  arquebus,  Algernon 
Ashton,  "  Answers,"  and  so  on.  There 
are  many  others.  Write  them  down 
with  suitable  explanations,  and  proceed 
in  this  manner  through  the  alphabet. 
Towards  the  end,  your  task  will  be  ren- 
dered surprisingly  easy  by  the  fact  that 
there  are  practically  no  words  beginning 
with  X,  Y,  or  Z.  There  is  money  in 
this  idea,  for  a  reliable  book  of  this 
kind  would  sell  well,  and  many  pub- 
lishers would  be  glad  to  consider  your 
MS.  In  any  case  you  will  have  broken, 
the  monotony  of  bridge -playing  t 
pantomimes. 
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THE    NEAR-EAST    PANTOMIME. 

"THE  FAIRY  BRUINA  ;    On,  THE  IMPECUNIOUS  TURK,  THE  RELUCTANT  BULGAR,  AND  THE 

OUSTED  AUSTRIAN." 


TUB  FAIRY  BRUINA.  "  LO,  I    DISPERSE  THIS  WARLIKE 

SITUATION : 
FOR    ME    A    MOST    CONGENIAL    OCCUPATION." 


TUB  WAR  DEMOS.  "  I  'D  HOPED  THE  EAST  IX   P.LOOD- 

SIIED  TO   EMBROIL, 

BUT  THIS  SMALL  CHEQUE  MY  PLANS  WILL  COUNTER- 
FOIL." 
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"  Ou !  I  DO  LOVE  'EM  is  TIIUSE  IIATS  -  nut-rid  THEY  CALL  'EM." 


BINNS  OF  THE  "REPUBLIC." 

[Mr.  JACK  BINNS,  of  the  White  Star  liner  /.V/.iiMiV,  declined  the  offer 
of  an  engagement  at  a  New  York  music-hall  at  £200  a  week  in  the 
following  terms  :—"  I  can't  act.  I'm  a  wireless  operator,  and  I  don  t 
want  to  1)0  made  a  tin  god."] 

BINXS,  wireless  operator,  by  fear  of  death  undashed 
When  liis  liner  with  another  in  mid-Atlantic  clashed, 
Stuck  to  his  job  and  did  it  for  fourteen  hours  or  more, 
And  proved  the  means  of  bringing  several  hundreds  safe  to 
shore. 


NS,  wireless  operator,  on  touching  Yankee  soil, 
The  wiles  of  lion-hunters  found  it  precious  hard  to  foil  ; 
For  if  he  went  to  see  a  play  they  brought  him  on  the  stage, 
And  the  practice,  of  embracing  him  in  public  was  the  rage. 
HINXS,  wireless  operator,  continually  threw 
Cold  water  on  his  worshippers,  but  still  the  frenzy  grew, 
Till  a  music-hall  proprietor,  considering  him  a  freak, 
Came  and  offered  an  engagement  at  two  hundred  pounds  a 

week. 

RINNS,  wireless  operator,  is  not  a  millionaire, 
But  the  loss  of  self-respect  involved  was  more  than  he  could 

bear, 

So  in  spite  of  alt  the  blandishments  of  B.viLM'M  and  his  tribe, 
He  firmly  but  politely  refused  the  tempting  bribe. 
BINNS,  wireless  operator,  you  simple  British  sotd, 
Whose  name  is  worthy  to  be  inscribed  on  Valour's  golden  scroll, 
Most  truly  may  your'countrymen  of  your  achievements  say, 
"  Tu  saltern  bcnc  mentisti  tic  Itepullica  !  " 

Commercial  Candour. 
From  an  Investors'  Exchange  circular  :— 
"  We  give  advice  free,  and  if  no  business  results,  no  harm  is  done." 


MONOLOGUES. 

(Designed  to  anticipate  and  prerrnt  talking  on  the  part  oj  »hap-kfrpm 
and  otlien.) 

I.—  THE  BARIIEB'B  SHOP. 

GOOD  morning.  I  want  a  shave,  please.  It  is  rather  a  chilly 
morning,  but  I  do  not  think  it  will  rain.  I  take  no  interest 
whatever  in  professional  football  or  in  horse-  racing.  Mind 
that  spot.  Neither  you  nor  I  know  anything  about  the 
GKH.MAN  E  \IPKIW  m.  Your  razor  needs  stropping  ;  it  may  be  a 
wonderful  little  ra/.or,  but  it  needs  stropping.  Spray  ami 
powder,  but  no  alum  block.  I  do  not  want  a  MMUBPOa  Nor 
a  singe,  friction,  or  anything  else  that  you  do.  1  have  no 
money  to  buy  soap  or  razors.  Good  morning. 

II.—  Tin:  HOSISB'S  Sii»r. 

I  want  a  collar  measuring  16  by  2i,  and  only  one.  I  don't 
care  what  reduction  you  make  on  half-a-dozen,  I  will  not  have 
more  than  one.  I  see  you  are  about  to  say  that  you  are  bring- 
ing out  a  new  line  in  shirts  containing  improved  features  sug- 

i  l,v  vour  customers,  but  I  tell  you  as  man  to  man  that 
do  not  want  any  shirts.      And  further,  1  siv  t,.  you  solemnly 
that  I  will  not  be  persuaded,  cajol.nl,  or  buDied  into  bnyra 
anv  shirts.     There  is  nothing  more  that  I  wish  for  now  i 
to  "get  out  of  your  shop.      I  refuse  to  disci.  •  ather. 

How  much:'     Thank  \oii. 

111.       TlIK    iMMIilcr    lUll.WAT    l!ooKlN<:   <>m<K. 


. 

Temple,  and   1  don't  want  a  guide  to   the  country   walks 
that  can  he  reached  by  your  railway,  thank  you. 


Here  is  my 
of  the  gates. 


IV.    -Tin:  TIIIK  LIFT. 
tick*.      I    «,  n't  smoke  and  Til  stand 
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THE    MOUSE. 

I  THINK  this  story  is  going  to  be  an  apologue,  because  I 
have  always  intended  to  write  an  apologue,  and  something 
seems  to  tell  me  that  I  shall  manage  to  do  it  this  time.  Of 
course  I  know  that  an  apologue  must  have  an  application.  In 
the  old-fashioned  sort  there  was  never  any  mistake  about  the 
application.  There  couldn't  possibly  be  two  opinions  as  to 
what  the  man  was  driving  at ;  and  when  you  got  to  the  end 
of  the  story  you  were  quite  comfortable.  "  Aha,"  you  said 
to  yourself,  "that's  a  nasty  one  for  the  Socialists,  that  bit 
about  the  fox  and  the  lion,"  or,  "I  wonder  what  the  House 
of  Lords  will  tliink  about  the  crocodile  and  the  swimmer ;  it 's 
a  fairly  nasty  knock."  That,  as  I  said,  was  the  old-fashioned 
sort.  But  there's  a  new  kind  that  has  come  in  recently. 
It  leaves  you  guessing.  You  can't  quite  make  out  whether 
the  writer  is  having  a  hit  at  the  GERMAN  EMPEROR  or  only 
expressing  some  opinion  or  other  about  Miss  CHRISTABEL 
PANKHURST  or  BERNARD  SHAW.  I  don't  say  my  apologue  is 
going  to  be  exactly  of  that  kind,  but  it  will  be  somewhere 
near  it.  You'll  be  able  to  apply  it  to  anybody  you  like 
(or  dislike,  for  the  matter  of  that) — your  coachman,  your 
chauffeur,  your  housemaid,  your  wife,  or  the  Chairman  of  the 
local  branch  of  the  Tariff  Reform  League.  Anyhow,  I  may 
as  well  begin,  and  you  can  decide  tbe  rest  for  yourself 
later  on. 

There  was  once  a  mouse.  I  am  not  acquainted  with  its 
family  history,  for  I  only  saw  it,  so  to  speak,  from  the  out- 
side, but  it  seemed  a  very  amiable  little  mouse,  confident 
and  frisky,  and  as  neat  and  quick  as  a  mouse  can  be.  It 
lived  somewhere  in  the  hinterland  of  the  wainscoting  in  the 
dining-room,  and  sometimes,  when  the  human  family  was  at 
breakfast  or  lunch,  it  would  suddenly  pop  out  and  glide 
along  the  floor,  or  even  scale  a  side-table  and  dart  about  or 
pause  for  a  moment,  as  if  it  had  remembered  some  very 
important  business  that  ought  to  be  attended  to.  When 
they  saw  it  the  children  stopped  talking  and  held  their 
breath,  and  then  one  of  them  would  whisper,  "  There 's  our 
dear  little  mouse,"  and  then  with  a  quick  flash  the  mouse 
had  scurried  off  under  the  old  grandfather's  clock  that  ticked 
away  for  ever  and  ever  so  slowly  and  solemnly. 

Now  in  this  house  there  was  a  butler.  His  name  was 
Black,  and  he  had  once  been  a  dragoon.  At  present  he  was  a 
very  stout  man,  and  you  couldn't  fancy  him  riding  a  horse, 
except,  perhaps,  one  of  the  huge  horses  which  used  to  draw 
the  brewers'  drays  about  the  lanes.  Mr.  Black  did  not  like 
mice.  He  had  heard  about  this  particular  mouse,  and  lie 
did  what  any  other  butler  would  have  done.  He  decided 
that  the  mousa  ought  to  be  caught,  and  he  got  two  traps  and 
set  them  in  the  dining-room.  This  was  in  the  morning 
before  breakfast.  There  was  a  piece  of  cheese  in  one  trap  ; 
the  other  had  a  scrap  of  bacon.  I  shouldn't  have  dreamt  of 
touching  either,  but  then  mice  are  so  different. 

When  the  children  came  down  to  breakfast  they  imme- 
diately saw  the  traps,  and  they  ran  to  the  Lady-of-tlie-liouse 
and  asked  her  what  these  funny  machines  meant.  And  the 
1-ailv  of-the-house  said  they  were  meant  for  a  mouse.  If 
the  mouse  got  into  one  the  trap  would  go  snap  and  pin  the 
mousedown  very  tight.  "  But  will  the  mouse  like  that?" 
said  the  youngest  child.  And  the  Lady-of-the-house  said 
"No;  the  mouse  wouldn't  like  it  at  all ;  "  and  she  took  the 
two  traps  and  sprung  them,  and  then  she  opened  the 
window  and  threw  them  both  into  some  thick  bushes  that 
grew  close  by.  And  soon  afterwards  the  mouse  paid  his 
morning  visit,  and  was  well  received  as  usual. 

Now  when  the  butler  came  in  to  clear  away  the  breakfast 
things  he  saw  at  once  that  the  traps  were  gone.  He  looked 
for  them  under  side-boards  and  tables,  thinking  a  mouse 
might  in  its  struggles  have  dragged  each  of  them  away  ; 
but  of  course  he  didn't  find  them — only  made  himself  hot 


and  angry.  When  he  was  angry  his  mind,  curiously  enough, 
always  turned  to  the  boy  in  buttons,  who  was  his  household 
slave.  "That  varmint  of  a  boy,"  he  said  to  himself,  "has 
been  up  to  his  tricks  again.  He  's  took  orf  the  two  traps  to 
have  some  game  of  his  own  with  them."  Then  he  went  into 
the  pantry,  where  he  found  the  boy,  and  taxed  him  with 
taking  the  traps  and  converting  them  to  his  own  use.  The 
boy  poured  himself  out  in  honest  denials,  but  Mr.  Black  wa~ 
not  to  be  mollified.  He  said  it  was  a  clear  case,  and  he  took 
his  old  razor-strop  from  its  hook  and  applied  it  not  at  ah 
lightly  to  the  boy,  who  wriggled  and  protested,  but  all  in 
vain.  "  If  they  'd  given  you  more  of  this  sooner,"  said 
Mr.  Black,  "  I  shouldn't  have  to  trouble  with  you  now." 

In  the  meantime  the  old  mother-cat  left  her  six-weeks-old 
kitten  in  the  kitchen,  and,  proceeding  along  the  passage 
made  her  way  into  the  dining-room.  She  also  had  heard  of 
the  mouse,  and  her  decision  had  been  the  same  as  the 
butler's,  though  she  was  accustomed  to  work  without  traps. 
She  paused  on  the  hearthrug  to  arrange  her  toilet.  Then  she 
crouched  low,  her  eyes  gleamed,  she  flicked  her  tail  from  side 
to  side  and  made  a  swift  spring.  There  was  a  tiny  squeak, 
and  the  cat  said,  "  I  Ve  got  him,"  or  cat-words  to  that  effect. 

Listen,  however.  The  kitten,  a  pertish  youngster,  had 
issued  from  its  basket  and  had,  after  an  interval,  followed  its 
mother  into  the  passage,  where  it  stopped  to  reconnoitre  by 
the  pantry-door.  It  was  at  this  moment  that  Air.  Blaek, 
having  finished  his  strop-swinging,  came  out  flushed  but 
triumphant.  He  did  not  see  the  kitten  ;  the  kitten  failed  to 
avoid  him,  and  the  butler's  foot  descended  heavily  on  the 
little  animal.  With  a  shrill  squawk  of  terror  and  pain  tht 
kitten  extricated  itself,  and  Mr.  Black,  impeded  in  his  stride, 
lurched  to  the  ground.  The  cat  heard  the  sound  of  her  off- 
spring's woe.  She  dropped  the  mouse  and  raced  to  help. 
The  mouse,  more  frightened  than  hurt,  dragged  itself  to 
safety,  and  the  Lady-of-the-house,  coming  suddenly  into  the 
passage  for  a  consultation  with  the  cook,  found  the  butler 
prostrate  on  the  floor. 

Now  the  only  person  who  was  thoroughly  pleased  was  the 
boy — and  he  had  had  the  strop.  The  cat  wasn't  pleased  ; 
the  kitten  was  far  from  pleased  ;  the  mouse  had  escaped,  but 
there  was  no  pleasure  about  it ;  the  butler  had  suffered  in 
his  dignity ;  and  the  Lady-of-the-house  was  amused,  but 
puzzled,  for  she  knew  that  the  hole  in-the-carpet  alleged  by 
the  butler  did  not  exist. 

"Silly  old  fathead,"  said  the  boy,  "that'll  teach  him  to 
come  his  strop-games  over  me." 

OUR   SWEEP. 

Like  other  sweeps,  when  starting  his  career, 
He  early  learned  the  motto  of  his  trade  ; 
He  saw  it  at  the  entrance,  well  displayed, 

"  Abandon  soap,  all  ye  who  enter  here  !  " 

And  judging  by  his  looks  it  would  appear 
He  read  the  grim  commandment  and  obeyed, 
For  still  his  face  grows  darker,  shade  by  slutde, 

More  manifestly  sable,  year  by  year. 

He  rises  early  and  is  moved  to  song, 

This  much  he  has  in  common  with  the  lark  ; 

Thereafter  the  resemblance  isn't  strong, 
For  any  one  who  hears  him  may  remark 

His  notes  are  few  in  numbsr  and  belong 
Midway  between  the  bellow  and  the  bark. 


"George  Gray,  jun.,   recently  made   464   off   the   red  ball."  — 2Vie 
Daily  Mail. 

It  must  have  been  this  player  who  recently  lost  the  red  and 
made  101  off  the  white. 
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LEARNING  MADE  LUCRATIVE. 

[With  apolnyifs  to  "  The  Evening  Neict."] 


IV  START  READING 

THIS  is  WHERE  IT  BEGINS. 

We  have  decided  to  award  no  fewer 
than  100  scholarships  to  our  boy  and 
girl  readers  (either  sex\  children  of 
newsagents  alone  excepted. 

The  scholarships  will  entitle  the  lucky 
little  winners  ami  the  unlucky  little 
losers  to  go  in  for  any  profession  they 
like  —  the  Church,  the  Law,  Anny  and 
Navy  Stores,  Post  Office,  Bee-keeping, 
River  Police,  &c.,  &c.,  thereby  relieving 
their  parents  of  their  presence  at  home, 
and  obtaining  a  huge  start  in  the 
Marathon  race  of  life. 

There  is,  of  course,  a  sort  of  prelimi- 
nary examination,  but  if  you  can  spell 
"  accommodation  "  and  words  like  that 
tin-re  is  nothing  to  fear.  Filling  up  the 
Voting  Coupons  is  the  principal  thing. 

N.I3.  —  No  son,  daughter,  mother,  em- 
ployee or  other  impedimenta  of  a  news- 
agent can  be  a  candidate. 

WE    WANT    SUBSCRIBERS 

to  have  all  the  benefit. 

A  voting  coupon  will  appear  in  this 
paper  every  day  after  Feb.  29th,  but  not 
'ill  then. 

On  that  day  full  particulars  of  the 
preliminary  examination  will  also  bo 
published. 

Every  reader  (barring  newsagents) 
has  a  vote. 

3  years'  subscription 

entitles  you  to   ...     2,000  votes. 
6  years'  subscription 

entitles  you  to  ...     4,000      „ 
12  years'  subscription 

entitles  you  to   ...     8,000      ,, 
15  years'  subscription 

entitles  you  to  ...  10,000      „ 

and  a  medal. 

The  position  of  the  leading  candidates 
will  be  published  every  day.  It  will 
crowd  out  a  good  deal  of  matter  which 
we  would  otherwise  have  to  pay  for,  but 
we  will  willingly  do  this  for  the  sake  of 
our  little  scholars. 

When  the  subscription  is  paid,  the 
candidate's  name  will  immediately  bo 
entered  on  the  register  of  candidates  for 
the  preliminary  examination. 

HT    THERE   IS  NO  FEE   FOR  THUS   REGIS- 

TERING A  CANDIDATE'S  NAMI:. 

The  scholarships  will  of  course  be 
awarded  to  the  candidate  obtaining  the 
most  votes,  and  any  candidate  can  of 
course  vote  for  him  or  herself. 

No  newsagent  can  be  a  voter  —  at 
least  he  must  give  up  being  a  news- 
agent first. 

No  boy  or  girl  need  hesitate  to  enter 
this  novel  competition  on  the  score  of 
ignorance. 


Mother.  "  WHY,  ETHEL,  TOO  MCSTS'T  BE  SAD  ox  TOUR  BIRTHDAY-.    WHAT  is  IT  ?  " 

Ethel.  "  WELL,  TOMMY  'I.L  BB  EIGHT  NEXT  Mourn,  AXD  THEM  HB  'LL  BE  A  YEAR  OLDEB  THAU 

MB  AGAIN,  ASD  I  'VE  TRIED  SO  HARD  TO  CATCH   HIM   Of." 


IT'S  MONEY  THAT  COL  NTS. 

N.B.— No  girl,  woman,  or  other  fcmal.- 
engaged  to  (or  by)  a  newsagent  is  eligible 
for  the  competition. 

Fuller  particulars  next  week,  but 

GET  YOUR   MO!«EY  READY  NOW. 


"  Old  Reader.— Yes,  a  man  who  works  down 
n  coal  mine  is  called  a  collier." — She  field  Daily 
Trtf'jraph. 

To  think  of  the  years  and  years  "  Old 
Reader"  has  been  taking  in  Che  paper 
and  wondering  whether  he  dared  ask 
this  question. 


"I  myself  a  week  ago  jumped  on  a  c;ir  ai 
Somerset  House  and  had  alighted  at  Teupb- 
avenue  before  I  realised  that  1  had  not  paid  my 
penny." — Daily  Neict. 
Quite  right ;  the  fare  is  a  ha'penny. 


From  the  prospectus  of   an  Indian 

conjurer: — 

"  An  attractive  sight  and  strange  to  see  that 

is  done  through  niesmerizm  and  magic — 
How,  to  hold  the  firing  bullet  by  the  hand— 
To  mention  the  secret  after  feeliug  the  pulse- 
To  Break  the  watch  into  pieces  and  to  show 

it  again  in  the  same  state." 

We  have  always  felt  that  we  could  do 

the  last  without  any  trouble. 


Things  you  Ought  to  Know. 

"  A  Jemadar  of  the   Zhob   levy  corps   has 
deserted    from    the    Saradarga  post  with   2 
sowars.    The  Jemadar  is  a  Jogezai  hakar.  - 
Rcuter't  Telegram. 

This  is  indeed  a  painful  surprise, 
very  last  thing  we  suspected  the  Jemadar 
of  being  was  a  Jogezai  Kakar.     Even 
now  it  may  not  be  too  late  for  him  to 
withdraw. 
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DISCIPLINE    FOR    SERVANTS. 

DEAR  Mamma's  plan  for  disciplining 
her  servants  was  not  a  success.  It  was 
a  good  plan,  but  we  never  had  the 
proper  kind  of  servant. 

The  idea  came  to  Mamma  when  first 
the  new  Workmen's  Compensation  Act 
came  into  operation.  She  took  out  a 
policy  against  July  1st,  and  said  it  was 
a  splendid  opportunity  to  begin  an 
entirely  new  regime  in.  kitchen  control. 

Up  to  then,  as  dear  Mamma  said 
when  outlining  the  scheme,  she  had  no 
liold  over  the  servants  —  no  way  of 
punishing  them.  Her  plan  was  a  com- 
bined system  of  punishments  and  re- 
wards. Each  servant,  in  addition  to 
her  regular  wages,  was  to  receive  —  if 
entitled  thereto,  as  Mamma  said  —  five 
shillings  a  mouth  Conduct  Money. 
Every  time  a  maid  incurred  Mamma's 
displeasure  a  small  fine  would  be  in- 
flicted and  deducted  from  the  five 
shillings. 

Mamma  was  most  enthusiastic  about 
it.  She  went  to  the  stationer's  and 
bought  a  little  note-book  bound  in  red 
leather.  On  the  cover  she  had  stamped 
in  gold  lettering  : 

CONDUCT  REGISTER. 
At  the  head  of  the  first  page  was  printed 

CooK-GF.KERAI,. 


And  halfway  through  the  book 

HoUSE-PARJjOORMAID. 

l-'lNES. 

Two  new  servants  came  in  just  then, 
and  dear  Mamma  explained  the  system 
to  them  and  showed  them  the  book. 
They  were  very  pleased,  and  the  cook- 
general  told  Mamma  it  would  "fairly 
keep  her  on  the  "op."  Though  rather 
vulgarly  put,  that,  as  dear  Mamma  said, 
was  the  right  sentiment,  and  she  ex- 
pressed the  belief  that  her  servant 
troubles  were  at  last  at  an  end. 

A  rough  scale  of  fines  was  agreed 
upon  —  one  penny,  for  example,  for  each 
minute  late.  Papa  said  that  was  a  bit 
steep,  but  dear  Mamma  said:  "If 
discipline  is  not  discipline,  what  is  it?" 
Papa  said  :  "  I  leave  it  to  you,  partner," 
and  went  to  bed.  This  was  the  first 
night  of  the  new  rc/fnnc. 

The  servants  overslept  themselves  next 
morning  and  came  down  an  hour  lati-. 

Dear  Mamma  was  very  distressed 
about  it.  You  see,  sixty  minutes  at  a 
penny  a  minute  is  five  shillings,  and 
there  was  the  whole  Conduct  Money 
gone  at  one  fell  swoop.  A  conference 
was  held  in  the  kitchen,  and  dear 
Mamma,  on  emerging,  announced  that 
the  iron  rod  of  discipline  had  been 
temporarily  relaxed.  She  had  most 
kindly  agreed  to  overlook  the  offence,  and 
a  fresh  start  was  to  be  made. 


That  was  at  half-past  nine. 

At  a  quarter  to  twelve,  while  running 
blithely  down  -  stairs,  dear  Mamma 
put  her  foot  on  the  dustpan,  carried 
away  a  rack  of  Zulu  assegais  in  a  wild 
clutch  to  save  herself,  and  sat  down  very 
abruptly  indeed. 

There  is  no  need  to  repeat  what  she 
said  to  the  house-parlourmaid,  but  she 
ended  up  by  saying,  "  And  your  whole 
five  shillings  is  gone — Gone !  understand 
that  clearly  !  " 

If  you  will  believe  me,  the  girl  went 
upstairs,  put  on  her  hat  and  jacket,  and 
walked  straight  out  of  the  house ! 

Rather  to  dear  Mamma's  surprise — for 
it  is  her  experience  that  servants  always 
combine  together  against  the  mistress —  ] 
the  cook-general  quite  took  her  part  over 
this  unfortunate  incident.  She  said  that 
Mamma  was  well  rid  of  the  house- 
parlourmaid,  because  the  girl  had  been 
very  rude  behind  dear  Mamma's  back 
about  her  good  conduct  money,  and  had 
said  she  would  demand  it  at  the  end  of 
the  month  whether  she  earned  it  or  not. 
The  cook-general  went  on  to  say  that  for 
her  part  she  would  much  better  appre- 
ciate the  scheme  if  Mamma  would  give 
her  her  five  shillings  now.  She  said  it 
would  seem  much  more  like  a  reprimand 
to  her  if  she  actually  had  to  hand  over  a 
fine  than  if  she  were  deprived  of  money 
she  had  never  so  much  as  seen. 

Partly  because  there  seemed  some- 
thing in  this  theory,  and  partly  because 
she  was  afraid  the  cook-geneial  might 
object  to  being  single  -  handed,  dear 
Mamma  agreed,  and  gave  the  five- 
shillings — also  permission  to  pop  out 
and  pest  a  letter  to  a  friend  who  might 
be  willing  to  take  the  vacant  situation. 

"  The  girl  is  a  treasure,"  said  dear 
Mamma,  as  she  wn!ched  her  turn  the 
corner  with  the  letter  in  her  hand. 

At  half-past  eleven  that  night  two 
policemen  brought  her  to  the  house 
quite  incapable.  It  was  most  wretched. 
Of  course  we  cculd  not  have  her  in,  and 
she  was  taken  to  the  police-station. 

We  had  never  lost  two  servants  quite 
so  quickly  before,  and  Papa  said  it  was 
all  through  the  Conduct  Money  scheme, 
which  hurt  dear  Mamma  very  much. 
She  said  that  with  such  wretched  ser- 
vants it  had  not  had  a  fair  trial,  and 
when  the  next  maids  came  in  she  ex- 
plained everything  to  them  and  started 
it  again. 

At  the  end  of  the  month  fourpence 
was  due  to  the  cook-general  and  a  penny 
to  the  house-parlourmaid.  They  were 
very  rude  about  it,  and  actually  refused 
to  take  their  rewards.  Dear  Mamma, 
however,  talked  them  over,  carried  for- 
ward the  fourpence  and  the  penny,  and 
they  promised  they  would  set  them- 
selves not  to  lose  a  farthing  during  the 
coming  month. 

Dear    Mamma    had    hardly  left  the 


kitchen  when  the  cook-general  dropped 
and  broke  a  plate. 

Mamma  turned  back.  "Ah,  Mary, 
Mary,"  she  said  with  a  kind  smile, 
picking  up  the  conduct-register,  "that's 
threepence." 

"  Ho  !  is  it  ?  Well,  that 's  sixpence," 
said  the  girl,  and  deliberately  dashed  a 
second  plate  on  the  floor  ! 

The  fine  for  rudeness  was  a  shilling, 
but  dear  Mamma  thought  it  best  not  to 
enter  it  just  then.  The  way  in  which 
things  mounted  up  after  that  was  extra- 
ordinary. Dear  Mamma  just  entered 
them  as  they  came,  but  in  adding  them 
up  she  found  to  her  horror  that  the 
cook-general  owed  her  £1  3.s.  Id.,  and 
the  house  -  parlourmaid  owed  her 
19s.  ll^d. 

It  was  while  dear  Mamma  was  ex- 
plaining this  to  Papa  and  begging  him 
for  once  in  his  life  to  go  in  and  speak 
to  the  servants  that  there  came  from  the 
kitchen  a  loud  crash  followed  by  terrific 
screams. 

We  rushed  in,  and  there  was  the  cook- 
general  executing  a  fascinating  little 
dance  on  one  leg  round  and  round  the 
table.  She  collapsed  on  a  chair  pre- 
sently, and  then  it  appeared  that  she 
had  upset  the  kettle  and  scalded  her 
foot.  The  doctor  said  it  was  trifling, 
but  she  said  that  a  very  similar  shock, 
only  not  quite  so  bad,  had  killed  her 
aunt,  and  that  for  months  and  months 
the  mere  sight  of  a  kettle  would  set  her 
all  of  a  tremble. 

We  sent  her  home,  and  then  the  young 
man  from  the  insurance  company,  after 
interviewing  her,  came  to  see  us.  Dear 
Mamma  and  I  watched  him  go  jauntily 
down  the  drive,  and  then  Papa  came  in. 
Papa's  lips  were  flecked  with  foam.  He 
could  hardly  speak. 

"Whatever  is  it?"  dear  Mamma 
cried. 

"It's  this  Conduct  Money  of  yours," 
stormed  Papa,  using  a  regrettable  adjec- 
tive. "  On  the  policy  1  said  the  girl's 
wages  were  £1  10*  a  month,  but  she 
tells  the  Company  she  was  receiving 
£1  15s.,  and  the  Company  is  going  to 

repudiate  the  claim  !  Of  all  the !  " 

and  so  on. 

Our  case  comes  on  next  week.  Dear 
Mamma  is  living  with  her  mother  and 
Papa  is  preparing  to  file  his  petition  in 
Bankruptcy. 

According  to  Tlio  Times  there  is  now 
on  view  at  167,  Piccadilly,  "  a  fine 
mounted  hippopotamus."  But  it  does 
not  say  who  is  the  rider.  Can  Mr. 
G.  K.  C have  taken  to  the  saddle  ? 


Making  the   Beautiful   yet  More 
Beautiful. 

"Jxiily  knits  lovely  gentlemen's  silky  ties. "- 
Hearth  an/I  Home. 
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SWEET    MEMORIES. 

reunion  Enquiry  Officer.  "HAVE  YOU  EVER  BEEN  IH  THE  UAXDS  or  TBE  POLICE?" 
Applicant.  "WELL— ER— SIB,  YOU  SEE  I  USED  TO  BE  A  cooi!     Dints  WILL  BE  OIRLS! 
AMI  UK  WAS  A  SERGEANT!" 


BESIDES,  IT  WAS  A  GOOD  MAST  TEAM  AGO, 


WHAT  EVERY  GOLFER  KNOWS. 

GONK  arc  my  accustomed  jolly. 

Dimpling  smiles,  and  in  their  place 
Ugly  lines  of  melancholy 

Play  the  mischief  with  my  face  ; 
No,  I  do  not  mourn  a  folly, 

Nor  a  merited  disgrace, 
Fortune  ha3  not  handled  me  severely, 
Scandal  has  not  soiled  my  precious 

name, — 

Worse,  far  worse  than  either,  I  am  clearly 
Off  my  game. 

Drives  are  pulled  or  sliced  to  blazes, 

Putts  are  off  the  line  and  short, 
With  each  shot  my  mashie  raises 

Turf  enough  to  build  a  fort; 
Till  the  caddie-boy  betrays  his 
Wondering  pity  with  a  snort, 
And  I  burn  with  thoughts  I  dare  not 

utter, 

And  I  long  to  seize  him  by  the  head, 
Treat  him  as  a  ball,  and  with  my  putter 
Lay  him  dead. 

Courage !     Shall  a  pilule  shatter 
My  established  mental  state  ? 

Rather  it  (I  mean  the  latter) 

Shall  in  trouble  prove  me  great ; 


Courage !     Mind  is  more  than  matter ; 

Man  is  master  of  his  fate  ; 

Boldly  will  I  smite  the  ball,  and  alam  it 

Whizzing  to  the  middle  of  next  week ; 

Mind  is  more  than There,  I  've  only 

(Bother !) 

Smashed  my  cleek ! 


FOR  THE  HOUSEWIFE. 

Steak  farcl.  —  Procure  some  new 
bicycle  tyre  (it  must  1)3  new)  and  apply 
heat  until  it  is  the  right  colour.  Stuff 
with  comic  snips  ;  add  laughing  gas  to 
taste,  and  serve  with  suitable  facetiae. 
This  simple  dish  will  cause  the  greatest 
merriment  among  your  guests. 

Mock  ]>!«•};.  —  Purchase  good-sized 
duck  ;it  ;i  respectable  toy-shop,  remove 
cog-wheels  and  immerse  in  boiling  water 
until  ready.  Employ  a  ventriloquist  to 
quack  while  the  meal  is  in  progress. 
This  is  a  i-uiital  dish  for  informal 
gatherings. 

.1  nice  Sandicieh. — Take  a  loaf  of 
bread  (any  kind  of  loaf  will  do),  bisect 
it  and  insert  some  watercress.  A  capital 
dish  for  bazaars  and  charity  dinners. 

Poor  Man's  Pie.  -—  Throw  a  stone 
through  pastry-cook's  window  and 


secure  nearest  pie.  Then  run  very  fast. 
Eat  while  running,  and  deposit  dish 
anywhere  convenient. 

Haggis. — Take  the  viscera  of  any 
Celtic  animal  and,  having  desiccated 
same,  enclose  in  cheese-cloth.  Serve 
with  bagpipe  accompaniment  and  refer- 
ences to  BURNS.  Many  a  pleasant  parly 
has  been  made  to  "  go  "  in  this  way. 


From  T)te  New  Reformer  (Madras)  :— 

"At  such  times  of  self-renunciation  in  oar 
on  ii  life,  it  is  only  supreme  renunciation  that 
appeals  to  ns  ;  and  anything  short  of  that,  we 
feel,  would  be  an  inadequate  support  and  »uy 
for  the  soul.  George  Eliot  realised  this  fact, 
and  in  the  '  Milk  on  the  Floor,'  where  life  gotn 
very  hard  with  her  heroine  and  all  the  world 
seems  against  her,  the  novel  represents  Maggie 
Tulliver  as  turning  .  .  ." 

A  new  reform  indeed  ;  and  what  a  mesa 
it  makes  of  the  old  index  joke,  " '  Mill  on 
Logic,'  '  Ditto  on  the  Floss.'  " 

"  \\>  congratulate  Capl  Sandys  on  baring 
added  his  name  to  that  noble  band  of  intrepid 
•ors  who  have  circumvented  the  globe." 
in-tupcr-Mart  l^tutUt. 

Other  intrepid  navigators  simply  take 
in  Tlif  Kri-nitt'j  Standard, 
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AGRICULTURAL    EDUCATION. 

Farmer  (to  lad  put  to  p'owjliiny  for  the  first  time.)  "  WHAT  ON  EARTH  BE  AT,  MKSSIN'  ABOUT  ALL  OVER  THE  PLACE  LIKE  THIS?" 

Farm  Isid.  "  WULL,  YOU  TOLD  I  TO  LOOK  AT  SUMMAT  AV  GO   STRAIGHT  TO  IT,  AN'  I  BIN  TBYIN'  TO  FOLLER  TIIIC   THER   cow   TILL   I    HE 

TIRED,  AN1  NOW   I   BE  WAITING    FOR   'ER  TO   LIE  DOWN  !  " 


RESCUES  FOR  THE  RICH. 

FOR  souls  as  blithe  as  birds  in  May, 
Whose  balance  at  their  bank  is  such 

That,  if  the  business  burst  to-day, 

The  news  would  not  excite  them  much, 

How  sad  to  see  our  millionaires 

Pursue  the  treadmill  of  their  cares 
And  lose  the  cream  of  life  in  Mammon's 
clutch. 


These  liave  not  felt  the  scorn  for 
That  comes  of  being  stony-broke  ; 

They  cannot  taste  the  calm  that  fil's 
The  coster  as  he  flogs  his  moke  ; 

The  deep  imperishable  bliss 

Of  writing  deathless  verse  like  this 
Is  not  for  them  —  nor  that  of  carting 
coke. 


But  should  \vo  scorn  our  fellow-men 
Merely  because  their  lot  is  woe, 

And  leave  them  unassisted  when 

They  pine   for   succour?    'Goodness, 
no, 

The  wail  of  outcast  plutocrats 

In  marble  halls  with  Persian  mats 
To  honest  British  hearts  is  bound  to  go. 

Is  there  no  high-strung  altruist, 
Devoid  of  words  and  windy  sham, 

To  lead  a  small  subscription  list 
And  all  these  welling  tears  to  cl>m  : 

To  found  a  farm  or  outdoor  home 

Where  kings  of  trade  may  till  the  loam 
And  feed  on  turnip-tops  and  bread- 
and-jam? 

Far  from  the  gilded  haunts  of  wealth, 
There  they  might  live  in  joy  untold, 


And  doubtless  benefit  their  health 
By  long  communion  with  the  mould  ; 

While  I  'd  be  glad  (since  love  ordains 

Self-sacrifice  for  others'  gains) 

To  ease  them  of  the  burden  of  their 
gold. 

A  waiter  in  the  Folkestone  hotel 
referred  to  in  a  recent  number  of  Punch 
writes  to  say  that  the  hotel  motto, 
"  Semper  Idem  "  does  not  mean,  as  we 
thought,  "  Mutton  Again,"  but  "  Xo 
Change."  

"  Laws™  launched  a  large  pieoe  of  tinv  n:vl 
saved  tho  boy." 

It  is  well  known  that  a  piece  of  time 
saves  nine,  and  this  boy  was  only  six. 
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THK    DAILY  TAR. 
(H  illi  atbnauHedgmtntt  i<>  thr  tqqenwut 

\\  ni'l'iii-  i'f  "  'I'll,' 


A  propos  of  the  new  patriotic  play,  it 
is  interesting  to  note  that  "An,"  the 
first  word  of  its  title,  An  Kngllnhman's 


n 

ob- 


;, is  by  no  means  an  unusual  article. 
Quite  a  number  of  successful  plays,  and 
a  few  failures,  too,  have  had  "an" 
them.     Queen    An,   as  this    writer 

served  at  a  luncheon  party 

at  his    dub    yesterday,    is 
thus  by  no  means  dead. 

V 

To  call  oneself  "A  Patriot," 
as  the  author  of  An  HivjUsh- 
iiinit'y  Home  does,  is  not,  by 
the  way,  a  new  departure. 
There  have  been  Patriots 
before.  A  book  entitled  This 
Little  Isle, published  in  1835, 
a  copy  of  which  lies  before 
the  writer,  is  attributed  to 
"a  patriot,"  and  it  is  gene- 
rally understood  that  the 
poet  (  'I.OSK  once  wrote  a 
pamphlet  under  that  inte- 
resting pseudonym.  The 
great  days  for  jokes  on  the 
subject  are,  however,  over; 
but  there  was  a  time  when 
every  disturbance  in  Ireland 
was  wittily  called  a  Pat 
liot.  *  * 

The  author  of  An  English- 
man s  Home  has  not  the 
same  reasons  for  shunning 
publicity  as  had  Jon\  Ho  MI:, 
the  authorof  the  play  which 
gave  rise  to  the  patriotic 
ejaculation,  "Wliaur's  your 
\Vri.t.n:  SinxsraiE  noo?" 
who  might  be  called  the 
Scotsman's  Home.  Men  who 
take  pseudonyms  have 
various  reasons  for  doing 
BO;  not  the  least  of  which 
is  that  they  do  not  want 
to  be  known.  Hut  "A 
Patriot"  has  been  found 
out  already. 

The  success  ol  An  Erujlith- 
mnii'ii  Ilium'  cannot  fail 
to  the  minds  of  many  of  our  readers 
the  fiirm-f  cause  I  a  few  years  ago  by 
the  publication  of  a  not  dissimilarly- 
entitled  work.  An  Englithtcoman  t 
l.oi-t'  LfHer*.  That,  too,  by  a  strange 
coincidence,  was  anonymous,  but  it 
turned  out  to  bo  (lie  work,  not  of  a 
major  in  the  Army,  but  a  gentleman  of 
letters.  The  coincidence  goas  further 
than  at  first  sight  one  would  think,  for 
what  is  an  Englishman's  home  but 
his  house?  and  the  author  of  An  A'm/- 
Ufliii-oiu, m's  Ijore  Letters  was  a  Mr. 

Hots  MAN. 


THK    KINi;    OF   TI1K   CASTLK. 

DEAB  Mil.  PINVH,  My  poor,  dear  Papa 
went  mad  last  Wednesday.  \Vhen  he 
and  Mamma  went  up  to  the  theatre  in 
the  evening  he  seemed  all  right,  but  on 
Thursday  morning  he  was  a  different 
man.  After  breakfast  be  told  us  to 
keep  our  places.  I  thought  he  was 
going  to  begin  family  prayers  again,  as 
he  usually  does  early  in  the  year.  But 


I/>np  D.M.MENT  tinge:—  "I'M  roLLOwiKO  IN  FATHER'S  FOOTSTEPS, 

I  'll    FOLLOWING   THE  DEAR  OLD   DAD  ! 


to     recall 


instead  lie  told  us  that  an  Kn irishman's 
house  was  his  castle,  and  that  while 
we  had  neither  moat  nor  drawbridge 
we  must  see  to  it  that  our  castle 
was  defended  from  the  invader.  He  was 
awfully  solemn,  and  added  that  at  le.ist 
it  should  lx>  said  of  his  house  that  it 
was  defended— to  the  death,  if  need  be; 
and  that  made  Phyllis  cry. 

\Ve  soon  discovered  that  Papa  thought 
that  the  house  was  about  to  be  sur- 
rounded by  foreign  soldiers.  I  don't 
know  where  he  got  it  from — I  could  see 
nothing  about  it  in  the  paper.  Instead 
of  going  to  the  City  he  went  up  to  the 


High  Street  and  bought  a  rusty  old  gun 
from  a  second-hand  hhop.  and  tho  iron 
monger's  boy  came  with  a  truckful  of 
barbed  wire.  All  the  ufa-m^m  Pa|« 
made  Norman  and  Peter  help  him  t-i 
h  immer  stakes  in  the  lawns  and  flower- 
I  >  'U  round  the  house,  while  Phyllis  and 
I  were  told  to  look  at  the  gun  and  try 
to  master  its  mechanism — fur  even  the 
girls,  he  said,  had  a  part  to  play.  The 
gun  wan  very  rusty  and  wouldn't  work, 
-  and  we  made  our  hands  in 
a  fearful  mess  without  find- 
ing out  anything.  And  the 
two  boys,  besides  hammer- 
ing their  thumbs,  got 
muddy  and  hot  and  cro.-R. 

The  next  morning  Papa 
woke  the  boys  at  BIX,  and 
made  them  go  out  on  to  the 
lawn  to  drill.  Norman  had 
the  gun,  and  Peter  a  broom- 
stick, because  he  is  so  little. 
They  came  in  to  breakfast 
crosfer  than  ever.  In  the 
evening  they  had  to  take 
the  barbed  wire  and  stretch 
it  between  the  stakes— con- 
structing entanglements, 
Papa  called  it.  It  was  left 
out  all  night,  and  next 
morning,  after  drill,  they 
took  it  all  in  again,  only  to 
repeat  the  thing  all  over 
again  at  night.  That  has 
gone  on  ever  since,  and  their 
clothes  and  hands  are  in  a 
fearful  state  because  of  the 
spikes.  Norman  is  so  cross 
because  Papa  won't  let  him 
have  any  cartridges  until 
he  is  sixteen,  and  says  that 
for  the  present  he  must 

Eractise  putting  the  gun  to 
is  shoulder  and  aiming. 
Every  now  and  again  Papa 
takes  Phyllis  and  me  into  a 
corner,  and  says  we  must  be 
brave,  and  show  stout  hearts, 
and  stand  by  the  men  to 
help  them  all  we  can.  He  has 
made  us  sleep  in  the  back 
attic,  which  he  calk  the 
West  Watch  -  tower,  where, 
he  says,  I  am  to  prac- 
watching.  Phyllis  gets  so 
frightened,  she  can't  sleep.  And  on 
Saturday,  being  a  half-holiday,  we  had 
barricading  practice,  which  meant 
dragging  the  furniture  across  all  the 
doors  and  windows,  and  piling  it  up  as 
high  as  we  could. 

Mamma  l<»k-i  so  anxious  and  puzzled 
about  it  all.  What  do  you  think  it 
means?  Is  it  serious,  and  will  it  last, 
do  you  think  ? 

\  'iirs  affectionately. 

JOAN  Tiur 
Lishgrove  Lodge,  Streatliam. 
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LITERARY  HELP. 
SOME  of  our  contemporaries, 


taking 


compassion  on  the  literary  aspirant  in 
his  difficulties,  are  prepared  to  furnish 
him,  by  way  of  help,  with  a  candid 
criticism  of  his  efforts.  So  good  an 
example  is  worthy  of  imitation,  and 
to-day  we  offer  the  following  comments 
MSS.  that  have  been  submitted  to 


have   a 


on 
us: — 

JOHN  MILTON. — You  seem 
certain  facility  in  turn- 
ing out  blank  verse,  but 
your  poem  Paradise 
Lost  is  insufferably  long, 
and  full  of  wearisome 
classical  allusions.  We 
feel  sure  that  no  editor 
would  accept  it.  And 
yet  there  are  ideas  in  | 
the  poem.  You  might, 
we  think,  have  made  a 
good  deal  more  of 
Adam's  first  meeting  j 
with  Eve.  The  piece, 
too,  would  be  greatly 
improved  by  the  use  of 
suitable  headlines,  such 
as 

Was  it  Love  at  first  j 
sight  ? 

Interesting  Story  of 
how  the  First  Man 
met  the  First 
Woman. 


Was  Eve  a  Suffra- 
gette? (N.B.— This 
last  headline, 
though  irrelevant 
to  the  poem,  would 
be  sure  to  prick  the 
public  attention  in 
these  troublous 
days,  and  we  cannot 
too  strongly  insist 
that  the  only  test 
of  a  work  is  its  sell- 
ing capacity.  This 
is  a  point  too  often  j 
overlooked  by  be- : 
ginncrs  like  your- 
self.) 

No,  we  do  not  think  you 

have  enough  ability  to  win  a  Limerick 


ROBERT  BURNS. — There  is  no  demand 
for  the  Scotch  dialect  poem  :  even  the 
Scotch  dialect  story  has  gone  out  of 
fashion.  Your  only  chance  of  success 
would  be  to  have  a  few  of  your  efforts 
set  to  music,  and  then  forward  tbem  to 
your  countryman,  HARRY  LAUDER,  in  the 
hope  of  his  bringing  them  out  at  the 
Halls.  You  seem  to  have  a  leaning 
towards  sentimental  verse :  you  might 
develop  this  vein,  taking  as  a  model  In 
the  Twi-Twi-Ticilight. 


Study  the  works  of  the  late  GUY 
BOOTHBY  and  The  Mystery  of  a  Hansom 
Cab. 

PERCY  B.  SHELLEY. — Your  lines  are 
very  fair,  but  you  are  by  no  means 
happy  in  your  choice  of  subjects.  You 
must  study  the  popular  taste  more. 
The  public  does  not  want  Laments : 
you  sbould  give  them  something  in  the 
style  of  Put  me  among  the  Girls. 
You  would  perhaps  do  better  in  prose. 
Why  not  try  your  hand  at  a  football 
— j  story  for  the  maga- 
zines? 

WILI.UM  WORDSWORTH. 
— Do  not  be  dis- 
couraged though  your 
efforts  have  so  far  met 
with  rejection.  Have 
you  read  the  verses, 
Will  you  love  me  in 
December  as  you,  do  in 
May  9  Take  these  as  a 
model :  we  think  you  are 
quite  capable  of  rising 
to  this  level  .  .  .  Yes, 
a  really  good  coster 
song,  witty  and  up-to- 
date,  would  be  sure  of 
acceptance. 

SAMUEL  JOHNSON. — We 
have  glanced  through 
your  Rasselas.  You 
appear  to  have  set  out 
with  a  very  hazy  idea 
as  to  whether  you  would 
write  in  English  or 
Latin,  and  the  result 
is  a  grotesque  mixture. 
Before  beginning  a 
work,  it  is  always  well 
to  decide  what  language 
you  will  write  it  in. 

RocEhT  BROWNING.  — 
We  should  not  advise 
you  to  write  songs  for 
the  music-halls.  Your 
style  is  not  directenough 
to  get  home  on  the  pub- 
lic's heart. 


THE    TORTURE    OF    THE    RACK. 


Sii  \KSPEARE.  —  Your    play 


prize. 

\VlI.I.IAM 

Hamlet  is  not  without  merit ;  there  are 
indeed  passages  in  it  of  which  no 
practised  hand  would  be  ashamed,  and 
we  have  little  doubt  that,  if  you  persevere, 
you  will  in  time  write  stuff  good  enough 
for  the  provincial  stage.  What  we 
especially  like  about  this  little  effort  is 
that  there  is  plenty  of  blood  in  it.  We 
suggest  that  you  cut  out  all  the  soli- 
loquies, and  tone  the  language  up 
more. 


FRANCIS  BACON. — The  public  does  not 
read  essays.  If  you  aspire  to  be  a 
leading-article  writer,  you  must  acquire 
a  snappier  style.  No,  we  do  not  allow 
that  anyone  can  be  the  author  of  another 
man's  plays.  To  be  the  author  of  a 
work,  one  must  have  written  it  oneself. 

OLIVER  GOLDSMITH.  —  Your  story  The 
Vicar  of  Wakefield  is  exceedingly 
tame,  and  we  do  not  think  any  editor 
would  take  it.  The  public  is  more 
interested  in  burglars  and  detectives 
than  in  vicars.  But  you  are  capable 
of  improvement,  both  in  style  and  plot. 


'Well-concealed    en- 
trenchments are  mentioned 
•  as   becoming   more  evident 


every  day." — Western  Morning  News. 
This  is  not  another  joke  against  the 
Volunteers  by  a  Major  in  the  Regular 
Army,  but  an  extract  from  the  Western 
Morning  News'  summary  of  Instructions 
issued  to  the  Aldershot  Command. 


"  Author  of  dramatic  and  successful  serials 
wishes  to  meet  publisher  willing  to  consider 
same." — The  Atlietucum. 

Perhaps  he  would  consider  the  publisher 
best  by  making  no  reference  to  his  serials 
when  they  meet. 
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INSULT    OR    INJURY." 

First  Farmer.  "  WHAT  FOR  DO  TE  ALL  oo  BIDIN'  OVER  THK  MIDDLE  OF  THAT  FIELD?    VARJIEB  LIKE  TOO  OUGHT  TO  EJOW  IT  WOB  TOUSO  SKIM." 
Second  Farmer  (with  old  score  to  work  off).  "LAW  BLESS  us,  zo  IT  BE!     WELL  now,  I  OODLDN'T  ZEE  us  rUB  DANDELIONS." 


TYING  THE  WHITE  TIE. 

(Blf  THE  COLONKL.) 

MOKE  matches,  I  suppose,  are  won  and 
lost  through  correct  or  faulty  manipula- 
tion of  the  neckwear  than  through 
success  or  failure  in  any  other  depart- 
ment of  the  costume ;  and  in  response 
to  numerous  appeals  from  my  readers, 
1  have  drawn  up  some  rules  which,  with 
a  little  practice,  should  enable,  the  ordi- 
nary amateur  to  obtain  a  fair  modicum 
of  proficiency  in  this  difficult  stroke. 

Choice  of  Implement. — Select  a  tie 
with  a  fairly  whippy  shaft  (the  stiff  kind 
supplied  by  so  many  laundries  are  im- 
possible for  a  beginner)  and  a  large 
head  ;  you  may  please  yourself  ns  to  the 
amount  of  bulge,  but  in  any  case  the 
blade  should  be  capable  of  being  passed 
through  a  two-inch  ring. 

The  Stance.— Plant  both  feet  firmly 
on  the  floor  in  front  of  the  mirror  (which 
should  be  full  length),  turn  the  toes 
slightly  inward,  loosen  the  knees,  and 
let  the  whole  body  be  as  supple  as 
possible. 

The  Up-mrimj. — Tie  a  double  slip-knot 


and  take  the  left-hand  end  slowly  back- 
wards over  the  right  shoulder,  keeping 
your  eye  firmly  fixed  on  the  underneath 
side  of  the  head  of  the  collar-stud,  and 
your  hands  well  away  from  the  body  ; 
at  the  top  of  the  swing  the  blade  of  the 
tie  should  be  parallel  with  the  ground, 
and  one  foot  s'ightly  lifted.  Always 
remember  that  what  the  tip-swing  has 
been,  the  down-Swing  will  be,  and  never 
lose  sight  of  the  stud. 

The  Ihirn-xirlnij.  —Keeping  the  left 
shoulder  slightly  tucked  in,  throw  both 
arms  away,  loop  the  two  ends,  ktn.t 
firmly,  and  come  well  through  with  the 
body.  If  you  have  followed  my  instruc- 
tions carefully  a  beautifully  long  straight 
cravat  will  be  the  result,  probably  half- 
way to  the  pin.  Never  mind  a  few 
failures.  Rosin  the  hands  well,  alter 
the  stance  a  little,  readjust  the  links, 
and  start  again. 


Territorial  Forethought. 

"The  Commanding-officer  invites  all  mem- 
bers of  the  detachment  l>  ;i  supper  at  the  l.yn 
Valley  Hotel ;  dress,  uniform,  without  belts."-  - 
Dernti  and  Er,'li-r<!n:,t!c. 


THE    PAGEANT    MASTER 
SPEAKS. 

MR.  PUNCH'S  Pageant  having  come  to 
a  close,  he  takes  this  opportunity  of 
thanking  his  many  friends  for  assisting, 
not  only  by  their  loans  of  articles  of 
interest,  but  also  by  their  presence  in 
such  numbers,  in  making  the  Kxhiliition 
so  memorably  successful. 


"  Exinouth  are  due  to  receive  a  visit  from 
Exmonth,  bat  though  a  stubborn  nine  i- 
assured,  if  F.xmouth  can  reproduce  the  form 
they  displayed  against  Albion  la«t  Saturday, 
there  should  be  no  doubt  as  to  which  way 
victory  will  go." — Wetter*  Horning  -Yews. 
In  spite  of  this,  however,  we  are  inclined 
to  pin  our  faith  to  Exinouth. 


The  following  testimonial  is  circulated 
by  an  Indian  spoils  stores,  and  has  led, 
we  understand,  to  a  huge  increase  of 

business : — 

•  I  >.  ar  Nr.-.  1  ',>•  Kills  were  ordinary  aud  I 
think  :  t  much  below  their  class  for 

the  pr;  :hem.    The  Solution  was  not 

very  bad  either." 
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GLASS   WITH    CARE. 

THIS  is  the  story  of  how  I  sent  some 
real  German  glass  from  Berlin  to  Eng- 
land through  the  German  parcels  post. 
It  doesn't  sound  exciting.    But  wait. 
It  started    with   a    letter    from    my 
sister. 

"...  And,  oh !  I  have  heard  they 
make  very  good  gla?s  in  Germany,  and 
now  while  you  are  in  Berlin  you  might 
get  me  some  real  German  ware  to  add  to 
my  collection  ...  the  real  bottle-green, 
mind." 

So,  of  course,  I  had  to.  There  was  a 
shop  in  the  Leipzigerstrasse  that  had 
"  January  Sale  on  account  of  Death,"  in 
the  window,  so  I  went  there,  secured  an 
assistant,  and  she  showed  me  some 
glass. 

"  Is  it  expensive  ?"  I  asked. 
"  Oh  !  ye3,  very  expensive.    For  the 
Mister  sees  it  is  the  very  best  glass." 

"  I  wouldn't  mind  if  you  showed  me 
something  a  little  cheaper,  you  know," 
I  hinted. 

"  And  yet  the  Mister  is  an  English- 
man, nlcht  walir  ?  "  Her  opinion  of  our 
race  sank  considerably.  But  she  showed 
me  some  more. 

The  price  was  certainly  less  than  the 
first,  and  there  were  plenty  of  people 
buying  it ;  and  as  I  know  nothing  about 
glass  I  decided  to  have  some  too. 

"  I  will  take  a  cup  and  saucer,  and  a 
glass,"  I  said. 

"  Pay  at  the  desk,  please." 
It  was  easy  enough  to  pay  at  the 
desk,  but  quite  a  different  matter  to  get 
one's  goods  afterwards.  Behind  the 
delivery  counter  five  men — in  uniform, 
of  course — were  wrapping  up  and 
handing  the  articles  that  had  been  sold 
to  an  excited  crowd  struggling  in 
front  of  them.  In  the  course  of  time  I 
was  forced  by  pressure  from  behind 
against  the  counter,  and  there  I  held  on 
and  watched.  It  was  most  interesting, 
especially  as  a  mathematical  exercise. 
On  an  average  seven  articles  were  handed 
in  to  the  men  every  ten  seconds  ;  on  an 
average  eacli  man  handed  one  article 
out  every  ten  seconds.  Thus  in  an  hour's 
time  there  would  be  720  people  in  front 
of  this  counter  waiting  for  their  pur- 
chases. It  was  now  eleven,  the  shop 
closed  at  eight ;  so  at  closing  time  there 
would  be  6,480  people  waiting.  Really 
it  was  extremely  interesting.  Now, 
allowing  that  the  sale  lasted  thirty  days 
— but  here  one  of  the  men  snatched 
the  receipt  from  my  hand,  wrapped  the 
cup  and  the  saucer  and  the  glass  up  in 
a  piece  of  tissue-paper  and  flung  them 
into  my  anus.  My  hold  on  the  counter 
being  loosened  the  lady  behind,  whose 
resolution  had  thrust  me  into  my  advan- 
tageous position,  flung  me  out  and 
occupied  it  herself. 

So  that  was  all  right.     All  I  had  to 


do  now  was  to  get  a  box,  put  the  glass 
in,  and  post  it.  It  sounded  easy,  but  in 
Germany  one  never  knows.  ...  I  went 
into  one  of  the  large  Warenhause,  where 
they  sell  everything  from  a  white 
elephant  to  a  cardboard-bos— no,  not  to 
a  cardboard-box,  for  I  asked  the  door- 
keeper after  I  had  sought  the  right 
department  in  vain,  and  it  appeared 
they  did  not  sell  such  things. 

"...  But  if  the  Mister  buys  some- 
thing, he  will  be  given  a  cardboard-box," 
he  ended  magnificently. 

So  I  went  into  the  toy  department  and 
bought  a  doll  which  I  didn't  really 
want  just  then,  and  with  it  the  necessary 
box. 

And  now  I  only  had  to  post  it.  Only  ! 
I  went  into  a  post-office.  They  are 
annoying  things,  German  post-offices, 
for  there  are  a  lot  of  little  windows,  each 
for  a  different  purpose,  and  you  have 
to  find  out  which  is  the  window  you 
want. 

But  this  time  I  discovered  the  parcels 
receiving  window  at  once.  There  was  a 
nasty-looking  man  behind  it — the  sort 
of  man  who  would  score  off  you  if  he 
could. 

"I  want  to  send  this  to  England," 
[  said. 

"  What  is  it?  "  he  snapped. 
"  Samples    without    value,"    said    I. 
Most  parcels  you  send  to  England  are 
that,  and  if  they  are  not,  they  are — 
But  you  shall  hear. 

He  took  it  somewhere  into  the  back 
of  his  den,  and  after  a  little  while 
returned  and  barked,  "  No,  it 'a  not." 

"  Then  it 's  a  packet  of  value,"  I  said. 
(That  was  what  1  was  going  to  tell  you 
just  now.) 

"  No,  it 's  not,"  he  barked  again. 
"  Oh,  very  well,  then  you  have  me.     I 
give  it  up.     Call  it  what  you  like,  but 
send  it  to  England." 

"  Ausgeschlossen,"  said  he,  and  shut 
his  window  with  a  bang.  I  knew  what 
ausgeschlossen  meant.  It  means  you 
can't  smoke  a  pipe  in  a  smoking  car- 
riage. It  means  you  can't  go  into  a 
free  museum  without  fetching  a  free 
ticket  from  a  place  three-quarters  of  a 
mile  away.  It  means  you  can't  walk  on 
the  left-hand  side  of  the  pavement  even 
when  it 's  the  shop  side  and  you  want  to 
look  at  the  shops ;  or  it  means  you  can't 
walk  on  the  left-hand  side  of  the  pave- 
ment even  when  it  isn't  the  shop  side 
and  you  don't  want  to  look  at  the  shops. 
Ausgeschlossen  means  a  lot  of  things 
like  that.  So  I  didn't  try  to  fish  him 
out  of  his  lair  again.  I  could  see  he 
had  taken  a  dislike  to  my  parcel  from 
the  first.  I  resolved  to  work  it  off  on 
someone  who  could  view  it  with  an  open 
mind. 

At  the  next  post-office  the  parcels 
department  was  fronted  completely  by 
glass,  and  one  could  see  everything  that 


went  on  behind.  There  was  rather  a 
lice  old  man  at  the  window.  That  is, 
ic  looked  nice. 

"  I  want  to  send  this  to  England.  It 's 
samples  without  value,"  I  said. 

He  took  it  and  weighed  it,  and  had  a 
jhat  with  another  man  there  about  it, 
and  then  he  came  back  and  said,  "  I  'm 
sorry  ;  it 's  not." 

So  he  had  found  it  out,  too. 

"Then  it's  a  package  of  value." 

"  No,  it  isn't  that  either." 

"  Well,  anyhow,  I  want  to  send  it  to 
England." 

"  Just  so.  Now  take  my  advice,  my 
friend,"  he  said.  (I  translate  freely 
from  the  German.  I  have  been  doing 
that  all  along,  you  know.)  "  You  are 
young,  and  you  are  an  Englishman,  and 
you  are  not  equal  to  tackling  the  German 
Postal  Regulations  by  yourself.  You 
take  it  back  to  the  shop  where  you 
bought  it." 

"Oh,  I  can't  do  that,"  I  said,  and 
looked  at  my  watch.  "At  the  present 
moment  there  are  something  like  fifteen 
hundred  people  waiting  to  be  attended 
to  in  that  shop." 

"  Well,  then,  take  it  to  any  German 
friend  and  persuade  him  to  help  you ; 
but  if  you  rely  merely  on  yourself  you 
will  never  get  rid  of  that  parcel." 

So  I  took  it  to  my  tobacconist,  and  he 
explained  that  a  sample  without  value 
had  to  be  under  five  hundred  grammes, 
which  my  parcel  was  not ;  and  a  Wert- 
pacltet  had  to  be  in  a  wooden  or  stout 
cardboard  box,  sealed  at  the  ends,  which 
my  parcel  again  was  not.  So  far  as  the 
German  post-office  was  concerned  it  was 
nothing,  it  was  an  impossibility. 

Well,  between  us  we  packed  each 
thing  in  a  separate  cigar-box,  for  he 
hadn't  anything  big  enough  to  hold 
them  all,  wrapped  them  up,  addressed 
them  and  sealed  them.  Then  I  took 
my  three  packages  back  to  the  old  man. 

"  Now  they  are  packages  of  value," 
I  said. 

He  took  them  in  and  weighed  them. 

"I  'm  awfully  sorry  to  disappoint  you, 
but  they  are  not,"  he  said. 

"  Why  on  earth  not  "i  " 

"  Because  they  only  weigh  four  hun- 
dred grammes  each,  and  a  Wertpacket 
has  to  weigh  five." 

It  is  an  Englishman's  boast  that  he 
never  knows  when  he  is  beaten.  I  took 
those  three  boxes  into  a  gunsmith's  next 
door  to  the  post-office. 

"I  want  three  hundred  grammes  of 
lead  shot  in  three  separate  lots  of  one 
hundred  each,"  I  said. 

The  gunsmith,  fearing  the  worst, 
helped  to  repack  my  parcels  with  a 
combination  of  nervousness  and  kindly 
care  that  was  almost  touching. 

I  took  them  back  to  the  post-office  in 
triumph. 

"Now  they  are  all  right,"  I  said. 
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HIS    FIRST    ROUND. 

Nertaat  midd-be  Oolfer.  "  WHERE  DO  I  oo  NOW,  BOT  ?  " 

Caddie.  "  TH'  LINE  's  BETWEEN  THIRD  AND  FOURTH  LEDDT  COUNTING  FROM  TOUR  LEFT." 


The  old  man  weighed  them  and  con-1 
gratulated  inc. 

"  Four  mark  eighty,  please,"  he  said. 

Close  on  live  shillings  seemed  rather 
a  Jot  to  pay  to  send  three  pieces  of 
glass  to  England  ;  but  I  did  not  mind. 
I  had  succeeded  in  the  herculean  task. 

"  Might  I  ask  how  you  brought  them 
up  to  weight?"  he  said. 

1  told  him. 

"  Then  it  will  be  three  mark  extra, 
please." 

"Whatever  for?"  I  asked. 

"  Duty  on  the  export  of  ammunition," 
lip  suid. 

1  know  now  why  the  German  Po;t 
'  >iVu •,-  puts  its  officials  in  a  glass  case. 
It  is  to  prevent  their  being  assaulted  by 
infuriated  foreigners. 

"And  look  here,"  he  added,  as  he 
picked  up  the  three  mark,  "  why  didn't 
you  wrap  the  three  boxes  in  one  piece 
of  brown  paper,  and  send  the  whole  as 
one  Wertpafket  for  one  mark  sixty?" 

Why,  oh  why  didn't  I  buy  a  revolver 
when  I  was  in  that  gunsmith's? 

And  to-day  I  had  another  letter  from 
my  sister  .  .  "The  parcels  arrived 
quite  safely  ;  but  what  funny  notions  of 
packing  boys  have.  Fancy  putting  lead 
shot  in  with  glass !  And,  Tommy,  you 
must  have  misunderstood  me.  I  wanted 
real  German  glass.  This  is  bottle-green, 


and  very  nice  and  all  that,  but  it  has 
got  on  the  bottom  '  Jorbett  and  Jebb, 
Stourbridge,  England.'  It  seems  rather 
a  pity  to  send  glass  all  the  way  from 
Berlin  back  to  within  twenty  miles  of 
where  it  was  made.  .  .  ." 

What 's  the  good  of  Germany  being 
a  Protectionist  country  ? 

What's  the  good  of  Germany,  any- 
way ?  

LINES  FOR  A  BIRTHDAY. 

You  said,  "  I  know  you  cannot  get 

Me  half  the  pretties  you  would  like  to; 
Three  extra  gowns,  a  tiarette, 
A  pianola,  and  a  bike  too ; 
You  can't  give    me    those  things   for 

which  I  pant  -  - 

I  murmured,  "True,. my  love,  I  know  I 
can't." 

I  waited,  anxious  and  dismayed, 

As  on  some  raft  the  last  survivor — 
Your  ultimatum,  thus  delayed, 

Might  still  disintegrate  a  fiver — 
And  heard  these  words  of  easement  and 

good  cheer — 

"  Write  me  a  little  Birthday  Ode  this 
year." 

All,  if  your  milliner  would  take 
A  rondel  for  each  blouse  or  bonnet ; 

If  men  who  butch  and  men  who  bake 
Accepted,  "  on  account,"  a  sonnet ; 


If  gas  and  water  men  endorsed   your 

views, 
I  'd  write  in  any  meter  they  might  choose. 

How  pleasant,  too,  on  quarter  day, 
Instead  of  cheque  or  golden  pieces 

To  hand  the  landlord  for  his  pay 
A  "  Pantoum  of  Repairing  Leases," 

And  hear  him  blithely  chant  it  down 
the  street, 

Before  I  file  his  much-esteemed  receipt. 

An  empty  dream  ;  the  bills  pour  in 
For    goods    that    tradesmen    say    I 

ordered ; 

Duns  in  the  doorway  raise  their  din. 
Daily  my  goings-out  are  wardered. 
Take,  dear,  this  thought  for  birthday 

diadem — 
"I  owe  you  even  more  than  I  owe  them." 


Commercial  Candour. 

"  About  s  quar  er  of  8  century  *go  a  new- 
stamp  business  came  into  existence  anil  Meadilv 
forged  ahead."— From  a  tirrutar. 


From  a  Queen's  Hall  programme  : 

"This  mood,  he  tells  us,  was  fostered  by 
reading  Bulwer  Lyttou'a  '  Rienzi,  or  The  Last 
of  the  Barons.' " 

A   sequel,   if  we    remember  right,   to 
Harold's  I^ast  Days  at  Pompeii. 
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OUR    BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By  Mr.  Punch's  Staff  of  Learned  Clerks.) 

As  a  rule  the  republication  of  political  speeches  is  not  a 
profitable  enterprise  either  for  the  publisher  or  the  reader. 
JOSEPH  COWEN,  for  some  time  Member  for  Newcastle,  was  an 
exceptional  man,  and  exception  is  created  in  the  case  of  his 
utterances  on  public  affairs.  His  Speeches  (LONGMANS),  edited 
by  his  daughter,  deal  with  the  stirring  events  dating  from 
the  Bulgarian  Atrocities  of  1876  to  the  General  Election  of 
1885,  the  last  great  triumph  of  Liberalism  at  the  polls  under 
the  leadership  of  Mr.  GLADSTONE.  Mr.  COWEN  accurately 
described  his  position  in  the  political  world  when,  addressing 
his  constituents  in  the  Town  Hall,  Newcastle,  twenty-nine 
years  ago,  he  said,  "I  am  not  a  conventional  adherent  to  the 
fashionable  Liberalism  of  the  hour,  but  I  am  a  lifelong  Radi- 
cal by  conviction,  sympathy,  training  and  taste."  Above  all 
things  he  was  what  is  to-day  known  as  an  Imperialist.  Some 
of  his  finest  speeches  harped  on  the  theme  of  the  Empire. 
Amongst  non-official  Members  of  the  House  of  Commons  he 
was  the  last  survivor 
of  the  small  tribe  of 
orators.  He  did  not  often 
speak,  but  he  never 
joined  in  debate  with- 
out lifting  it  alike  in 
spirit  and  in  eloquence 
to  the  highest  level. 
One  of  his  most  memo- 
rable efforts,  deeply 
moving  a  crowded 
House,  was  his  speech 
on  the  Bill  by  which 
DISRAELI  conferred  upon 
his  Royal  Mistress  the 
titlr  Empress  of  India. 
This  does  not  appear  in 
the  present  volume,  but 
may  not  be  omitted  from 
the  complete  edition  of 
his  speeches  promised 
by  Miss  JANE  COWEN. 


(MACMILLAN)  is  a  collection  of  stories  of  which  all  but  the  first 
deal  with  minor  psychological  problems  of  a  kind  that  only 
good  craftsmen  can  hope  to  make  interesting.  The  name- 
piece,  which  is  rather  more  pretentious,  and  has  a  mediaeval 
legend  for  subject,  is  written  with  a  delicate  simplicity  that 
reminds  me  a  little  of  some  of  ANATOLE  FRANCE'S  stories  in 
L'Etui  de  Nacre.  The  wild  woman  had  been  expelled  from 
a  convent  for  the  unpardonable  sin  of  secret  ablutions  (she 
used  to  steal  out  at  night  and  bathe  in  a  marble  tank),  and 
so  she  came  to  live  in  a  cave  near  that  of  a  recluse  who  had 
long  ago  subdued  his  only  sinful  temptation,  that  of  writing 
sacred  verse.  The  tragedy  occurred  when  the  hermit  dis- 
covered that  his  friend  had  not,  after  all,  mortified  her  vanity, 
but  occasionally  took  a  bath  in  the  river.  The  remaining 
studios  mostly  deal  with  matters  of  conscience  (either  artistic 
or  pecuniary)  among  widely  differing  American  types,  and 
only  one  (perhaps  the  least  successful)  with  the  conventional 
theme  of  romance.  It  is  hard  to  believe  that  a  quite  ordinary 
young  Englishman  could  have  deluded  the  wife  of  an 
American  professor  into  supposing  he  was  in  love  with  her, 
merely  in  order  to  use  the  pretext  of  their  flirtation  as  a  reason 

for  breaking  off  his  en- 
gagement to  a  girl  at 
home.  I  don't  know  if 
there  is  a  vacancy  for 
a  hermit  anywhere  to- 
day, but  if  so,  such  a 
young  man  would  be 
given  every  inducement 
to  fill  the  post. 


Roadmender  (as  the  local  Professor  of  Hygiene  hurries  past). 
CATCHIN'  'is  DEATH  FOR  THE  GOOD  OF  'is  "EAI.TH." 


The  Story  of  Virginia 
Per/ec6(METHUEN)  can  be 
divided  into  two  parts,  before  and  after  the  death  of  R.  Perfect 
("  Working  Jeweller.  Clocks  and  Watches  repaired  on  the 
Premises.")  Concerning  Perfect  there  is  little  to  say  except 
that  he  lived  at  17,  Madrigal  Street,  Clerkenwell,  and  was 
entirely  unworthy  of  his  name.  His  philanderings,  however, 
gave  Virginia  ample  opportunities  to  display  forbearance, 
and  I  was  beginning  to  think  that  she  was  far  too  patient  a 
wife,  when  an  accident  made  her  a  widow.  Up  to  this  point 
I  feel  that  Miss  PEGGY  WEBLING  has  drawn  an  almost  un- 
naturally faultless  heroine.  But  afterwards  I  have  no  com- 
plaint to  make.  Removed  from  the  uncongenial  atmosphere 
of  Clerkenwell  to  that  of  Bohemian  London,  Virginia  gains 
in  power  without  losing  a  jot  of  her  simple  purity,  and  both 
in  her  devotion  to  Kcble  and  in  her  struggle  for  daily  bread 
she  is  most  engaging.  The  minor  characters  (artists  and 
artisans)  have  been  drawn  with  scrupulous  care,  and  among 
them  all 
quaint, 


'  THERE  'E  GOES. 


The  love  affairs  of  a 
second  -  hand  Blooms- 
bury  bookseller,  who  is 
middle  -  aged  at  that, 
hardly  seem  at  first 
sight  very  promising 
materials  for  a  novel. 
Nor  does  the  lady's 
father,  a  drunken  re- 
viewer— can  such  things 
be  ?  — •  help  the  more 
temperate  critic  very 
greatly  in  his  apprecia- 
tion of  W.  TEIGNMOUTH 
SHORE'S  new  novel,  A 
Soul's  Awakening  (Loxc).  The  soul  is  awakened  at  the  price 
of  a  tragedy  ;  and,  as  is  sometimes  the  case  in  real  life  and 
almost  always  in  fiction,  the  woman  pays.  The  book  opens 
so  lightly  and  easily  that  some  readers  may  resent  the  tone 
of  the  later  chapters ;  but  however  that  may  be,  Mr.  SHORE'S 
people  have  interested  me  considerably.  They  ring  true; 
they  act  and  speak  naturally.  And  if  the  fate  of  the  heroine 
seems  rather  forced  at  the  end,  it  is  something  to  be  thankful 
for  that  a  story  which  in  cruder  hands  might  have  left  an 
unpleasant  taste  behind  is  both  readable  and  enjoyable. 

"  During  the  fifty  years  that  have  elapsed  since  Darwin  published 
his  '  Origin  of  Species '  the  fertility  of  his  conceptions  has  been  evident 
in  fields  that  did  not  lie  far  within  the  great  scientist's  marginal 
consciousness  when  he  was  feeling  his  way  towards  the  lofty  generalisa- 
tions that  were  to  revolutionise  man's  estimate  of  his  relation  to  his 
environment." — Glasgow  Herald. 


ill  I  give  my  whole-hearted  allegiance  to  Virginia's  It  wag  at  fa  WQrd  „  env5ronment »  that  the  office.boy  gave 
quam.,  imperturbable  boy-a  sculptor  in  the  bud  Miss  L  shrin  whigtl  and  Cam0  baBUull  with  a  8fic|  of 
WEBLING  is  to  be  congratulated  upon  a  book  which  is  at  ipn  ' 

f  1  ,.  i  I1     MM  Ml     (Ml     1 1        Mil  M. 

nrtr*f»  trnrrronr    nnfl    nno^nirnn  t  if-itio  I  f 


once  fragrant  and  unconventional. 

There  is  a  great  deal  to  be  said  for  the  intensive  cultiva- 
tion of  small  plots  when  the  gardeners  do  their  work  as 
well  as  Eprrn  WHARTON.  The  Hei-mit  and  the  Wild  Woman 


"THE  HOUSE  THAT  JACK  BUILT. 
LAST  WEEK." 

— Theatrical  Poster. 


Otherwise,  The  House  that  Jerry  Built. 
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CHARIVARIA. 

(!I,I;M\NV  lias  been  visited  with  floods 
of  mich  magnitude  that  main  inhabitants 
of  that  countiy  began  to  four  that  their 
Kni|ier<ir  had  made  yet  another  mistake, 
and  that  their  future  was  not  on  the 
water  but  in  it. 

V 

'•King  Edward  has  been  forging  a 
chain  of  friendships,"  says  a  con- 
temporary :  "  tho  Kaiser  was  the 
missing  link."  While  deprecating  such 
language  we  can  only  suppose  tliat  the 
writer  penned  these  words  after  seeing 

fni,  „        Tl.,.!/..        •  *_-!>„  ._»•      i  .T.I      1 


decided   that  the  Summer   season   this 


year  >liall 


of  eighteen  weeks,  as 


, 
compared  with  sixteen  last  year.      life 

id'-a.  we  take  it.  is  that  Summer  is  some- 
timi'-i  so  late  that  it  is  ashamed  of 
putting  in  an  appearance  at  all. 


"The  White  City,"  it  is  said,  will  bo 
found  to  be  white  no  longer  when  the 
next  exhibition  opens.  For  some  time 
past  there  have  been  rumours  of  scandals. 


V 


There  is  surely  an  ugly  misprint  in 
the  following  reference  to  a  certain 
classical  dancer:—  "It  is  said  that 


U| 

The    Dauy    Mails    monotint   entitled  numbers  of  society  ladies  feel  strongly 
"  ' 


No  fewer  than  .r!,500  dogs  took  part 
in  Craft's  Dog  Show  last  week.  A 
suggestion  from  a  dear  old  lady  that 
these  should  march  in, procession,  two 
abreast,  through  the  In-art  nf  I/.mlim 
reaches  us  too  late  to  be  acted  upon  this 


\rai. 


V 


I'.y  the  way,  the  Right  II  n  LEWIS 
ll\i;r..ii!r  showed  some  Golden  Re- 
trieu-rs.  "If  only  they  were  Gold  Re- 
trievers ! "  his  colleague,  Mr.  LLOTD- 
( )r<  >i«;r,  is  said  to  have  sighed. 


*  * 
* 


The  Kaiser's 
Ilappy  Smile." 

Times  certainly 
do  change.  As 
a  witty  Frenchman 
omitted  to  remark, 
the  mot  il'oi'ilrc  in 
his  country  was 
onco  ';  I'.'iiilnin'asscs 
?c.->  Anglais" :  now 
it  is  "  I'Jmbrassc"  Irn 
A n'jlais"  —  and  in 
Germany  it  was  for- 
merly "  Rcproclic." 
les  Anglais" :  to-day 
it  is  "  Iidjipfodicz 
les  Anglait. 

b'ef erring  to  the 
Navy,  the  I'IIKSIDENT 

OF     TIN'      I  id  Mill      OF 

TRAUK  informs  us 
that,  so  far  as 
Liberals  are  con- 
cerned, they  will 
never  concur  in  the 
inclusion  of  the 
United  States  as 
one  ot  the  two 
hypothetical  Powers 
against  whom  we 
ought  to  build. 
This,  as  we  base 
hinted  at  before,  would  be  all  right  if 
the  fact  that  the  Americans  love  us 
were  as  well  known  in  America  as  it  is 
here.  *  * 

Meanwhile    it    is    said    that    many 
Liberals  arc  now  of  the  opinion  that  the 


AliJicmiit  (to  Itcrli-ilcaltr).  "  MtrmxKs  TOOO  AET  OVERCHARGING  HE  FOE  THE  LIVER-WORT  BOOT." 
llcrb-tlcalcr.  "  XAY,  coon  SIR,  BUT  REMEMBER  THAT  I  DAD  TO  GATHER  IT  os  ST.  STEPHEN'S 

NIGHT   IN'  Tire  DARK    OF    THE    MOOS,  WITH    HT    KIOHT   FOOT  OS  A  TOAD  AXD   MT  LFJT   131  A  RCKMNC 

STREAM,   WITH    TIIRF.F.    MI'KRS     IX     JIT    RIGUT     IIAXO,   KKFJISQ    MT     KfES    SHUT,  AND     BETEATINC   TUB  '  Opinion     t      I     MBEH 


It  is  again  rumoured  that  the  crino- 
line is  coming  back.  If  so,  with  a  litth 
ingenuity  the  dis- 
carded Merry 
Widow  hate  might 
be  converted  into 

new  skirts. 

*  * 

Union 


The  Union  So- 
ciety of  Cambridge 
has  passed  the  fol- 
lowing motion  by  a 
majority  of  Id' :  - 
"  That 'this  house 
would  strongly  ap- 
prove of  the  imme- 
diate granting  of 
the  B.A.  degree  to 
women  in  this  Uni- 
versity." In  our 
opinion  they  ought 
to  be  required  to 
pass  the  necessary 

examination  first. 

*  * 

Meanwhile  the 
Suffragettes  hive- 
scored  another  vic- 
tory. Mr.  WIN 
CHURCHILL  has  in- 
formed n  deputa- 
tion of  commercial 
men  that  in  his 


PATERNOSTER  BACKWMII'P,   WITH   JtV  FACE  TO  THE  NORTH  AND   MT   BACK  TO  THE  EAST." 


Sea     Lords    ought     to    be 
L'appetit  ricnt  en  mangcant. 


abolished. 


At  the  opening  of  the  National  Con- 
vention in  Dublin  last  week,  Mr.  Joiix 
BEDMOBD  pointed  out  that  Ireland's 
capacity  for  self-government  would  be 
judged  by  the  conduct  of  that  assembly. 
This  statement  was  followed  by  a  really 
capital  mclec  owing  to  Mr.  C'iii-:\\,  M.I'., 
attempt  ing  to  punch  the  chairman's  head . 


tempted  to  follow  her  example  and 
appear  in  the  streets  in  flowing  Grecian 
robes,  with  scandals  on  their  feet." 


|  should     be    made 
amenable     to     re- 


V 


Messrs.  NELSON  have  just  published  a 
volume  of  Kssays  by  Mr.  AUGUSTISF. 
limun.r,,  with  a  statement  to  the  effect 
that  the  selection  has  been  approved  by 
the  author  and  may  be  taken  as  an 
anthology  of  his  work.  It  is  significant 
that  there  is  no  reference  in  the  volume 
to  Mr.  BIRRELI/S  Essay  in  Irish  Govern- 
ment. 


V 

The     Southend    Town 


Council    lias 


The    E 


V 

for  the 


Instruction   of 


Vermin  is  preparing  a  liill  under  the 


strain!  under  the  bankruptcy  laws. 


V 


The  session  of  the  Austrian  Parlia- 
ment closed  amid  scenes  of  wild  excite- 
ment, the  Czech  deputies  bringing  into 
the  House  several  pairs  of  cymbals, 
trumpets,  drums,  signal  whistles  and 
rattles.  Indeed  any  stranger  who  had 
happened  to  look  inwould  have  imagined, 
we  are  told,  that  he  was  assisting  at  the 


luf<-t  upera  of  Pr. 


"It  is  surely  n  strange  coincidence  that 
within  a  few  months  ,  f  the  MILTON  krcent  n.iry 
celebration  this  country  should  to-day  l>e  com- 


provisions  of  which  Public  Rat-catchers    meraorating  the  centenary  of  DARWIN." 

may  be  appointed.     As  a  correspondent 

points  out,  in  every  German  town  there  How  dare  a  poet  and  a  scientist  be  born 


is  a  municipal  Rathaus. 


within  two  hundred  years  of  each  other? 
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A    BUDGET    LETTER. 

DEAR  LLOYD-GEORGE, — You  will  be  glad 
to  hear  that  I  have  just  sent  along  my 
little  contribution  to  your  fund.  Don't 
fritter  it  away  in  Dreadnoughts — spend 
it  wisely  and  cautiously ;  you  might 
buy  one  Old  Age  Pension  with  it  and 
still  have  a  trifle  over  for  the  Terri- 
torials. I  won't  tell  you  exactly  what 
yon  would  have  over  because  you  might 
find  that  I  had  paid  too  much,  which 
would  break  my  heart ;  or  that  I  hadn't 
paid  enough,  which  would  break  me 
altogether.  All  I  say  is,  Be  careful. 
Don't  be  led  away  into  riotous  extrava- 
gance, and  don't  think,  because  I  have 
done  this  for  you,  that  Lord  ROTHSCHILD 
and  Mr.  ANDREW  CARNEGIE  are  going  to 
do  ns  much. 

Now,  my  dear  LLOYD-GEORGE  (excuse 
the  familiarity,  but  I  expect  to  owe  you 
more  next  year  than  I  shall  ever  be  able 
to  repay),  I  hear  that  you  have  got  to 
raise  another  twenty  millions,  and  that 
you  don't  quite  know  how  to  do  it.  Of 
course  twenty  millions  seems  a  small 
sum  to  me,  but  I  can  understand  that 
to  you  it  is  something  of  a  problem.  I 
wonder  if  I  can  give  you  a  few  helpful 
suggestions.  Anyhow,  they  are  meant 
kindly. 

I  saw  in  the  papers  the  other  day  an 
article  on  "  Simplified  Spelling"- — a  de- 
lightful subject.  In  the  new  era,  you 
know,  instead  of  spelling  a  word  like 
"desiccated"  with  two  "sics"  we  shall 
spell  it  somehow  else — I  don't  know 
how  for  the  moment,  but  at  least  it  will 
be  much  easier.  Well,  this  method  is 
going  to  save  time  and  raw  material ; 
time  because  you  won't  have  to  stop  and 
think,  and  raw  material  because  most  of 
the  words  will  be  shorter  and  won't 
want  so  much  paper.  An  eminent  statis- 
tician calculated  in  this  article  that  if  it 
is  adopted  all  over  England  (by  which 
I  take  him  to  include  Scotland  and 
Ireland),  there  will  be  a  saving  in  the 
year  of  time  and  material  equal  to — 
what  do  you  think  ?  —  twenty  million 
pounds ! 

Now,  my  dear  old  soul,  what  more  do 
you  want  ?  There  's  your  money.  Make 
the  simplified  spelling  compulsory,  and 
you  rake  in  the  twenty  million.  Where 
you  rake  it  in  from  I  don't  quite  know. 
Under  the  new  law  I  should  have  begun 
this  letter  "  Dere  LoYD-JoiiGE,"  but  I  am 
sadly  afraid  that  I  should  have  squan- 
dered the  extra  time  in  sleep  and  used 
the  extra  paper  to  light  my  pipe.  But 
then  I  can  never  understand  these 
economic  statisticians.  I  read  a  little 
time  ago  that  in  the  last  fog  London 
lost  seven  million  pounds  ;  well,  I  know, 
speaking  for  myself  alone,  that  I  lost 
thirteen-and-sixpence  and  a  tie-pin,  and 
they  would  have  pinched  my  watch  as 
well,  only  I  had  left  it  at  home  ;  but  the 


our  Westminster. 

forget   that   you 


statistician  didn't  make  any  reference  more  money  per  annum.  Hence  if  one- 
to  that  at  all.  No,  he  said  that  one  shop  sixteenth  of  this  increased  income  were 
in  Regent  Street  had  lost  a  thousand  extracted  from  him  lie  would  be  brought 

down  to  the  level  of  the  clean-shaven 
man.  In  other  words,  beards  should  be 
taxed  one-and-threcpence  in  the  pound. 
I  hope  that  is  clear  and  helpful. 

I  have  some  more  ideas  for  you,  but 
perhaps  the  time  is  hardly  ripe  for  thorn  ; 
they  are  a  little  too  revolutionary.  One 
was  that  members  of  both  Houses  should 
pay  £000  a  year  for  the  privilege  of 
making  laws.  The  Commons  might  get 
the  money  from  their  constituencies 
whose  views  they  represent ;  the  Lords, 
representing  nobody,  would  of  course 
have  to  find  the  money  themselves. 
Another  suggestion  was  that  married 
men  should  be  taxed.  A  third — that 
double-barrelled  names  should  pay  duty 
-will  be  more  kindly  made,  my  dear 
GEORGE,  to  your  successor. 

But  by  now  you  have  nearly  all  the 
money  you  want.  Calculating  it  roughly, 
indeed,  I  find  that  I  have  suggested  to 
you  the  means  for  finding  £19,999,999 
19s.  lid.  My  last  idea  is  that  there 
should  be  a  tax,  pro  rata,  on  all  futile 
suggestions  made  to  the  CHANCELLOR  OF 
THE  EXCHEQUER.  I  enclose  a  penny  stamp, 
and  remain, 

Your  humble  benefactor, 
A.  A. 


pounds  because  the  fog  had  prevented 
Lady  Rosenstein  from  going  out  and 
buying  a  tiara ;  and  another  had  lost  a 
penny  because  you  and  I  hadn't  bought 
He  almost  seemed  to 
and  I  had  kept  our 
coppers,  and  were  going  to  spend  them 
the  next  day. 

And  so,  perhaps,  there  may  not  be  so 
much  in  the  simplified  spelling  scheme. 
Let 's  try  another. 

The  Government,  it  is  my  firm  opinion, 
gives  too  nrocli  away.  It  has  been 
giving  licences  away  up  till  now,  and  if 
it  is  really  going  to  sell  them  next  year  it 
will  have  begun  none  too  soon.  But  think 
what  a  lot  it  might  do  in  this  direction. 
Take  anything — take  margarine.  I  have 
never  (intentionally)  dallied  much  with 
margarine,  bait  I  believe  it  has  to  be 
inspected  and  stamped  and  so  on  by  the 
Government.  But  suppose  that,  instead 
of  being  merely  passed  as  bearable,  it 
were  actively  recommended.  Suppose 
it  were  stamped,  "  As  spread  by  Mr. 
LULU  HARCOURT,  who  finds  it  tasty,"  or, 
"  Lord  ALTHORP  loves  it "  ?  How  gladly 
would  tradesmen  pay  to  have  their 
wares  so  registered. 

I  hope  I'm  helping  you.  Now  I'm 
going  to  weigh  in  with  another  sugges- 
tion. What  is  it  which  is  inflicted  upon 
us  several  times  every  day  and  which 
none  of  us  ever  wanted  once  ?  (Even  if 
you  answer  this  correctly  there  is  no 
free  scholarship).  Leading  articles. 
Put  a  tax  on  leaders  and  you  will  benefit 
humanity.  Really  the  tax  would  only 
need  to  go  on  certain  words — Scope, 
Drastic  and  Inalienable,  and  the  idea 
could  then  be  extended  so  as  to  reach 
novelists  and  others.  A  slight  duty  on 
Authentic  would  bring  in  a  million 
or  so  from  Mr.  E.  F.  BENSON;  one 
on  Atlncart  another  million  from  Mr. 
WELLS.  I  take  the  following  extract 
from  a  report  of  one  of  Mr.  AUSTEN 
CHAMBERLAIN'S  recent  speeches  : — •"  It 
was  a  Government  of  terminological 
inexactitudes.  (Laughter.)"  A  man 
who  can  say  a  thing  like  that,  just  three 
years  late,  and  an  audience  which  can 
laugh  at  it,  should  be  heavily  fined. 
Duty  would  have  to  be  paid  on  all  such 
outworn  phrases. 

A  tax  on  beards  has  been  suggested 
many  times  ;  the  only  point  of  debate 
is  the  amount  of  such  a  tax.  I  have  just 
worked  it  out  for  you  as  follows  : — 

The  average  man  (this  doesn't  mean 
you  or  me)  works  1,500  hours  a 
year.  If  he  has  to  shave  every  day  he 
works  another  two  hours  a  week — say 
100  hours  a  year.  The  bearded  man 
has  that  extra  100  hours  for  financially, 
as  opposed  to  ajsthetically,  remunerative 


M. 


work,  and  therefore  makes  one  fifteenth  I  Duke  of 


SOCIETY  SNIPPETS. 
(By  our  very  discreet  CJironicler.) 

["  There  has  been  a  great  increase  in  the 
taste  for  sweet  things  in  every  rank.  I  hesitate 
to  mention  the  gilded  spot  in  which  I  have 
heard  of  bread  and  jam  at  tea." — Manchester 
Guardian^] 

A  BLOATER  for  Sunday  breakfast  is 
becoming  a  regular  feature  in  certain 
exalted  houses.  Hashed  mutton  and 
rice  is  also  rapidly  currying  favour  with, 
the  best  people. 

Simplicity  in  food  is  now  the  fashion. 
Sheep's  hearts  are  slowly  but  surely 
finding  their  way  into  those  of  Society. 
I  will  name  no  names,  but  only  yester- 
day I  happened  to  hear  the  Duchess  of 

B say,  "  Sheep's  hearts  are  more 

than  coronets,  and  simple  steaks  than 
Norman  blood." 

Tripe  is  not  generally  associated  with, 
the  wearers  of  purple  and  fine  linen, 
but  a  little  bird  tells  me  that  a  well- 
known  nobleman  was  heard  to  order 
this  savoury  dish  at  the  Ritz  one  c'ay 
last  week.  The  small  bird  very  wisely 
withheld  from  me  the  nobleman's  name 
and  address. 

A  ducal  mansion  is  not  exactly  the 
place  one  would  expect  to  find  "  sausage 
and  mashed "  figuring  on  the  menu ; 
nevertheless  this  toothsome  if  somewhat 
homely  dish  was  the  piece  de  resistance 
at  a  dinner  given  last  night  by  the 


Well,  never  mind. 
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WHEN   THEY   DO  AGREE 


lS££J£££t  }  (together).  "MOROCCO!     WHAT'S  MOROCCO?    COME   AND  HAVE   A   DRLNK  ! ' 


]M  iiituAitv  17,  1909.] 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


Customer  (paying  (he  iccMy  looks).  "DfcAtt,  DEAB!    I  WOXBEB  wno  THOSE  PEOPLE  AUE  is  in«  MOTOR,  UK.  SimrtKO? 
Tlutcher.  "On,  THEM  THAT  THE  RED  Horse  is  LET  TO  ;  OF  so  FAJIILT  WOTEVEB;  MACVAT  BECSH,  AS  THE  KBESOIT  s*r." 


CHELTENHAM   WATER. 

[Mr.  KOBD  MAPOX  HIIEFFEB  has  written  to  The  Times  to  apologise  to 
Cheltenham  for  having  reflected  on  its  water-supply,  in  his  recent  book, 
Ur.  Apollo.  He  was  thinking,  he  says,  of  another  town.] 

So  this  is  t.ho  man  who  tried  to  dam 

'rim  water-supply  of  Cheltenham  ! 

You  may  take,  if  you  like,  your  cursive  pen, 

And  add  to  the  rhyme  a  final  it  : 

That  is  it  you  think  it'll  pay  to  follow 

The  reckless  niudel  of  Mr.  Apollo, 

A  fancy  of  Htwraii's — he  went  and  spun  it, 

And  now  he  "  ishes  lie  hadn't  done  it. 

For  the,  Cheltenham  folk  they  upped  and  said, 

"  He  's  crabbi-d  our  water  ;  we  '11  have  his  head. 

Our  water 's  the  purest  ever  seen  ; 

In  fact  it  's  a  regular  Hippocrcnc, 

A  glassier  Fan*  Bandiisi(r, 

With  a  Cheltenham  touch  that  makes  it  bo 

Tin-  brat  you  am  lind  from  seu  to  sea." 

S  )  they  went  for  HuEFFERand  made  him  acknowledge  he 

Owed  thorn  a  downright  handsome  apology, 

Which  I  summarise,  changing  his  proso  to  rhymes, 

From  the  letter  he  sent  to  Thursday's  Times. 

For  the  words  that  he  then  and  there  wrote  down 

Declared  he  referred  to  a  different  town, 

Not  theirs,  with  its  well-known  pure  supply, 

And  ho  said  ho  was  sorry — so  am  I— 

But  he  didn't  (which  left  me  but  half  content) 

Say  which  was  the  town  he  really  meant. 


THE    PHILOSOPHIC   FIGHTKR. 

[According  to  The  Vaily  Mail,  JACI  Jonxsox,  the  coloured 
has  been  very  uni>o|>iilar  iu  New  South  Wales  since  be  defeated  Bents 
for  the  World's  Championship.  Ho  has  explained,  however,  to  an 
interviewer  that  when  distressed  by  advert*  criticism  he  ban  found 
much  consolation  in  the  works  of  BUOTUO,  BmTAN  and  MILTOX.] 

0  rare  JACK  Joirssox!  mightiest  with  the  fist! 

You  're  not,  I  think,  unused  to  nasty  knocks,  sir  ; 
But  were  you  really  hooted  at  and  hissed, 

My  chocolate  boxer  ? 

Hissed  from  the  gallery-bench  and  from  the  stall  ! 

Though  "  upper  cuts  "  you  're  frequently  allotted, 
That  was  "  the  most  unkindest  cut  of  all  " 

(Si:  ....  you  spotted  ?). 

Still,  you  've  a  brain  of  philosophic  turns  : 

Firm  is  the  soil  your  peace  of  mind  is  built  on  ; 
And,  when  you  feel  you  've  done  enough  to  BuitXS, 
take  on  MII.TON; 


When,  too,  because  its  favourite  got  whacked, 

You're  slated  by  the  Pres<     that  Yellow  Ogress— 

'  i'i-  sweet  to  think  your  temj"  r's  ki-pt  intact 
By  Pilgrim's  Progress. 

But  <«h  !  there  's  one  thing  would  be  sweeter  still  — 
The  dash  of  yeast  to  leaven  all  the  suet    - 

If  only  MII.IOK,  Bi  STAS,  ay,  and  WILL 
Could  /;no?r  vou  do  it  ! 
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COALS  OF   FIRE  ALL  ROUND. 

BEING   ANOTHER  OF  LIFE'S  LITTLE 
DUPLICITIES. 


Sir  Dashwood  Holmby,  K.C.M.G.,to  Hugo 
Leigh,  of  the  Treasury. 

January  3. 

DEAR  OLD  MAN, — There  is  to  be  a 
dinner  to  Bankes  on  the  26th,  at  the 
Belvoir  Hotel  I  hope  you  can  be  there. 
He  is  a  silly  ass,  of  course,  and  per- 
sonally I  bar  him  a  good  deal,  but  one 
can't  very  well  stay  away  without  its 
looking  like  an  intentional  slight ;  and 
as  a  matter  of  fact  I  am  getting  the 
wretched  thing  up.  You  will  come, 
won't  you?  It  will  be  a  good  dinner 
anyway.  D.  H. 

P.S. — Dunsmore  will  make  the  speech 
of  the  evening. 

n. 

Hugo  Leigh  to  Sir  Dasliwood  Holmby. 
January  5. 

MY  DEAR  DASH, — If  you  can  guarantee 
the  dinner  I  will  come,  but  I  don't  much 
care  for  the  Belvoir  cooking.  The 
flavour  is  abstracted  somewhere  en  route, 
and  they  know  nothing  about  the  tem- 
perature of  claret.  As  for  old  Bankes,  I 
not  only  dislike  him,  but  I  distrust  him, 
which  is  worse.  He  is  a  tuft-hunter  and 
a  minx.  However,  the  Department  must 
hold  together,  I  suppose,  and  since  he  'B 
leaving  us  we  may  as  well  be  decent. 
I  am  glad  you  got  Dunsmore.  He  is 
always  fluent  and  amusing,  and  amia- 
bility and  lying  come  easy  to  him. 

Yours,  H.  L. 

in. 

Sir  Dashwood  Holmby  to  Hugo  Leigh. 
(Telegram.) 

January  26. 

Lady  Dunsmore  suddenly  ill,  so  Duns- 
more  absent  to-night.  Am  in  bed — 
influenza.  Count  on  you  make  speech — 
absolutely  no  one  else.  HOLMBY. 

IT. 

Hugo  Leigh  to  Sir  Dashicood  Holmby. 
(Telegram.) 

January  26. 

Lowest  trick  on  record,  but  rest  easy 
in  your  malingering.  I  will  do  it.  Some 
day  you  shall  repay.  LEIGH. 

v. 

Hilary  Bankes,    G.B.,  of   the  Treasury 

to   his   father.  General    Bankes,    The 

Lindens,  Great  Malvern. 

(Extract.) 

January  27. 

Lord  Dunsmore  was  to  have  proposed 
my  health,  but  owing  to  the  sudden 
illness  of  Lady  Dunsmore  (a  very  charm- 
ing woman)  he  was  prevented  from 


ttending  at  all.  Another  Treasury  man, 
3ugo  Leigh,  whom  you  have  no  doubt 
leard  of,  an  authority  on  netsukcs  and 
one  of  our  best  tennis  players,  took  his 
)lace.  I  had  always  thought  that  Leigh 
disliked  me,  but  one  can  make  strange 
nistakes  in  that  way.  His  remarks  were 
charming.  He  touched  on  every  side  of 
my  career,  the  literary  as  well  as  tbe 
administrative,  and  even  quoted  a  stanza 
Pearl  Fishers." 


_rom  my 


VI. 


Hilary  Bankes  to  Sir  Dashwood  Holmby. 
January  26. 

MY  DEAR  HOLMBY, — I  cannot  go  to  bed 
after  this,  to  me,  most  memorable  night 
without  thanking  you  for  all  you  have 
done,  and  expressing  the  sympathy  that 
Mrs.  Bankes  and  I  have  for  you  in  your 
illness,  and  also  saying  how  very 
telicitous  and  flattering  were  Leigh's 
remarks  on  my  poor  character  and 
career.  I  had  no  notion  that  he  felt  so 
warmly  towards  me. 

Again  thanking  you  and  wishing  you 
a  speedy  recovery, 

I  am,  very  sincerely  yours, 

HILARY  BANKES. 

VII. 

Hilary  Bankes  to  Mr.  Hugo  Leigh. 
January  27. 

MY    DEAR    LEIGH, — The    kindness    of 
your  speech  quite  overcame  me,  and 
fear  I  did  not  succeed  in  the  least   in 
conveying  my  real  feelings  to  you  last 
evening.    Pray  accept  my  deep  gratitude. 
It  will  give  Mrs.  Bankes  and  myself  great 
ilcasure  if  you  will  dine  with  us  on  the 
iOth  at  eight  o'clock.    There  will  be  only 
two  or  three  picked  guests  besides  your- 
self. Yours  very  sincerely, 

HILARY  BANKES. 

VIII. 

Hugo  Leigh  to  Hilary  Banlies. 

January  27. 

DEAR  BANKES, — I  am  sorry  to  say  that 

I  am  engaged  on  that  evening.     I  am 

glad  my  remarks  gave  you  pleasure. 

Yours  sincerely, 

HUGO  LEIGH. 

IX. 

Hilary  Bankes  to  Hugo  Leigh. 

January  28. 
MY  DEAR  LEIGH, — Mrs.  Bankes  and  ] 
are  extremely  sorry  that  you  are  engaged 
on  the  30th.  She  is  so  very  anxious  to 
meet  you  that  I  am  emboldened  to  name 
two  other  dates,  February  the  5th  and 
the  8th,  on  one  of  which  we  are  hoping 
you  will  bo  free.  On  cither  night  you 
will  find  some  veiy  nice  people  here, 
carefully  chosen,  to  meet  you. 
Yours  very  sincerely, 

HILARY  BANKES. 


x. 

Hugo  Leigh  to  Sir  Dashwood  Holmby. 
January  30. 

MY  DEAR  DASH, — You  have  done  for 
me  for  ever.  After  trying  for  years  to 
lead  a  clean  life  and  say  what  I  mean,  I 
am  now  a  public  liar,  all  through  your 
trickery  and  machinations ;  and  what 
is  worse,  I  have  Bankes  as  firmly 
fixed  on  my  back  as  Sinbad's  Old  Man 
of  the  Sea.  I  am  become  his  dearest 
friend.  Every  post  brings  me  a  letter 
inviting  me  to  dinner,  and — meanest 
trick  of  all — mentioning  more  than  one 
date,  so  that  I  shall  have  to  go  at  last. 
There  will  be  a  dedication  to  me  in  a 
few  days  for  certain.  All  his  grand- 
children, if  he  has  any,  are  to  be  named 
Hugo.  Why,  oh  why,  can't  we  tell  the 
truth  ?  Your  miserable  enemy, 

H.  L. 
P.S. — I  hope  you  are  worse. 


RAMBLING. 

ALFRED  pronounced  himself  entranced 
with  the  project.  It  was,  of  course,  not 
a  project  at  all,  but  a  disease,  and  Alfred 
had  sickened  for  it. 

I  remarked  that  walking  (old  style) 
had  always  an  especial  charm  for  me, 
but  Alfred  said  at  once  that  this  was 
not  walking,  but  Rambling.  I  believe 
that  my  walking  was  Rambling — just 
that,  and  that  Alfred's  Rambling  was 
mere  walking — a  dull  business — but  it 
was  not  one  of  the  times  when  he  listens. 
He  bent  the  binding  of  the  book  back 
and  placed  it  before  me. 

The  requirements  forcorrect  Rambling 
(not  walking)  were  quite  moderate  and 
were  clearly  set  down.  The  Rambler 
was  recommended  to  provide  himself 
with  a  pair  of  stout  boots ;  a  half-a- 
crown  ;  the  Historical  Companion  to  the 
Series,  cloth,  One  Shilling ;  and  the 
Special  Map,  paper,  One  Shilling. 

"  Only  sixpence  left,"  I  remarked, 
trying  to  put  a  cheerful  face  on  things; 
but  Alfred  reproved  me.  We  might 
almost  have  been  surveyors,  so  serious 
was  his  attitude  to  the  project. 

However,  despite  my  misgivings,  it 
was  with  a  light  heart  that  I  eventually 
walked  out  of  the  station  with  my  friend 
into  the  early  promise  of  a  wintry  morn- 
ing. The  book  that  had  bulged  his 
pocket  was  produced,  and  we  agreed  it 
would  perhaps  facilitate  matters  if  we 
tore  out  the  leaf  containing  the  Explana- 
tion of  the  Map,  and  kept  it  handy  for 
reference.  I  set  myself  to  master  it. 

—  denoted  a  main  road ; a 

bridle  path  or  lane;  a  foot-path, 

and  so  on.     The  Map  was  not  very  well 
printed,  I  thought  (at  a  shilling),  and 

the  difference  between   and 

seemed  sometimes  infinitesimal ;  but  in 
case  of  need  a  foot-note  told  how  use 
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ir- 


could  ingeniously  bo  made  of  thu 

of  one's  watcli  adjusted  according  to  tin 

position  of  the  sun.    This  was  Gambling. 

Jint  Kamblo  No.  Seven  was  our  con- 
cern, and  first  we  h;ul  to  follow  the  road, 
climb  :i  stile  upon  the  left,  and  pursue 
the  path  for  a  quarter  of  a  mile.  Alfred 
went  first,  holding  the  (!uide  in  one 
hand  and  the  fluttering  Map  in  the 
other,  and  I  followed,  firmly  grasping 
(in  my  hand  only,  not  in  my  mind's  eyej 
the  Explanation  and  the  Historical  Com- 
panion. We  kept  to  the  winding  ribbon 
of  path,  not  daring  to  look  unto  the 
right  or  left  for  fear  we  should  miss  the 
spot  where  a  little  twiddle,  like  a  worm 
trying  to  look  over  its  shoulder,  marked 
(on  the  Map,  not  on  the  path)  an  alter- 
native way  which  we  had  decided  to  take. 
We  ascertained  its  position  exactly,  but 
saw  no  sign.  I  took  the  Map  from 
Alfred's  reluctant  hand  for  a  closer  in- 
spection, and  it  was  later  on  that  I  dis- 
covered that  we  had  been  deceived  by  a 
fragment  of  tobacco  ash,  and  I  had  not 
the  heart  to  tell  him. 

Luckily  at  this  time  a  man  in  a 
Norfolk  suit  approached  us  along  the 
path.  In  every  line  of  hia  comfortable 
figure  reposed  the  quiet  content  of  the 
country-side,  and  we  asked  him  with 
confidence  to  direct  us.  He  was  ex- 
ceedingly kind,  and  offered  us  minute 
directions. 

If  we  retraced  our  steps,  he  told  us, 
we  should  presently  climb  a  stile  and 
reach  the  main  road  and  the  station. 
We  thanked  him,  of  course,  but  implored 
him  to  direct  us  in  the  way  from  which 
he  had  come.  Strangely  enough  he 
seemed  to  know  nothing  of  it ;  he  shook 
his  head  and  refused  even  for  one 
moment  to  glance  back  at  it,  but  ever 
pointed  onward  in  the  road  he  (and 
apparently  all)  must  take.  He  did  not 
see  me  lightly  tap  my  forehead,  but  as 
he  passed  on  we  noticed  a  little  book 
reposing  in  the  hand  (the  one  that 
wasn't  pointing  onward)  behind  his 
back. 

"For  Ramble  No.  Seven  (reversed) 
see  p.  35." 

So  we  pressed  along  the  path  we 
were  on  and  at  length  gained  a  hill- 
brow  (where  a  friend  tells  me  there  is 
an  entrancing  view),  and  stopped  to 
adjust  our  course  to  our  Guide.  We 
were  to  bear  to  the  left  into  a  lane  and 
continue  until  "two  stately  elms"  were 

reached.     As    we    entered   the" " 

we  had  to  step  aside  for  a  jolly  carter 
and  his  team  and  a  creaking  load  of 
timber.  'Tis  an  honest  rural  sight,  and 
as  we  stood  and  watched  it  in  the 
dancing  light  our  spirits  revived  and 
we  felt  the  better  for  it.  Thrusting  the 
Historical  Companion  into  my  pocket, 
I  linked  my  arm  in  my  friend's  and  we 
followed  the  rustic  lane.  But  soon  we 
had  to  confess  ourselves  at  fault.  There 


Waiter  (icliote    altenlion  hat  lieen  called  to  a  grot*  error  in  addition).  "Vat  BOUT,  811; 
BUT   EVEN    IF   YOU    HAlix'T  POUND   OUT  THE  MIRTAKK,  THR   HUM   WOULD   HAVE   BKNEFira*,   HOT  MI." 

Diner.   "TiiKX  YOU  HAVJ:  so  F.XCTSI:  !  " 


were  no  stately  elms  to  be  seen.  1  'pon 
rising  ground  it  was  impossible  for  even 
two  paltry  little  trees  to  be  anywhere  at 
hand  without  our  suspecting  it.  A 
hardy  son  of  the  soil  approached 
whistling,  but  one  shrinks  from  ad- 
mitting that. one  is  searching  for  two 
gigantic  trees. 

Alfred  knew  I  was  watching  him. 
He  frowned  a  little  and  read  the  passage 
aloud  two  or  three  times.  Some  pert 
little  cloudlets  romped  by  together 
above  us.  I  thought  one  of  them 
smiled,  and  a  light  broke  in  upon  me. 

"Alfred,"  I  said  with  conviction, 
"  the  jolly  carter  has  taken  our  trees." 

For  the  rest  of  the  day  we  j  ust  walked 
about  in  any  direction  that  occurred 
to  us.  But  that  is  not  Rambling. 


"  In  seven  visits  to  the  tatile  yesterday  nfter- 
noon  Stevenson  scored  the  749  points  to  take 
liiui  to  ih  •  schedule,  his  average  therefore 
\vi  rising  out  at  the  minutest  fraction  below  107 

per  inning-i."     Dnily  Muil. 

The  writer  should  take  a  more  hopeful 
view  of  short  division. 


-  THE  ARTFUL  DODGKH. 

SLACK  and  half  impotent  he  blood, 
Yet  with  alert  observing  eyea; 

The  opportunity,  was  good, 
He  snatched  the  guarded  prize. 

Across  the  level  field  he  broke 

Light-footed,  sound  of  wind  and  liiul), 

Aghast,  the  startled  crowd  awoke, 
And  howled  at  sight  of  him. 

He  doubled  through  the  hue  and  cry 
With  feet  that  swerve  but  never  slip, 

The  treasure  money  could  not  buy 
Held  tight  within  his  grip. 

Wild  apparitions  breathing  fast 

With  arms  outstretched  t<>  check  his 
flight 

Rushed  at  him,  yet  he  flickered  past 
And  spread  them  left  and  right. 

Then   while   the  crowd   their  thunder 
roaml 

Like  crash  of  breakers  on  our  coasU, 
He  also  came  to  ground,  and  scored 

A  try  boUvivn  the  posts. 
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THE  WAY  TO  WEDLOCK. 

["There are  probably  sonic  thousands  of  young  women  in  Bristcd  «  itli 
certificates  of  competency  as  teachers,  wives,  scholars,  and  many  of 
them  cannot  find  husbands.  From  the  Clifton  Suspension  Bridge  there 
casts  herself  a  girl— hundreds  of  feet  into  the  Avon  ;  emerges  alive. 
^lio  lias  eighteen  offers  of  marriage.  We  find  Mine.  Steiuheil,  who,  on 
the  mere  suspicion  of  having  murdered  one  husband,  is  receiving  offers 
of  marriage  every  day  from  young  men  with  a  view  to  the  picturesque." 
•Dally  Chronicle.] 

DOMESTICATED  damsels  we, 

Good  Mrs.  BKKTON'S  rules 
We've  studied  in  the  L.C.C. 

Continuation  Schools. 
We  've  proofs  to  show  how  much  we  know, 

Then  come,  young  men,  to  us  if 
You  want  to  meet  a  clever,  neat, 

Domesticated  housewife. 
But  what  is  the  point  of  our  cooking  a  joint,  or  learning  to 

make  &  steak  tender  ? 
Why  worry  our  heads  with  the  making  of  beds  or  striving  to 

polish  a  fender  ? 
It  is  all  thrown  away,  for  the  youths  of  to-day  decline  to  wax 

keen  and  ecstatic 
Over  gifts  such  as  these ;  what  they  want,  if  you  please,  is 

something  more  melodramatic. 
If  you  're  hunting  a  mate,  you  should  try  to  create  some 

intensely  exciting  sensation, 
Which  will  boom  through  the  press  till  your  pictures  obsess 

the  wondering  thoughts  of  the  nation. 
People  don't  seem  to  mind  what 's  precisely  the  kind  of  the 

feat  that  may  win  notoriety  : 
It  is  excellent  if  you  go  over  a  cliff  and  vanish  awhile  from 

society, 
If  your  only  pretence  is  a  sane  common-sense,  as  a  spinster 

you  're  likely  to  drift  on, 
But  the  suitors  arrive  thick  as  bees  in  a  hive  if  you  leap 

from  the  bridge  down  at  Clifton  ; 
And  many  a  maid  with   the  poison  has  played  when  the 

thought  irresistibly  stirred  her 
That  the  men  in  a  cue  would  be  waiting  to  woo  if  she'd  only 

committed  a  murder. 
Yet  perchance,  after  all,  we  should  pause  ere  we  call  these 

youths  all  the  names  we  've  a  mind  to  ; 
There  is  something,  perhaps,  to  be  said  for  the  chaps  for 

doing  the  things  they  're  inclined  to. 
If  a  man  weds  a  maid  who  is  thoroughly  staid  and  always 

sane,  sober  and  sensible, 
The  monotony  serves   to   get   right  on  his  nerves  till  her 

virtues  appear  reprehensible  ; 
But  should   she  be  known,  pretty  dear,  to   have  shown  a 

jM'iichant  for  poison,  it  follows 
The  monotony  goes  when  her  husband  well  knows  he  must 

watch  every  mouthful  he  swallows  ; 
His  life  is  possessed  of  a  freshness  and  zest,  and  his  wits 

will  grow  brighter  and  brighter 
When  he  never  can  tell  if  that  curious  smell  is  oxalic  or 
spirits  of  nitre. 

Domesticated  damsels  we; 

Will  call  ourselves  no  more  ; 
We  've  done  with  pots  and  pans,  we  're  free 

Of  culinary  lore. 
Henceforth  our  time  we '11  spend  in  crime 

And,  if  we  'scape  the  halter, 
The  men  will  flock  about  the  dock 
To  lead  us  to  the  altar. 


Our  Monaco  Correspondent  sends  us  the  following  Sum- 
mary of  Life — a  Paradox  of  Monte  Carlo  :  —  'Tout  manque, 
tout  passe. 


A  CONVERSATION-MANUAL  FOR  THE  MONKEY-HOUSE. 

Notice  to  the  Public. 

HAVING  observed  certain  statements  in  the  Press  to  the 
effect  that  Dr.  GARNEK,  of  Chicago  University,  is  now  engaged 
in  compiling  a  Vocabulary  of  the  Simian  language  as  spoken 
by  the  Larger  Apes,  Mr.  Punch  feels  it  only  due  to  himself 
to  inform  his  readers  that  he  has  long  been  labouring  in 
the  same  field  as  the  learned  American  Professor,  and  that 
iis  "Complete  Handbook  of  Colloquial  Phrases  Current  in 
Polite  Monkey  Society  "  is  already  in  the  hands  of  the  Printers. 

This  important  work — revised  and  corrected  by  no  less 
in  authority  than  the  Principal  Baboon  of  the  Royal  Zoo- 
'ogieal  College  at  Regent's  Park — will  enable  visitors  to 
the  Monkey-House  to  converse  fluently  with  the  residents 
11  their  own  tongue,  and  thereby  get  into  closer  touch  with 
;hern  than  has  hitherto  been  practicable. 

It  is  perhaps  unnecessary  to  dwell  upon  the  advantages 
of  promoting  a  better  understanding  between  two  races 
which  have  so  mui-h  in  common,  and  the  two  specimen 
dialogues  which  follow  will  serve  to  illustrate  the  general 
scheme  of  the  manual. 

Intending  students  will  soon  discover  that  Monkeyish  is 
not  so  difficult  as  it  looks,  provided  they  are  careful  to  follow 
the  phonetic  pronunciation  as  indicated  in  the  text. 

I. — To  PAY  A  VISIT  TO  A  MANDRIL. 

Visitor.  How  are  you,    my   dear  friend?      I   trust   I   find 

you  in  good  health  ? 
[Tsehiro,    'Owg-6sit61-K6kki  ?    (or  if  intimate)   'Owarya- 

ineol-dhuniv-ursiti-tchum  ?] 
Mandril.  Thank   you,  I  am   fairly  well,   and   delighted   to 

see  you. 
fUbibi-16di] 

Vis.  1  really  must  compliment  you  on  the  brilliancy  of 
your  complexion.  Your  nose  is  such  a  charming  colour- 
scheme  in  vermilion  and  ultramarine  ! 

[Ai-sC-h.  Hiu-'av-gottarimmH-reddn'-bluhkonk-ohl-tschappi!] 
Mawl.  And  you,  too,  my  dear  Sir,  are  looking  remarkably 

well,  I  am  glad  to  see. 
[Hya-gohm'n-ldkhatya-gelahs.] 
Vis.  Pray   do   not  let  me  interrupt  you  if  you  are  busy 

just  now. 

1 1  V)hn-min-dme.     Hiukip-onskrat-chinolf'la.] 
Minnl.  I  was  just  engaged  in  some  rather  intricate  researches 

— but  they  can  wait. 

MulTtimma-gelin !     Auf'l-nippilitl'-jonui-ou-'ot !] 
Yin.  Would  it  not  be  as  well  to  take  some  means  of  sparing 

yourself  these  excessive  exertions  ? 
I  llo-ullo-ou-'ot-prahis-khiting-spowdah  ?] 
.l/ioK/.  I  doubt  it,  Sir.      Life  would  be  insipid  indeed  if  I 

were  deprived  of  my  customary  pursuits. 
[Xottiphai no-it.    Itsdul-lanuff-hirassi-tismibhoi.    Ou-'ottha- 

dooshudi-duiili-laustaultha-lottovem !] 
Vis.  Then  I  will  leave  you  to  follow  them.     Farewell,  dear 

friend,  and  best  wishes  for  your  success  ! 
[Tiidalu !    Gud'untinol-boi !] 

Matnl.  Many  thanks,  (iood-bye,  dear  Sir.  You  will  excuse 
my  going  to  the  door  with  you,  as  I  have  pressing 
business  to  attend  to. 

[Jeshiu-khliraout'n-lemmia-lohnouilliah !       Ou-reh.      Got- 
timma-tlast !] 

IT. — To  VISIT  A  SMALLER  MONKEY. 

Visitor  (Male  or  Female').  Good  afternoon,  Sir.     How  do  you 
do?     I  have  taken  the  liberty  of  bringing   you  some 
slight  refreshment  which  I  hope  will  be  acceptable. 
[Pooalilf-'ellazen.     Khoodju-oiiitta  mahrib-iskit  ?] 

Monkey.  You  are  very  kind,  Sir  (or  Madam),  but  I  have  little 
or  no  appetite  to-day. 
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[Yahbah-tekhitobm.     Fehrfeddup-ou-ith'm-ai-am  !J 
Yin.  Tben  may  I  offer  you  a  Barcelona  ? 

hihaik-amtiu-khiuut-teh  ?] 
Moult.  Excuse  me,  but  it  is  not  every  brand   that  agrees 

with  me. 

KiT-aiseh,  ou'ottayugh'-ivvinussar-ottenun  ?] 
Vis.  You  will  find  these  excellent.    I  have  them  specially 

selected  and  imported  for  my  own  use. 
[Kaclioldofit.     Aitelya-itortabi-gtidat-tha-prahisai-pehd.] 
Monl;.  You  don't   say  so.     Then  I   will   try   one   on   your 

recommendation. 
[Hiiaral  -  iah  !     Tsehmohls-tuffapenuia-bagliatta-bhunstahl. 

Stind-ji!] 
\"/>>.  Panlou  me,  but  are  you  in  trouble  of  any  sort?     You 

have  such  mournful  black  eyes. 
[Ou-<xlja-luhkinza-mizrah-bellabh'outeh  ?] 
Monl;.  On  the  contrary,  Sir  (or  Madam),  I  am  quite  in  my 

usual  spirits. 

[Soh'dj  u-i  t'ai-kiid-getachy  a.] 
Vis.  I  cannot  help  fearing  that  you  do  not  find  your  present 

society  quite  congenial.     Is  that  so  ? 
[Dhuthi-uthahm'-uukhi-spuhlya-tehl?] 
Monk.  Not  entirely  so,  I  confess.    It  is  difficult  to  form  any 

real  friendships  here. 

[Sikkanin  'settah-bahndersihr.     Sobhistli-kliki  !J 
Vis.  I  am  sorry  to  trouble  you,  but  I  fancy  you  have  taken 

my  hat-plunie  (or  my  pince-nez)  by  mistake. 
[Hee-ya !     Ou-'ottahu-dhuin  ?    Jeshiud-'roppit  djilirmi !] 
Monk.  Have  I  really  ?    I  was  quite  unaware  of  it.     Is  this 

what  you  are  referring  to  ? 
[Ai-desseh.     Dohnjah-ou-'ishya-magettit  ?] 


Via.  This   is  too  bad!     One  of  your  friends  has  run   off 

with  it  now. 

[Konf-oundhit  (or,  dhr.ittit  .     I.ukhattim  !] 
.I/../-/,-.  1  >ear  me,  so  he  has.    If  you  will  excuse  me  a  moment, 

I  will  go  and  explain  matters  to  him. 
[Snihkt-itiissih !     Ou-aitillikatohiin.    KelgeUa-thikkiriimin- 

innit !] 
Vis.  Well,  now  you've  got  it  back,  perhaps  you  will  kindly 

hand  it  over  before  it's  completely  miiu-d. 
» >u-i llietileg-goh amis- teh iffiislit-tellx'-glmr  !  ] 
Monk.    Do  not  ili-tp  i'lf  about  it.     It  is  of  no  im- 

portance.    Mu-it  you  really  be  going? 
[Oii-raht.     Dhuim'oo-itbit.    Piktittap'-eecis.     Ukanj; 

nowohls-tikkintliainii'l. 
Vis.  I  fear  so.    It  will  l>o  some  time  before  I  am  again  in 

your  ueighbourhcxxl. 
[Hiu-<16hn-ketchiui-kruninin-jragin.] 

Muni;.  U.xxl-bye,  dear  Sir  (or  Madam).    I  hope  that  on  the 
ii.-xt  occasion  you  will  make  a  longer  stay  >-.»  tli 
may  s.-o  more  of  you. 
[Gahn-yi-ortabibi-hiniltha-l>;ilirsy.i .-.  lief  !  ] 


In  niomonts  of  great  enthusiaMii  a  man's  mind  may 
be  so  filled  with  tin1  one-  idea  that  he  forget*  trivial 
details  which  bear  distantly  upon  it.  A  rto-iit  r<-onnt 
to  the  Territorials  ha*  just  sent  this  note  to  his  colour- 
sergeant  : — 

••Sir,— Will  TUH  jil.-a*'  wiro  to  your  headmastcr  to  pay  that  I 
cnnnot  join  iho'Trrriti.  :  ivc  a  broken  elbow  which  I 

to  mention  at  the  time." 
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MY   WORD    IS    LAW. 

Constable.  "Now  TUEN,  MOVE  ON  HERE,  AND  DON'T  MAKE  A  CROWD  ON  THE  PAVEMENT." 

Loafer.  "  BUT  TWO  AIN'T  NO  CROWD."  Constable  (emphatically).  "0-VJj's  A  CEOWD,  IF  I  SAT  so!     MOVE  ON!" 


JUST  LIKE  THEIR   LUCK. 

The  Daily  Chronicle  recently  narrated 
the  circumstances  in  which  Mr.  CHARLES 
CRIVELLI,  a  Soho  hairdresser,  has  picked 
up  for  a  few  shillings  a  genuine  Titian. 
These  trouvailles,  we  are  glad  to  say,  are 
of  almost  daily  occurrence  in  Soho  and 
the  neighbourhood,  as  may  he  gathered 
from  the  following  well  authenticated 
cases. 

Mr.  Julian  Swoggle,  a  Venetian  blind- 
maker,  is  the  fortunate  possessor  of  a 
priceless  Greek  statue  which  he  picked 
up  literally  for  a  song  in  the  Euston 
lload. 

"I  was  walking  along  the  road  in 
question  the  other  evening,"  explains 
Mr.  Swoggle,  "  humming  '  Antoirio,' 
when  a  monumental  mason  accosted  me 
and  said,  '  Do  you  want  a  life-size  statue 
for  nothing?'  'You're  kidding  me,'  I 
answered.  'Not  a  bit  of  it,'  said  he;  'I 
want  the  room, -and  if  you'll  cart  the 
thing  away,  it 's  yours  for  nothing.'  To 
cut  a  long  story  short,  I  took  the  statue 
away  in  a  lorry  the  next  day,  and  when 
I  'd  got  it  home  and  given  it  a  bath  sure 
enough  there  was  the  signature  PHEIDIAS 
carved  on  the  plinth." 


We  understood  that  Lord  ARMSTRONG 
has  written  to  Mr.  Swoggle  congratulat- 
ng  him  on  having  become  the  possessor 
of  a  genuine  and  incontestable  Pheidias. 
The  necessary  restoration  is  now  taking 
place,  as  the  statue,  which  represents 

wrestler,  lacks  a  nose,  chin,  both 
arms  and  the  greater  part  of  one  leg, 
and  before  very  long  some  Mr.  Pierpont 
Morgan  or  some  other  opulent  Maecenas 
will  have  the  opportunity  of  purchasing 
a  masterpiece. 

Mr.  John  Burdekin,  an  artificial  sau- 
sage-skin manufacturer,  recently  picked 
up  a  magnificent  diamond  tiara  in  ro- 
mantic circumstances.  It  was.  put  up 
for  sale  at  an  auction  in  the  Strand  as 
"  portions  of  a  chandelier,"  and  knocked 
down  to  Mr.  Burdekin  for  3s.  Qd.  On 
taking  it  home  the  owner  accidentally 
dropped  his  purchase  from  the  top  of 
an  electric  tram,  and  to  his  amazement 
not  a  single  one  of  the  glass  drops  was 
smashed.  This  excited  his  suspicions, 
and  after  consulting  a  Dutch  expert  in 
Spring  Gardens,  he  was  delighted  to 
find  that  they  were  diamonds  of  extra- 
ordinary size  and  lustre.  Among  the 
connoisseurs  who  have  already  pro- 
nounced the  diamonds  genuine  are  Lord 


ARMSTRONG,  Monsignor  VAY  DE  VAYA,  Mrs. 
ELINOR  GLYN  and  Miss  MAUD  ALLAN. 

The  circumstances  which  placed  Mr. 
Julius  Ballin,  an  aged  dolls'-eye  maker, 
in  possession  of  one  of  the  most  famous 
of  all  historic  jewels,  are  intensely 
romantic.  About  ten  days  ago  he  was 
eating  a  kromesky  in  a  restaurant  in 
Greek  Street  when  his  teeth  gritted  on 
a  hard  substance,  which  on  inspection 
turned  out  to  be  a  pearl  on  which  the 
initials  A  and  C  were  distinctly  observ- 
able. Incredible  as  it  may  seem,  this 
pearl,  on  the  authority  of  Lord  ARM- 
STRONG, Lord  ROSSLYN,  the  Marquis 
TOWNSHEND  and  other  experts,  has  been 
pronounced  to  be  none  other  than  the 
one  which  CLEOPATRA  was  inaccurately 
alleged  to  have  dissolved  in  a  goblet  ol 
wine.  As  a  matter  of  fact  it  was  fished 
out  by  ANTONY  and  appropriated  by 
AUGUSTUS  after  the  battle  of  Actium 
remaining  in  Rome  until  it  was  carriec 
away  with  other  relics  by  the  greai 
NAPOLEON.  Subsequently  pawned  by 
NAPOLEON  III.  when  in  exile,  it  fell  into 
the  hands  of  a  restaurant  keeper  who 
unaware  of  its  value,  presented  it  to  his 
chef,  who  inadvertently  allowed  it  to 
become1  embodied  in  one  of  his  dishes. 
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icy.   "TllE   HJX   »tM    DOWN    llltKK  Ql'ARlER-OF-AX-llOtR  JK.»." 

lliuitaiii'in.  "Win  DIDN'T  IK  HOLLER  THRU?" 

WHAT  DID  I  WANT  TO  'OLLEU  FOR?    'E  NEVER  nir  ME." 


THE  DONKEY   WHITEWASHED. 

On,  would  you,  Ass,  that  I  refute 
The  opprobrium  and  ill  reput'- 
Which  ever  to  your  title  flings  V 
Thru  listen  while  the  poet  sings  : — 

In  Ireland,  where  the  shamrock  grows 
(And    Goodness,   knowing    all    things, 

knows 

Why  he  that  writes  of  Ireland  can't 
Avoid  that  overbearing  plant) — 
In  Ireland  I  have  travelled  far 
In  someone  else's  motor-car, 
Aiid  from  my  seat  have  studied 
The  ways  of  hi-  and  quadruped, 
Win  i  eat  and  drink  and  sleep  and  play 
Entirely  on  the  King's  highway. 

The  errant  kine  themselves  approve 
Slow,  stupid,  dull  and  hard  to  nn 
Whereas  the  swine,  whom  nothing  will 
Induce  to  think  of  standing  still, 
Must  run  ahead  with  endless  fuss, 
Too  fast  for  them,  too  slow  for  us. 
The  dogs  (a  race  which  men  supple 
To  l>e  a  race  that  thinks  and  knows) 
Bounce  forth  with  misdirected  /eal 
And  barely  miss  a  murderous  wheel. 
Then  bark  and  bark  with  false  delight 
Beeause  they  've  put  the  foe  to  flight! 


The  hen,  being  situated  where, 
Secure  from  harm  and  free  from  care, 
She  might  have  wntehed  us  and  derided, 
IV-i-ends  forthwith  to  be  divided. 
The  horse,  whose  move  than  ample  task 
Should  furnish  all  he  needs  to  ask. 
Sees  fit  to  disregard  the  rein- 
And  take  no  end  of  foolish  pains 
To  drag  his  most  excessive  load 
Into  the  ditch  beside  the  road, 
Then  labours  mui-li  and  suffers  more 
To  get  it  where  it  was  before. 

You,  Ass,  behave  as  none  of  these, 
But  hold  you  calm  and  well  at  ease. 
Perhaps  to  keep  the  eyebrow  kempt, 
Perhaps  to  show  a  deep  contempt, 
V.,!i  -imply  turn  your  head  away, 
And  keep  it  turned,  as  if  to  -ay  : 
"  It  's  got  to  come.     Let 's  shut  an 
And  let  the  foul  machine  go  by." 
Thus  you  shall  be  to  me  for  ever 
The  ij-pe  of  all  that 's  wise  and  clever  ; 
And  asinine  henceforth  shall  mean 
•  |ii-c.rniug,  sensible,  serene." 

0  Ass,  you  pressed  me  to  refute 
The  opprobrium  and  ill  repute 
Which  ever  to  your  title  dim-  ; 

1  hope  you  've  listened  while  1  've  sung. 


SOME  MORE  TABLETS. 

ll'njh  Street,  Eptom.—Eere  Lord  ROSE- 
IIKIIY  met  his  first  Lunatic. 

Liitlijatc  Circus.— Here  THOMAS 
discovered  Switzerland  and  Egypt  and 
bequeathed  them  as  Going  Concerns  to 
his  Sons. 

Hump  of  WaMmgbm't  f'hcrry 
— Associated  with  Palhet  ent  of 

only  American  known  to  History  who 
had  no  Imaginative  Faculty. 

'  't'ipla.— Here,  some  time  after  the 
Millennium,  the  Education  ami  Fiscal 
Policy  Questions  were  finally  st'tilrd. 

Island  >i(.-,  !itiit>t'l.-\  Nat. 
South  Wal.-s.  unable  any  long. 
port  the  Uproar  and  Tin  -  dney. 

settled   here  and  passed    hi- 
ful  Seclusion. 

Tin-   Nmot   /.'<«./m 

his  Honour  Judge  WILLIS  first  heard  of 
the  decea-- 

Deeper  and  Deeper  Yet. 

"Tlr      :  ''    ''"" 

ball  «..  ''>'  "f 

of   Cnieliy   to   Animals.     1 

chouM.  •""    thlldr'- 

animal- 
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CATCH  AS  CATCH  CAN. 

PATRONS  of  the  Alhambra,  which  has 
lately  been  the  scene  of  some  excellent 
wrestling,  might  have  been  excused  if, 
on  leaving  by  the  St.  Martin's  Lane  exit, 
they  had  been  roused  to  even  greater 
enthusiasm  by  the  posters  of  the  Garrick 
Theatre  which  met  their  eyes  with  the 
enthralling  announcement,  "Mr.  Bour- 
cliier  as  Samson."  Yet  another  thrilling 
bout,  this  time  between  an  Actor-Manager 
and  an  ordinary  lion — that  is  the  least 
they  could  have  expected.  Fortunately 
(or  unfortunately)  all  that  is  to  be  seen  is 
Mr.  BoriicHiER  in  the  latest  play  from 
France. 

Kamson,  a  modern  melodrama  by 
HENUY  BERNSTEIN,  is  an  episode  in  the 
life  of  that  strong  silent  man,  Jacques 
Brachard,  Copper  King.  Besides  being 
strong  and  silent  (in  so  far  as  an  actor- 
manager  can  be  silent)  he  is  also  self- 
made,  a  rough  diamond  and  one  of 
Nature's  gentlemen.  You  know  exactly 
the  sort  of  man  I  mean,  and  you  Know 
how  perfectly  Mr.  BOURCHIER  would  play 
him.  Well,  anyhow,  he  was  in  love  with 
Anne-Marie,  who  was  his  wife  and 
therefore  (this  is  a  four-act  play  and  the 
scene  is  Paris)  in  love  with  Jerume  Le 
Govain.  Jerome  I  am  now  going  to 
call  Jesse,  partly  because  they  did  so  on 
the  stage,  and  partly  because  the  accents 
bother  the  printer  a  good  deal.  Jesse 
I  may  introduce  as  the  sort  of  man 
who  makes  me  sorry  that  the  "Torture 
of  the  Hot  Egg "  is  now  popular  only 
in  the  rural  parts  of  China.  On  the 
first  night  that  Jacques  leaves  his 
wife  (in  order  to  go  to  England  on 
copper  business)  Jesse  takes  her,  off 
the  stage,  to  a  horrible  siipper-party ; 
to  the  disgusting  story  of  whose  orgies 
we  are  compelled  to  listen  in  the  Third 
Act.  Anne-Marie's  love  for  him  is 
killed  by  this  exhibition,  and  she  makes 
her  escape  in  the  middle  of  it ;  return- 
ing home  to  find  that  Jacques  hadn't 
left  for  England  after  all.  (He  had 
been  WARNED.  By  a  FRIEND.)  Jacques 
decides  to  take  his  revenge  on  Jesse  by 
ruining  him  financially,  and  in  order  to 
do  this  he  has  to  create  a  panic  on  the 
Bourse  by  selling  copper.  (Or  buying  it ; 
I  am  a  child  in  these  matters.)  Any- 
how, some  difficulty  arose,  and  he  had  to 
sell  all  he  had  (or  buy  a  lot  he  didn't 
want)  in  order  to  upset  Jesse  thoroughly ; 
in  other  words,  he  had  to  ruin  himself 
to  ruin  his  enemy.  Which,  if  you 
remember,  is  what  SAMSON  did  when  he 
pulled  down  the  pillars  of  the  temple. 

Of  course,  just  as  the  curtain  falls, 
Anne-Marie  discovers  that  she  really 
loves  Jacques.  Cynics  will  point  out  that 
her  lover  was  hopelessly  ruined  and  about 
a  million  (no,  only  francs)  in  debt ; 
whereas  her  husband,  being  the  sort 
of  man  from  whom  Copper  Kings  are 


made,  was  certain  to  amass  another  for- 
tune in  a  week.  I  take  a  more  charitable 
view  of  human  nature.  I  simply  say 
that  the  man  at  the  box-office  insisted 
that  Anne-Marie  should  love  Jacques 
before  the  curtain  went  down. 

Though  I  grow  older  every  day,  yet 
there  are  two  institutions  in  which  I 
retain  a  touching  and  child-like  faith : 
the  Stock  Exchange  and  the  French 
Marriage.  My  faith  is  so  great  that 
I  could  believe  anything  of  them. 
And  so  if  they  tell  me  that  a  great 
Copper  King,  who  controls  markets,  has 
to  lose  eighty-four  millions  (no,  still  only 
francs)  before  he  can  ruin  a  com- 
paratively poor  man  who  trusts  him 


"  I   HEAR   THE    SOUND    OF    WORDS." 

Samson  Agonistea. 

"Samson"  Brachard    .  .    MR.  BOUHCIIIER. 
Jerome  1e  Gorain    .    MR.  CHARLES  BRYANT. 

implicitly  in  matters  of  finance,  I  accept 
it  humbly  and  with  gratitude.  And  if 
they  go  on  to  say  that  a  Lover  would, 
on  the  first  possible  occasion,  take  a 
proud,  cold,  aristocrat  of  a  Wife  to  a 
revolting  supper  party,  where  she  would 
meet  the  very  scourings  of  the  streets, 
then  again  in  all  humility  I  believe.  But 
a  doubt  will  haunt  me  none  the  less,  and 
I  ask  myself  two  questions :  Has  any- 
thing happened  in  the  translation? 
Was  Miss  VIOLET  VANBRUGH,  typical 
Englishwoman  as  she  is,  quite  suited  to 
the  part  of  Anne-Marie  ? 

The  scene  in  the  Third  Act,  where 
Jacques  keeps  Jesse  in  his  private  room 
at  the  Ritz,  while  Copper  is  being 
brought  down,  is  an  excellent  one  ;  there 
actually  is  a  short  wrestling  interlude 
here.  In  addition  Mr.  BOUKCHIER  does 
good  work  on  as  pleasant  a  lunch  as  I 
have  seen  on  the  stage.  This  is  always 
a  popular  feature  with  the  audience,  the 


feeling  being,  I  suppose,  one  of  satis- 
faction that  an  actor  is  a  human  being 
just  like  ourselves.  But  having  missed 
my  dinner  on  the  night  in  question  I 
could  hardly  bear  it. 

Comic  relief  was  supplied  effec- 
tively by  the  relations  of  Jacques'  wife. 
I  fancy  M.  BERNSTEIN  found  that  he  was 
an  hour  short,  and  introduced  the  rela- 
tions at  the  beginning  of  each  Act  to  fill 
up  the  time.  Mr.  ARTHUR  WIIITUY  and 
Mr.  KENNETH  DOUGLAS  were  both  very 
funny  as  Anne -Marie's  father  and 
brother  respectively.  I  have  mentioned 
Mr.  BOUHCHIER'S  excellence  as  Jacques, 
and  I  must  pay  tribute  also  to  Mr. 
CHARLES  BRYANT'S  Jesse.  Miss  EDYTH 
LATIMER,  who  has  a  curiously  fascinating 
voice  and  manner,  showed,  in  the  part 
of  a  discarded  mistress  of  Jesse's,  that 
she  fully  deserved  all  that  was  said  of 
her  after  her  promising  appearance  in 
Idols.  M. 


More  Truth,  from  the  Schoolroom. 

TeacJier  (reading  History) :  "  With 
loud  shouts  the  Britons  rushed  forward, 
and  the  battle  began.  Men  fought  to 
the  death ;  no  quarter  was  given  on 
either  side."  Now  can  anyone  tell  me 
what  is  the  meaning  of  "  No  quarter  was 
given"? 

Small  Boy:  Please,  Sir,  no  half-time 
was  allowed. 


The  Right  of  the  Parent. 

One  of  the  results  of  "  Nature  Study  " 
in  a  Devonshire  school  has  been  the 
following  letter : — 

"To  HEAD  TEACHER. — Please  ask  County 
Councils  to  scuae  my  children  from  religious 
instruction  in  earth-worms  and  put  them  to 
somethink  else.  Jim'a  father  found  five  in  is 
pocket." 

The  motor  cabmen  who  recently  waited 
on  the  HOME  SECRETARY  with  grievances, 
complained,  among  other  tilings,  that 
the  present  method  of  signalling  to 
traffic  by  means  of  policemen's  hands  is 
insufficient.  Would  they  have  them  lift 
their  feet  ? 


"  It  is,  of  course,  impossible  to  ensure  perfect 
accuracy  in  so  largo  and  encyclopaedic  a  work 
as  '  Who's  Who,'  and  these  isolaed,  and  hardly 
derac  1234561234  little  omissions  and  errors 
hardly  detract  from  the  value  of  the  book  as  a 
whole." — SoMli  African  News. 

Bless  you,  no  ;  they  will  creep  in. 


"  Sportslady  of  rank  friend  of  horses  and 
native  of  Germany  or  England,  is  wished  as 
husband  by  an  german  gentleman,  which  is 
travelled  through  Great  Britain.  Ladies 
interesting  theyself  for  this  offer  are  requested 
to  send  letters  in  germau  or  english  language." 
— Neucste  Nachrichtan . 

She  should   retaliate   by  letters  in  the 
German  language  sending. 
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THE  CRUSHED  TRAGEDIANS  "TAKE  THE  BOARDS"  AGAIN,  THEATRE  ROYAL,  WESTMINSTER. 

("Or.ivc  and  Urgent,"  Mr.  Asquitli's  talented  company  of  clomi-trodilen  stars  resume  the  fiorformancf  of  tin-  pr 

Lansdowne's  Heel ;  or,  the  Wicked  Pceri  and  the  Stultified  Kli-ctnrate." 


"To-day,  the  one  hundredth  centenary  of  the  Mrtli  of  &fi'iuli-lssohu." 

The  Westminster  Gmettf. 

Somebody  was  bound  to  say  this  before  the  wonderful  "  year 
f  anniversaries  "  was  over. 


-  Wind  betweou  north  and  south."—"  f-irrrpool  Daily  Pott  "  Wcatlicr 


A  prophet  is  without  honour  in  his  own  country.     A  London 
paper  would  put  this  gentleman  on  the  Football  Staff  at  once. 
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THE  POLITE  ART  OF  VITUPERATION. 

i. 

"Jest  look  at  these  boots,"  said 
George.  Jaines  looked,  but  the  boots 
remained  unmoved.  "Well?"  said 
3eorge. 

"Well?"  said  James,  ever  ready  to 
oblige. 

"  Did  you  ever  see  anything  like 
them?" 

"Never,"  said  James  emphatically, 
though,  he  had  no  idea  whether  he  was 
expressing  wonder  and  admiration,  or 
loathing  and  contempt. 

"  They  are  disgraceful,"  said  George. 

"  Abominable,"  said  James,  much 
relieved  to  find  out  what  opinion  he 
was  to  hold.  "  What  is  the  matter  with 
thorn?" 

"Matter?  Why,  they  are  unwear- 
able.  Fancy  expecting  a  normal  foot, 
not  made  of  indiarubber,  to  go  about  iu 
a  boot  with  an  instep  like  that !  " 

"Isn't  it  tight  enough?" 

"Tight  enough?  Why,  it's  miles 
too  tight.  It  is  not  to  be  tolerated.  I 
am  going  to  give  the  man  that  made  it 
a  thorough  blowing  up." 

"I  should  give  him  a  piece  of  your 
mind,"  said  James. 

"I  shall  certainly  give  him  a  bit  of 
my  tongue,"  said  George.  "Fancy 
daring  to  send  me  a  pair  of  boots  like 
that !  I  '11  make  the  fellow  sit  lip." 

"I  should  tell  him  exactly  what  you 
think  of  him." 

"  My  dear  James,  when  I  have  finished 
talking  to  him  he  will  know  so  much 
about  himself  that  he  will  wish  he 
had  never  been  born.  Moreover,  he 
shall  take  hack  those  boots  and  make 
me  another  pair  for  nothing.  Let  us 
go  round  and  talk  to  the  fellow  now." 

So  minded,  George  and  James  set  off 
for  Hond  Street. 

II. 

Arrived  at  tlie  shop,  they  paused  a 
moment  to  decide  upon  the  line  of 
attack,  whether  it  should  be  the  stormy 
or  the  sarcastic.  Then  they  marched 
up  to  the  door  and  allowed  it  to  be 
o|'iMi(>(l  for  them,  without  flinching. 
Once  inside,  a  Gentleman  with  a  frock- 
coat  and  white  slip  took  charge  of  them, 
and,  had  they  wanted  to  say  "Jack 
Robinson,"  they  could  not  have  done  so 
before  they  found  themselves  seated  in 
large  armchairs  and  the  Gentleman 
kneeling  affectionately  at  the  feet  of 
George. 

"  1  have  come,"  said  the  latter,  not  to 
be  demoralised  by  a  soft  carpet  and  a 
universal  peace,  "  about  these  boots." 

"  Indeed,  Sir  ?"  said  the  Gentleman 
in  a  subdued  voice  which  clearly  re- 
buked George  for  talking  so  loud.  He 
took  off  George's  old  boots  and  put  on 
the  new  ones,  much  as  a  nurse  dresses 
a  very  bad  child  in  very  good  clothes 


'  And  a  handsome  pair  of  boots  they 
are,  Sir,  if  I  may  say  so."  At  this  point 
Fames,  for  no  particular  reason,  felt 
nore  ashamed  of  his  own  feet  than  he 
lad  ever  felt  ashamed  of  anything 
3e fore. 

"  But  look  at  them,"  said  George. 

"  Sh — "  said  James. 

"Yes,  Sir,"  said  the  Gentleman,  "I 

dmit   that   I   cannot  help   looking    at 

them.     Even  for  us  they  are  a  beautiful 

real  ion.     Particularly  observe,  Sir,  the 

perfect  fit  over  the  instep,  producing  a 

smart    appearance    which    every   boot- 

naker   in   London  has  for  years   been 

rying  in  vain  to  imitate." 

"  But  surely  they  are  a  little  too 
tight?" 

"Too  tight,  Sir?"  said  the  Gentle- 
man, apparently  aghast  at  George's 
lorrible  suggestion;  and  then,  as  one 
whose  innate  breeding  compels  him  to 
disguise  his  contempt,  "  Oh,  no,  Sir. 
With  a  smart  foot  like  yours  you  cannot 
lave  the  instep  too  tight.  Too  tight? 
Oh,  no,  Sir!"— and  even  his  breeding 
could  not  restrain  just  a  little  smile  at 
the  bare  idea. 

"  But ..."  said  George,  knowing  in 
iis  heart  that  it  was  really  no  use. 

"  Of  course,  Sir,  if  you  are  going  to 
wear  them  in  the  very  depths  of  the 
country,  where  none  of  your  friends  can 
see  you,  we  CAN  .  .  .  though  it  seems  a 
pity  to  spoil  them  .  .  .  we  CAN  let  them 
out  a  bit." 

"I  think  they  are  just  a  little  too 
tight,"  said  George,  blushing  but  stub- 
born. 

"Well,  of  course,  Sir,  it  is  for  you  to 
say.  If  you  insist  .  .  .  say,  an  eighth 
of  an  inch.  We  shall  only  charge  you  a 
shilling  or  two  ;  and  what  address  shall 
I  send  them  to  ?  " 

Then,  with  one  parting  look  of  affec- 
tion, the  Gentleman  put  the  cause  of  the 
trouble  back  in  the  box,  and  with  an 
effort  lowered  himself  to  put  on  George's 
feet  his  old  boots,  made  by  another  and 
therefore  disreputable  iirm.  His  lips 
only  made  some  remark  about  the  mild- 
ness of  the  weather,  but  his  eyes  clearly 
said,  "After  all,  what  can  one  expect 
from  a  man  who  could  ever  wear  boots 
like  these  ?  " 

And  so,  having  no  further  use  for 
them,  he  gently  put  George  and  James 
out  into  the  street  again. 

in. 

"  After  all,"  said  George,  after  a  long 
silence,  "  I  could  not  be  too  hard  on  the 
man.  It  wasn't  his  fault ;  he  didn't 
make  the  boots.  Besides,  it  was  very 
decent  of  him  to  promise  to  send  then 
back  without  charging  for  the  postage.' 


A   Pleasant    Innovation. 

"  The  bride  appeared  in  a  'smart  white  frock 
of  pale  blue  linen." — Western  Mail  (Australia) 


ASTOUNDING    THEATRICAL 
SENSATION. 

SELF-EFFACIXG  ACTOR-MANAGER. 
INTERVIEW  WITH  Mn.  REECE. 

(Suggested  liy  the  account  of  Miss  Marie  Dress- 
ier 8  altruistic  methods  recently  gkcn  in 
"  The  Pall  Mall  Gazette.") 

As  I  entered  the  stage  door  of  the 
new  Philadelphia  Theatre  in  Shafteshury 
Avenue,  writes  a  representative  of 
Punch,  I  felt  myself  engulfed  in  an 
atmosphere  of  bonhomie  that  almost  took 
my  breath  away.  The  rehearsals  of  the 
new  tragi-comedy,  Mired  Picldes,  had 
been  going  on  for  sixteen  hours  almost 
continuously,  but  everyone  was  in  the 
liighest  spirits.  Seeing  me  at  the  wings, 
Mr.  Eeece  greeted  me  with  a  shout  of 
welcome.  "  An  interview  ?  Of  course, 
my  dear  fellow.  We  '11  knock  off  work 
for  half-an-hour,  and  I  '11  tell  you  some- 
thing about  my  methods. 

"Now  look  at  this  galaxy  of  talent. 
Lovely  and  accomplished  women  ;  high- 
souled,  chivalrous  men."  Here  Mr. 
Reece — whose  likeness  in  profile  to  his 
distinguished  father,  the  late  Captain 
Reece,  R.N.,  is  quite  extraordinary — • 
turned  to  the  actors  and  actresses 
grouped  around  him  and  addressed  them 
in  words  of  the  most  intense  and  moving 
earnestness:  "Never  forget,  dear  boys 
and  girls,"  were  the  words  which  fell  on 
my  astounded  ears,  "  that  every  one  of 
you  means  more  to  me  than  I  do  myself. 
You  interest  me  and  the  public  more 
than  the  principals,  because  there  is 
the  element  of  uncertainty  and  the 
unexpected  about  you." 

Leaving  the  chorus  for  a  moment,  Mr. 
Reece  indicated  another  special  feature 
of  his  management  by  pointing  out  a 
number  of  the  principals,  and  saying, 
"  Every  one  of  them  has  a  fatter  part 
than  mine.  You  know  London  audi- 
ences don't  really  want  any  one  person. 
On  the  str.ge,  as  in  politics,  il  n'y  a  pas 
d'homme  nceessairo.  We  live  in  an  age 
of  Collectivism.  And  don't  you  imagine 
that  I  do  this  against  the  grain.  It  is  a 
tradition  of  the  family — you  know  my 
father's  motto,  "It  was  his  duty  and  he 
did."  Take  this  play  ;  I  had  a  splendid 
scene  in  the  first  Act  when  it  was 
originally  cast,  but,  like  Jack  Sprat,  I 
can't  stand  fat,  so  I  gave  it  up  to  some- 
one else." 

"  But  surely  you  repented  your 
generosity  ?  " 

"  Not  a  bit  of  it,  my  dear  boy.  The 
fact  is  I  like  producing  much  more  than 
acting,  and  I  have  practically  decided 
never  to  appear  in  another  play,  though 
I  have  taken  the  theatre  for  fourteen 
years.  Ah,  here  is  Otis  Lemuel,"  he 
said,  summoning  to  his  side  the  young 
jcune  premier  who  is  already  famous  in 
Australia.  "  He  is  really  gorgeous,  and 
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"  GET   BACK  TUEBE,  CAN*!  YOU  ?  " 

"  GARN,  I  'TIS  GOT  SHARES  a  THE  COMPA.NT.    CAN'T  I  sr.t  MT  ows  PLACE  BCHS  ?  " 


he  has  a  gorgeous  part.  Haven't  you  ?  " 
ho  asked  him. 

"  Simply  ripping,"  replied  Mr. 
Lemuel,  affectionately  putting  his  arm 
round  the  actor-manager's  neck  ;  "  but  I 
owe  it  to  you,  my  first  and  greatest 
benefactor." 

"  Ah,  but  if  you  hadn't  got  the  brain 
of  a  Garrick  and  the  figure  of  an  Apollo," 
replied  Mr.  Reece,  "you  would  never 
have  got  where  you  are — at  the  top  of 
the  tree." 

Shedding  a  few  natural  tears  of 
gratitude  Jlr.  Lemuel  retired,  and  then 
Mr.  Bert  Folsoni  came  up,  and  in  a  voice 
trembling  with  emotion  stammered  out : 
"Mr.  Reet-e  has  been  a  father  and 
mother  to  me.  But  for  him  I  might 
have  gone  into  the  diplomatic  service  or 
politics—  "  Instead  of  which,"  adds 

Mr.  Reece,  "  you  are  now  the  idol  of  the 
Antipodes  and  earn  a  salary  of  £200  a 
week.  And  he  's  worth  it  too,  every 
penny  of  it." 

_  Similar  testimonies  to  the  angelic 
kindness  of  Mr.  Reece  were  also  forth- 
coming from  Miss  Lctty  Slazenger,  Miss 
>i*y  Gellibrand  and  Mr.  Uther  Hipkins. 

"  Rehearsing  for  Mr.  Reece,"  they  re- 
marked in  unison,  "  is  a  labour  of  love. 


Ho  is  the  best  man  in  the  world.  We 
would  all  die  for  him  this  minute." 

"Yes,  mine  ia  indeed  a  happy  lot," 

remarked  Mr.  Reece  afterwards.     "  You 

remember  the  beautiful  old  lyric : — 

'  If  you  love  me  and  I  love  yon, 

V'e  '11  both  of  us  lore  one  another : 
So  wrap  me  up  in  the  Union  Jack, 
And  kiss  me  for  my  mother  1 ' 

It  has  always  been  my  aim  to  run  my 
show  on  those  lines,  and  so  far  I  think 
I  have  succeeded." 

THE   CRISIS. 

Mr  heart  is  lost  to  Grace  and  Rose, 
Each   lovelier    than    the    dawn    and 

blither ; 

But  how  on  earth  can  I  propose 
To  either  ? 

For  both  I  burn  with  flame  devout, 
The   sort    no   time    nor  chance  can 

smother, 
But  somehow  not  for  one  without 
The  other. 

[f  Grace  con^-ntrd  to  be  mine, 
Her  single  charms  would  soon  seem 

prosy  ; 
With  tenfold  passion  I  should  pine 

Fur  Kosic. 


Conversely,  were  I  linked  with  R., 
I  doubt  not  (such  is  Cupid's  caret 

wile) 

That  Grace  would  seem  diviner  far 
Than  erstwhile. 

Next  problem :  either  might  refuse. 
But    would    it    calm    my    loeom'c 

hearings, 

Bereft  of  half  my  love,  to  chooM 
The  leavings? 

And  if  they  both  disdained  my  hand 

The  prospect  fairly  makes  me  shiver, 
I  do  not  think  my  health  would  stand 
The  river. 

Yet  here  we  are — time  flies  apace — 

Just  now  I  take  a  modest  breather, 
But  soon  it  must  be  Rose  or  Grace, 
Or  neither. 

And  since,  dear  Sir,  whate'er  l>etides. 

The  outlook  seems  a  sadly  glum  one, 
And  swains  despairing  must  confide 
In  someone, 

Please  help  a  suitor  in  distress, 
Le.-t  lovc'=>  true  course  that  never  ran 

weH 

Should  make  him  alter  his  address 
To  Han  well. 
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OUR    BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By  Mr.  Punch's  Staff  of  Learned  Clerks.) 

Mil  African  Journey  (Hopm:u  A\I>  SroreirroN),  which  is  the 
story  of  a  visit  paid  to  Uganda  by  the  lit.  Hon.  WINSTON 
Srr,NCEi:  CHURCHILL,  M.P.,  does  not  pretend  to  be  the  reeord 
of  a  pioneer  ;  nor  does  the  author  here  press  his  claims  as  a 
mighty  hunter,  though  the  cover  of  his  book  represents  him, 
in  a  blood-red  landscape,  posed  beside  a  prostrate  rhinoceros. 
One  of  these  monstrous  fauna  he  felled  with  his  own  hand, 
and  took  part  in  the  peppering  of  another  to  death  ;  but  the 
quest  of  big  game  was  only  an  incidental  feature  in  his 
progress  as  an  exalted  tripper  along  a  course  where  every 
aeed  had  been  anticipated  and  the  only  opposition  on  his 
path  came  from  hostile  and  predatory  tribes  of  insects.  But 
bis  narrative  of  a  not  very  difficult  enterprise  is  invested 
with  a  literarv  charm  unusual  in  the  ordinary  traveller's  tale. 
Always  observant,  Mr.  CHURCHILL  is  more  concerned  to  convey 
truly  his  impressions  than  to  make  fine  writing ;  but  now 
and  again,  as  in  his  — 
picture  of  the  Hoima 
forest,  he  gives  full 
play  to  a  natural  and 
vivid  eloquence.  But 
he  went  to  study 
other  things  than 
tropical  scenery ;  and 
the  suggestions  that 
he  offers  on  the  de- 
velopment of  the 
Uganda  Protectorate' 
reflect  an  attitude  of 
mind  that  is  states- 
manlike in  the  broad- 
est and  most  humane 
sense.  I  should  be 
sorry  to  seem  to  call 
in  question  the  value 
of  Mr.  CHURCHILL'S 
activities  in  the 
sphere  of  home  poli- 
tics ;  but  his  book 
shows  him  to  be 
possessed  of  qualities 
that  call  for  a  wider 


author  of  them, 
distinction. 


Still,  a  fine  story,  written  with  care  rind 


scope  than  our  over-exploited  island  is  ever  likely  to  afford 
him  ;  and  I  shall  hope  to  live  long  enough  to  see  him  enrolled 
among  the  makers  of  Empire  as  Governor  of  Uganda. 

The  Faith  of  his  Fathers  (MELROSK)  is  a  pri/.e  novel  by  A.  E. 
.1  AC  IMP.,  selected  by  Messrs.  ANDREW  LANG,  W.  L.  COURTNEY, 
and  CLEMENT  SHORTER,  for  a  pri/.c  of  two  hundred  and  fifty 
guineas.  It  is  also  selected  by  me  for  a  few  words  of  hearty 
commendation  as  a  strong  and  sincere  story  of  provincial  life. 
\Yilliam  Atkinson  was  one  of  those  honest  bigots  who  viewed 
life  steadily,  and  saw  only  a  fraction  of  it— a  narrow-minded 
Methodist  who  stopped  all  argument  with  a  quotation 
from  the  Bible.  He  forced  his  weak  son  Stephen  into  an 
unhappy  marriage,  and  renounced  Kachel,  his  daughter, 
when  she  became  engaged  to  a  man  who  could  not  accept 
his  own  creed  ;  and  he  finally  resigned  his  post  at  the  works 
because  the  firm  had  accepted  a  contract  to  make  war  material. 
A  fine  man  spoilt.  Miss  JACOMB  (no  hint  of  her  sex  in  the 
story)  shows  very  surely  how  in  Mrs.  Atkinson  the  wife's 
sweet  faith  in  her  husband  is  gradually  turned  to  bitter  in 
the  mother's  love  for  hor  children.  The  final  tragedy, 
Stffttcn's  killing  of  his  wife,  is  accidental  and  capricious — 
it  would  have  been  far  truer  had  the  mother,  maddened  by 
her  children's  wrongs,  inevitably  turned  upon  the  direct 


In  Reminiscences  of »»?/  Life  (PITMAN)  Sir  CHARLES  SANTI.LY 
continues  and  supplements  the  story  of  his  brilliant  career 
as  set  out  some  years  ago  in  Student  and  Singer.  It  is  a 
rambling  and  discursive  narrative,  not  without  engaging 
<  Utilities,  for  Sir  On  \RLES  makes  no  effort  to  disguise  his  likes 
and  dislikes.  SIMS  REEVES  was  his  friend,  and  he  defends 
that  great  singer's  memory  with  a  creditable  warmth,  which 
is,  however,  not  incompatible  with  a  few  sly,  but  good- 
humoured,  digs  at  Mrs.  HEEVES,  her  husband's  jealous  cham- 
pion. BOITO'S  music  he  cannot  abide,  and  for  WAGNER'S  he 
has  a  limited  admiration.  Fortunately  Sir  CHARLES  has  lived 
long  enough  to  note  a  strong  reaction  in  favour  of  the  names 
he  venerates.  Sir  CHARLES'S  writing,  I  may  add,  is  not  quite 
so  careful  and  highly  finished  as  the  singing  by  which  he 
has  delighted  nearly  two  generations.  There  is  an  artless 
happy-go-lucky  kind  of  slap-dash  about  it,  as,  for  instance, 
when  he  refers  to  our  old  friend  Argus  as  "  the  fabled  what's- 

— —  his-name,  eyes  all 
over,"  or  describes 
TAMBERLIK'S  high  C 
sharp  as  "a  clear 
ringing  full-bodied 
note  that  had  never 
suffered  from  even  a 
touch  of  measles ; 
it  gave  you  the 
jumps,  but  to  jump 
over  the  benches,  and 
give  the  singer  a 
hearty  hug,  not  to 
dive  down  under  the 
benches  to  avoid  any 
danger  from  chips 
flying  about."  There 
is  certainly  no  hack  of 
pictorial  vividness 
about  that.  Sir 
CHARLES  was  always 
a  good  sleeper : — 
"When  I  was  sing- 
ing at  Covent  Garden 
in  1850-00,"  he  .ays, 
"I  dined  early,  3.30 
or  4  ;  and  after  a  heavy  opera  and  a  fast  of  about  eight  hours 
I  felt  ravenous,  ready  for  anything,  from  bread  and  cheese  to 
roast  donkey  stuffed  with  horse-soldiers.  I  frequently  ate 
for  my  supper  a  sheep's  heart  roast,  with  sage  and  onions, 
accompanied  by  an  abundant  salad,  and  went  off  to  bed  and 
to  sleep  in  a  jiffey."  0  dura  caiitorum  ilia  is  the  respectful 
murmur  that  rises  to  one's  lips.  Yet  when  he  was  in  America 
Sir  (  '-HARLES  could  not  digest  what  he  calls  "  whr itlles"' !  They 
remained  on  his  chest  like  lead.  Sir  CHARLES  met  DANTE 
RosSETTI  once  and  was  not  favourably  impressed  with  him. 
"Whatever  else  he  had  an  eye  for,"  he  says,  "  he  certainly 
had  not  one  for  a  pretty  woman,  judging  from  the  plain- 
looking  type  he  was  so  fond  of  reproducing.  I  cannot 
imagine  who  it  was  dubbed  him  poet."  Was  it  not  (inter 
olios  ct  alias)  The  Blessed  Dnmozel?  "I  never  saw  him 
again,"  he  adds,  "so  had  110  personal  acquaintance  with  him. 
li.  I.  P. !  "  Come,  that  ',s  charitable,  anyhow. 


EXPLODED  liEl'UTATlOXS. 

THE  GHKAT. 


•yd  ing, 


"  By  the  way,  although  Sir  Alfred  is  so  much  identified  \\idi  cyrlii 
he  is  also  greatly  interested  in  the  development  of  canals." — Cycling. 

This  is  one  of  those  spontaneous  remarks  which  bring  the 
press  very  near  the  heart  of  the  great  British  public. 
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CHASIVA91A. 

IN     future    tlic     speeches 


Member  of  Parliament  will  In-  reported  Square, 
verbatim   by    official    reporters.      It  is 
evidently   becoming   difficult  to  induce 


fied   to  learn   that   one  of  (lie  Squares 
through  which  Mr.  <  ;K\I-O\'S  audience 
of    every   .siih-ei|iieiitly  passed  i-  now  called  Katon 


candidate?  to  stand,  and  extra  induce- 

ment-. lia\e  to  be  offered. 


*  * 


"Be  such  as  your  Fathers  were  of 
yore,"  sings  the'  POET  LAUUKATE  in  his 
latest  |>alr:otic  verses,  "Guard  with  your 
llic  British  s/iorc."  This  is 


surely  perilously  near  to  a  parody  of 
''  Y.Vir,  nlorioiis  beer"? 

V 

The  question  whether  the  penanalitjr 

which  an  actor  or  an  actress  adopts  on 
the  stage  may  not  ultimately  dominate 
.such  person  is  being  discussed.  There 
can  be  little  douht,  however,  that  some- 
times actresses  who  play  the  part  of  a 
woman  with  a  past  have  actually  antici- 


''Women will  want  to  fly.  but  there 
\\  ill  he  no  atrial  navigation  for  them  if 
they  choose  to  wear  erinoluMS,"  says 
Madame  Lmu:.  Surely  then-  is  a  mis- 
take here?  The  crinolines  will  form 
the  most  admirable  parachutes. 

V 

Meanwhile  there  can  be  little  doubt 
that  the  Directoiro  costume  is  doomed. 
The  following  advertisement  is  a  sign 

bar- 


of tho  times  :  —  ''  For  sale     a 
gain—handsome    evening    dress 
able  /(»•  the  irife  of  a 


pated  the  role. 

*  * 

Tbc  Chief  Burgo- 
master of  Berlin  proposes 
to  give  the  names  of  Kng- 
liali  cities  to  several  local 
streets.  Wo  have  had  a 
Jermyn  Street  for  many 

*  * 

We  hear  from  a  private 
source  that  the  KAISI.I: 
was  extremely  annoyed 
that  the  weather  during 
the.  Kixc's  visit  left  so 
much  to  be  desired,  as  he 
was  afraid  that  his  guest 
might  take  it  as  another 
sign  of  his  host's  waning 
influence. 


In  America  suggestions  are  being 
invited  fora  tide  to  enable  bachelors  to 
be  distinguished  from  married  men-  — 
such  as  the  Miss  and  the  Mrs.  of  the 


airship  dntnjen,     M.  I/HM-ON  ,.,j. 

dently    does    not    know    that    our    \\"ar 
<  Mliee  is  already  in  iK.ssee.sion  o[  mich  an 


invention.      It     works 
with  our  airship. 


in   conjunction 


V 


At  laM  we  are  able  i.  nvord  a  little 
H  for  our  Army  aei\i|ilaiic,  1'ioving 
it  to  be  of  Kome  praeticu  value.  Lost 
week,  after  rising  into  the  air  for  aliout 
100  feet,  it  fell  to  the  ground  with  MK  h 
force  that  it  would  undoubtedly  have 
killed  an  enemv  had  he  I -ecu  under  it. 

V 

A  provincial  milkman  has  been  fined 
forty  shillings  and  costs  for  shouting 
while  wiling  his  milk.  We  U-licve 
that  in  many  case 3  the  din  ereali-d  by 
the  milkman  is,  if  (he  truth  wen-  known, 
an  attempt  to  drown  the  i;.ii-i-  catuietl 
bv  the  chattering  of  the  microbe- 


V 

<  Kerheard  during  a 
turn  at 


Meanwhile,  in  order  to  be  prepared 
for  all  eventualities,  the  CIMWN  I'ltivcic 
01  (iKitMANY,  we  are  informed,  is  learn- 
ing jiu-jitsu. 

The  statement  by  Dr.  IKGE,  Lady 
Margaret  1'rofessor  of  Divinity  at 
Cambridge,  that  the  upper  classes  of 
this  country  are  physically,  intellectu- 
ally, and  morally  among  the  finest 
specimens  of  humanity  who  have  ap- 
peared since  the  ancient  (! recks,  has.  we 
hear,  resulted  in  an  immense  rush  to 
join  their  ranks. 

* 

It  is  rumoured  that  the  monkey. 
Consul,  who  is  now  appearing  at  the 
Hippodrome  is  to  be  tho  guest  of  honour 
at  a  forthcoming  dinner  in  celebration 

of  the  Darwin  Ccntenarv. 
*  *  ' 

* 

"If  you  had  the  courage  of  your  an- 
cestors," said  the  inimitable  Mr.  (,!i:.\v-o\ 
to  a  Tower  Hill  gathering,  "you  would 
eat  the  people  who  live  in  the  Squares." 
Many  simple  country  folk  will  be  horri- 


r  XXXVI. 


EMIGRATE!     EMIGRATE! 

'•('t'JIK    WIIEIIK   Tllf.   dlHI-KS    AW.    I  U;>  1 

other  sex.     "Why  not  let  the  innn  IK- 
Master  until  he  marries?"  asksa  ladv. 


V 


The  Oxford  Union  has  pa-—  -.1  i 
lution  that  "it  is  the  duty  of  Oxford  to 
take  an  increased  part  in  the  education 
of  the  democracy."    It  sounds  almost  in- 
i  -red  i  hie,  but  we  believe  it  to  l>e  a  fact 
that  many  members  of  the  lower  c' 
(1  i  n»t  kn.iw  a  single  Spoonerism. 


V 

have    been    made    for 


uenN 

trams  to  run  through  the  grounds  of  the 
"  White  City."  It  is  thought,  no  doubt, 
that,  much  amu>ement  will  IM-  cau>ed  by 
the  sight  of  country  visitors  trying  to 
avoid  being  run  over  by  them.  Some 
idea  of  the  congestion  of  .space  may  In- 
obtained  from  the  statement  that  "Pas- 
sengers travelling  by  these  cars  will  !>e 
able  t-->  grasp  the  general  f.-aturi  1  of  the 
exhibition  and  grounds." 


M.  J  v 


LOBE 


in  an 


artick 


in  La  L'erur  //'.In'tid'on,  calls  attention  t» 
the  necessity  to  our  country  of  having 


d  dancer's 
a    certain   hall : 
"Mummy,    is    that    lady 
rich?"  my  child, 

\ery."  "Theiiwhyd- 
she   wear    more   clothe-, 
Mummy  '/  " 

ally  anil,  it  would 
si-i  in,  p.iii-ially  t'«i  »i-  lure 
li -ill  (  iiou^li  rain  in  tin 
of  grace  ti>  sliiuiil.ilr  H-ienlilic 
inti-ii-st  if  only  in  the  theory 
of  ]>roliiil>iliii>-i  a~  il  aj'plii-t. 
t.i  tin-  cliaii'-r-.  i-f  ivi-r  a^'ain 
sot-ing  llu-  him  sliiiu- uilliinit 
iiiU-iinisKHMi  f<ii-  1\\-,-uty-fiMir 

l.'oughly  the  chances 
against  lies  happening 
locally  are  three  billion 
to  one.  If  scientific  in- 
terest should  ever  want 

further  stimulants  we  are  always  n-.nly 

to  administer  them. 


IMJOJI  a   letter   to   the   llcng  .1     I'  -t 
master-Cleneral  :  — 

•  M'.-,     All!i(,iif.'l1    thi-     I'.M^li.sli    Hail    trgiu 
i  throu^i  llally  stalinu  shortly  afti-ruoon 
.no  reason    or   oilier,    it    was 
aftor  7  o'clock  until  the  llally  l<-r 

I1.".      l'i-|'il--   tin     ini|»ii  mail, 

<tmn»tpr  made  no  attempt  !-•  il>-l. 
llally    lug    In    H.'lly    j..  -ITH.I-I-  r   i  r    I  .  advise 
i.im    In  c.ill   f.T  it.      \\'c  all-  i  'Vi-rol 

Hy  this 


in  nan.  ing  pi. 
India   the  official  manner  i-  c-  -mpldely 
spoilt. 


"A  _ 

r,.].-  tii.i:  siiii  r .  >   : 

' 

Whereupon  a  literary  cclle.igui   quoted 
the  bin -s  of  C.-'j-ximi  that 

':  ,-lil' 

. 
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THE  PRIVATE  REFLECTIONS  OF  A  CONSCIENTIOUS  FOX. 

(.Is  they  might  occur  to  him,  if — as,  feeing  a  highly-intelligent  animal,  is 
ii,,l  sn  rrnj  Improbable  after  nil  — lie  should  happen  to  lie  a  nmxtanl 
reader  of  'llic  admirable  "  Hunting  "  notes  in  "The  DailyTeleyraph."') 

MUST  be  up  and  doing  before  long.  Horn  Hounds  meet 
in  this  wood  to-day  "by  invitation."  Whose  invitation? 
1  '111  sure  /  never  asked  'em  !  Iliey  are  going  to  make  what 
the  clever  gentleman  who  describes  all  tlic  runs  so  pictu- 
resquely in  The  Daily  Telegraph  would  call  a  "  raid."  Why 
"raid"?  Always  thought  "raiding"  was  my  job.  But  he 
must  know  best.  I  do  admire  his  style.  Wonder  how  lie  '11 
describe  the  \veUher.  Will  he  call  this  "a  wild  stormy  day 
that  bodes  none  too  promisingly,"  or  merely  mention  that 
"  the  wind  is  spieed  with  abnormal  harshness  "  ?  Shall  I 
gather  that  "hounds  have  again  to  grapple  with  an  extremely 
bad  scent "  ?  All  I  can  say  is  lhat,  if  so,  they  can't  blame  me. 
If  they  find  it  disagreeable,  they  needn't  run  after  it  ... 

Can  hear  hounds  whimpering.  Expect  I  shall  be  what 
the  D.  T.  gentleman  calls  "  unkennelled  "  before  long. 

Queer  word  that,  "  unkennelled."  A  sportsman  with  all 
his  experience  can't  be  confusing  a  fox  with  a  hound,  I 
suppose?  But  no — it's  sure  to  be  correct.  If  I  don't  live 
in  a  kennel,  I  ought  to,  that 's  all.  Hope  he  '11  be  out  to-day, 
and  write  something  pleasant  about  me.  He  can  be  rather 
severe  on  some  foxes.  Called  one  a  "  craven  "  the  other  day, 
and  said  he  "  tried  to  shirk  his  obligations."  If  he  wrote 
that  of  me,  I  don't  think  I  should  ever  hold  up  my  brush 
again.  But  what  are  my  "  obligations  "  exactly  ? 

Tbe  D.  T.  gentleman,  I  know,  likes  a  fox  to  "accept 
his  mission  cheerfully."  Only  I  wasn't  aware  that  I  had 
any  mission.  And  if  I  have,  I  shan't  get  time  to  make  any 
converts.  Then  he'll  expect  me  to  be  "full  of  courage." 
One  fox  whom  he  mentions  with  approval  "  stood  in  front 
of  hounds  for  just  over  two  hours."  Afraid  I  should  never 
have  courage  enough  for  that.  At  same  time,  from  other 
remarks  o£  his,  can't  help  thinking  he  would  rather  1  ran 
away.  Very  puzzling  to  know  what  I  really  ought  to  do.  .  . . 

Point  settled  for  me.  Hounds  have,  as  the  D.  T.  sports- 
man will  probably  put  it,  "  got  me  quickly  on  the  move," 
and  are  ''  pushing  me  away."  I  am  out  in  the  open  now. 
Getting  across  a  field  :  I  would  "  traverse"  it  instead,  if  I 
knew  how  it's  done — cnly  I  don't.  Hounds  some  distance 
in  rear,  but  "  working,"  to  do  them  justice,  "  with  marked 
perseverance."  .I///  business  is  to  "lead  the  chase,"  and  act 
as  their  "pilot."  A  heavy  responsibility.  Idohopc  I  shan't 
run  them  into  any  difficulties  !  If  I  took  'em  across  the  railway 
line  just  when  a  train  was  coming  up,  the  I).  T.  gentleman 
might  be  nasty  about  it  next  day.  Will  make — I  mean 
"sliape  my  course" — for  Pounders  Hill,  and  endeavour  to 
"carry a  bold  front"  over  it.  Am  bold  enough  in  front  — 
but  not  so  sure  aboxit  the  brush  end  of  me.  I  will  "hie 
on.  ...  " 

Still  "hie-ing  on."  I  suppose  this  is  what  the  D.  T. 
sportsman  will  call  "  a  merry  twenty  minutes."  Hope  he  is 
near  enough  to  notice  that  I  am  "  one  of  the  right  stamp," 
and  am  "enabling  the  hounds  to  credit  themselves  with  a 
rousing  hunt."  They  are  hunting  very  prettily,  I  will  say 
that  for  them  ;  but  mere  prettiness  is  apt  to  pall  after  a  time. 
Have  had  enough  of  it  already.  .  .  . 

Drop  into  Slinkby's  Spinney.  Find  another  fox  there — • 
luckily  a  fellow  I  know,  and  one  of  the  best.  Would  he  mind 
taking  the  hounds  on  for  a  bit  till  I  get  my  wind  back  ?  Such 
a  pity  to  spoil  their  sport  just  as  they  're  getting  so  keen.  He 
says,  "  All  right — he  's  game  to  give  'em  a  '  jaunt '  for  a  few 
minutes."  He  does.  .  .  . 

Capital  view  of  run  from  edge  of  spinney.  My  substitute 
has  shown  them  the  way  over  a  brook,  which  (as  I  trust  the 
D.  T.  sportsman  will  not  forget  to  record)  is  "  taking  its  usual 
toll."  He  may  be  paying  the  toll  himself,  for  all  I  know. 


"Things,"  as  he  would  put  it,  "are  going  uncommonly 
brightly,  hounds  giving  a  most  praiseworthy  display,  and 
running  with  rare  determination  and  self-reliance."  S'o  is 
my  poor  friend — with  too  muck  self-reliance,  indeed.  Can't 
make  out  from  where  I  am  whether  he  is  "  rolled,"  "  bowled," 
or  "  toppled  "  over,  or  simply  "  pulled  down  " — but  evidently 
hounds  have  "  closed  his  existence."  Well,  well,  he  will 
have  a  kindly  obituary  notice  in  the  D.  T.  to-morrow—  if  its 
representative  is  out  of  the  brook — and  what  more  can  he 
want  ?  .  .  . 

Hounds  will  probably  be  "ringing  back"  here  shortly. 
Better  not  wait  for  them.  Will  follow  example  of  one  of  the 
D.  T.'s  foxes,  and  "go  to  ground  in  a  rabbit-warren."  Tight 
squeeze  getting  in.  Occasion  what  the  /).  T.  gentleman  calls 
a  "  flutter  "  and  "  brief  scurries," — only  he  rei'eis  to  horses, 
not  rabbits.  Explain  to  residents  that  this  is  not  a  business 
visit.  Lie  low  and  make  myself  agreeable,  till  informed  by 
elderly  and  highly  nervous  rabbit  that  "  bolting  "  is  going 
on  above.  He  offers,  most  obligingly,  to  show  me  out  by 
back  way.  Mustn't  forget,  if  spared,  to  call  on  him  to- 
morrow. N.B.  Elderly — but  plump.  .  .  . 

"  Set  going  "  once  more.  "  Quick  response  "  from  hounds. 
Must  "harden  my  heart,"  and  try  at  least  "to  furnish  them 
with  a  spin  "  before  I  am  run  down.  I  think  the  D.  T. 
representative  will  admit  that  I  am  "  yielding  a  very  enjoy- 
able hunt."  Hounds  behind  me  seem  to  be  "  keeping  the 
fun  well  sustained  "  and  "  making  light  of  obstacles."  They 
are  certainly  "  pushing  me  smartly  along." 

Fancy  t'-e  field  is  ''reduced  to  a  vanishing  point,"  as  7 
shall  be  presently  unless  I'm  jolly  careful.  Hope  the  D.  T. 
gentleman  hasn't  taken  a  toss.  Should  like  him  to  be  in 
at  the  finish.  Then  he  could  describe  it  in  his  own  inimit- 
able manner.  Like  this:  "The  old  warrior  sustained  a  lot 
more  punishment  before  being  toppled  over  dead-beat  in  the 
open."  That 's  an  epitaph  any  fox  might  feel  proud  of  !  I 
do  hope  he  won't  remark,  as  he  did  iu  one  case,  that  I  am 
"carrying  anything  but  a  bloom  on  my  coat."  Don't  like 
personalities — and  besides,  "  DC,  mortuis,"  &c. 

The  thing  that  is  worrying  me  most — at  present  —is  what 
sort  of  finish  I  shall  get.  I  mean,  shall  I  be  "handsomely 
killed,"  "  polished  off,"  or  "  grimly  dealt  with  "  ?  Not  <|iiite 
clear  what  the  distinction  is,  but  must  say  I  don't  lelish 
the  idea  of  being  "grimly  dealt  with."  Sounds  so  very 
unpleasant.  .  .  . 

It  may  be  only  my  fancy,  but  it  strikes  me  I've  "  run  the 
hounds  out  of  scent."  Most  inconsiderate  of  me!  They're 
not  in  sight  anyhow.  Ought  I  to  allow  'em  time  to  come  up. 
Seems  only  polite,  after  all  the  trouble  1  've  given  them.  And 
then  there 's  the  D.  T.  representative — should  be  sorry  to 
forfeit  his  good  opinion.  He  might  give  me  such  a  good 
notice!  On  the  other  hand,  if  he  did,  I  should  never  see 
it.  And  there's  an  earth  close  by  that's  really  uncommonly 
handy.  I  think,  perhaps,  I'd  better  be  "getting  in.  "... 

I  have.  Regret  to  disappoint  the  Plorn  pack — for  whom  I 
have  the  highest  respect,  and  particularly  the  D.  T.  gentle- 
man. But  his  "Hunting"  notes  will  be  more  interesting 
than  ever  to-morrow  morning.  F.  A. 


In  a  bookseller's  catalogiie  WORDSWORTH  is  quoted  as 
authority  for  the  statement  that  one  of  the  most  pathetic  of 
human  compositions  is  "  Pluto's  records  of  the  last  four 
scenes  of  the  career  of  Socrates."  PLUTO  would  certainly 
have  the  very  latest  news. 


From  an  advertisement  of  a  "  Boxing  Academy  "  in  The 
Daily  Dispatcli .' — 

"  Pupils  embrace  many  champions  and  instructors." 
After  a   few  such   clinches    pupils    will  wish   they  hadn't 
come. 
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RECRUITING  (NEW   STYLE). 

JOHN  BULL.  "  AN  ILL  WIND-BUT  LET  'S  HOPE  IT 'S  BLOWIN'Q  ME  SOME  GOOD." 
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PRIDE    OF    COUNTRY. 

French  Socialitt.  "Roes  IT  NOT  MAKE  YOBB  BLOOD  BOIL,  MY  IRIENH,  TO  SKK  ALL  THESE  Hicn  PEOI-I.L?" 

Bill  (doirn  on  hie  luels).  "  FHEXCHMAX,  AIN'T  VEE?" 

Soeialist.  "YES." 

Bill.  "  You  AIN'T  aoi  'OBSES  I.IKE  THAT  IN  PAHIS,  I  nrr." 


LUXURY  AT  THE  HALLS. 

NEW   METUOD3  OF   BARDF.RISSf. 

[The  management  of  the  Empire  h:\ve  opened 
:i  barber's  shop  in  the  stalls  foyer.  "Th^ 
equipment  of  the  complete  ittle  salon  de  cot  fare 
in  the  luxurious  later  Empire  style,"  so  we 
read  in  The  Ihiily  Mail,  "comprises  a  troupe 
of  three  artist  coiffeurs,  a  cultured  lady  mani- 
curist, an  a  •  omplished  ha'-ironer,  nnd  the 
tlrniii-r  t-i-i  in  KM  p.'IUln'r*."  The  staff  hus 
also  lieeii  strengthened  by  the  addition  of  an 
interpreter,  a  Hungarian  liaron,  who  is  attired 
in  K-JIROOUS  livery  and  who  speaks  seven 
languages  with  impunity.] 

Ox  inquiry  at  the  Friv.  we  learned 
that  within  tho  last  few  days  every  l«>x 
Lad  been  equipped  with  a  Turkish  Bath, 
so  completely  screened  off  that  lialilitt'* 
will  be  enabled  to  indulge  in  this 
luxurious  form  of  ablution  without 
attracting  tho  attention  of  the  rest  of 
the  audience.  Another  admirable  and 
patriotic  new  departure  is  the  importa- 
tion of  a  drill  sergeant  \vln>  will  give 
instruction  gratis  in  the  space  at  the 
baek  of  the  stalls  between  the  turns. 
Concurrently  with  the  performance  on 
the  stage  it  has  been  arranged  that  Dr. 
KM 1 1,  IvKit'it  shall  give  lectures  in  the 
lounge  on  the  Pre-Soeraties  to  the  accom- 
paniment of  a  Hungarian  dulcimer. 


At  the  Stolliseum  the  innovations  arc 
of  a  character  entirely  in  keeping  with 
the  literary  and  philosophic  accomplish- 
ments of  the  Manager.  Thus  every  seat 
in  the  gallery  carries  with  it  the  right 
to  consult  \\'ho'g  Who:  every  seat  in 
the  balcony  is  provided  wilh  a  copy  of 
Debretl:  underneath everystall  is  a  dainty 
case  containing  the  complete  works  of 
HKIUIKIIT  SPKXCEK  ;  and  every  box  is  fitted 
with  shelves  containing  a  complete  set 
of  The  Dictionary  o/  National  Bioyrajilnj. 

The  manager  of  the  Cosmopolitan 
states  that  his  New  Features  are  of  a 
most  wide  -  reaching  and  sensatini.al 
character,  but  he  does  not  wish  to  dis- 
count their  effect  by  any  premature  an- 
nouncement. He  contents  himself  for 
the  moment  by  mentioning  that,  except- 
ing the  first  row,  every  seat  in  the  stalls 
and  balcony  will  be  provided  with  an 
X-ray  apparatus,  enabling  occupants  to 
see  through  the  most  umbrageous  and 
opaque  of  Merry  Widow  hats.  The 
attendants  arc  all  first-rate  linguist-. 
speaking  Itussiau,  Japanese,  and  Esper- 
anto, and  the  chucker-out  is  an  Austrian 
archduke  who  was  exiled  from  his  native 
land  for  wearing  open-work  socks  at  a 
Court  Ball. 

Acharming  invention,  which  bids  fair 


to  enliance  the  already  immense  jopu- 
larity  of  the  Columbia,  has  been  intro- 
duced at  that  famous  music-hull.  Kvery 
seat  in  the  house  is  capable  of  revolving 
like  a  music-stool,  so  (bat,  when  .-u 
disposed,  the  spectator  can  turn  his 
back  on  the  stage  and  face  in  any  direc- 
tion he  pleases.  Again,  besides  supply- 
ing the  usual  refreshments, theattendant> 
I  provide  narcotics,  sedatives  and  utln-r 
drugs  enabling  weary  persons  to  shimlxT 
peacefully  in  their  seats,  lu  case.-,  where 
the  sleepers  luive  not  awakened  at  the 
close  of  the  performance,  the  attendants 
are  then  instructed  to  remove  them  in 
ambulances  to  the  restaurant,  when-  h<>i 
coffee  and  other  stimulants  are  pro 

Sport  in  High  Life. 

|uito  was  recently  cjplured 

l>y  tho  Mayor  at  his  residence It  hrwl 

severely  bitten    the    M.' 

caught."  -  HVnrr,1  »rM. 

•   almost   never   KOCH  a  windmill   tnni- 

l  ii,..  ;,,  oh   ••(    tl»>    tiiii''   nil' 
.ilive,  tit  the  £"'•"'  cirri'--,  of  tin-  -  > 
-Hie  m.-.il  sacks  on  the  wliii>-n<-<l  floor, 
The  dark  i  driMM  wteaL" 

The  .Vn/ion. 

Tli-    I.i.-t    line  explains   why   they   are 
called  windmills. 
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CROSS-EXAMINATIONS    FOR    THE    HOME; 

OR,  LITTLE  ARTHUR'S  ROAD  TO  KNOWLEDGE. 
(Papa,  aged  40  ;  Little  Arthur,  aged  12.) 

Little  Arthur.  Papa ! 

Papa.  Yes,  iny  boy,  what  is  it  ? 

L.  A.  Wouldn't  you  like  to  shoot  elephants  and  hippo- 
potamuses— 

Papa.  Hippopotami,  Arthur,  hippopotami.  Remember,  it 's 
[rom  the  Greek. 

L.  A.  All  right:  hippopotami  and  rhinoceri  and  lions  and 
things.  Wouldn't  you  like  to  ? 

Papa.  Oh,  well,  I  don't  know.  I  daresay  I  should  ;  but 
business,  you  know.  I  've  got  to  stick  to  business. 

L.  A.  Yes,  Papa,  I  know ;  but  hasn't  President  ROOSEVELT 
got  any  business  ? 

Papa  (jocosely).  I  don't  know  that  he  's  got  any  business  to 
shoot  elephants;  but  then  you  see  he's  a  great  man — 
President  of  the  United  States  and  all  that. 

L.  A.  Oh,  I  see.     Does  that  make  a  difference  then  ? 

Papa.  Well,  of  course  he's  different.  A  man  like  that 
must  have  some  rest,  you  know,  after  his  term  of  office  is  over. 
He 's  entitled  to  some  rest. 

L.  A.  But  he  won't  rest  much,  will  he? 

Papa.  That's  his  way  of  resting,  anyhow.  He  just  wants 
to  go  out  to  Africa  and  shoot  a  few  things.  He  doesn't  want 
any  fuss  about  it. 

L.  A.  But,  Papa,  there 's  quite  a  lot  about  it  in  the  paper 
to-day.  You  know  you  told  me  to  read  the  paper. 

Papa.  Certainly,  my  boy.  I  want  you  to  know  what 's 
going  on  in  the  world. 

L.  A.  Yes,  Papa.  Well,  it  says  (reading  from  paper} 
"  Mr.  ROOSEVELT  has  decided  to  take  rest " 

Papa.  Didn't  I  tell  you  ? 

L.  A.  "  — has  decided  to  take  rest  and  recreation  in  a  two- 
years'  trip  abroad,  half  of  which  will  be  spent  in  Africa  under 
the  British  flag  as  a  faunal  naturalist."  Papa  ! 

Papa.  Yes,  my  boy. 

L.  A.  What  is  a  faunal  naturalist  ?  Have  you  ever  been 
a  faunal  naturalist  ? 

Papa.  Hum — ha,  well,  I  don't  know.  I'm  not  sure  that 
I  ever  have  been.  It 's  one  of  those  American  expressions — 
just  a  way  of  saying  things.  Doesn't  mean  anything  in 
particular. 

L.  A.  I  see.  And  it  says  that  his  son  KERMIT  is  going 
with  him.  That'll  be  jolly  for  KERMIT,  won't  it?  And,  I 
say,  isn't  KERMIT  a  rum  name  ? 

Papa.  An  American  name,  my  boy. 

L.  A.  Yes,  I  see.  And  then  there's  something  in  the 
paper  about  his  going  away  because  (reading)  "  he  intends 
to  put  himself  beyond  the  reach  of  those  persons  who,  lie 
believes,  would  inevitably  seek,  if  he  were  within  reach, 
to  use  his  influence  with  the  administration  of  President 
WILLIAM  H.  TAFT."  There 's  a  lot  more  like  that.  Is  that 
supposed  to  be  very  noble  of  Mr.  ROOSEVELT?  Doesn't  he 
like  President  WILLIAM  H.  TAFT? 

Papa.  Like  him  ?     Of  course  he  does. 
L.  A.  Well,  he's  running  a  long  way  away  from  him, 
isn't  he?     Oughtn't  he  to  stay  and  help  him?     And,  Papa, 
is  Mr.  ROOSEVELT  a  very  brave  man  ? 

Papa.  Certainly,  my  boy,  very  brave  indeed. 
L.  A.  But  it  says  (reading) :  "  There  is  not  a  member  of 
the  party  who  is  not  an  excellent  rifle-shot,  and  assurances 
have  been  given  that  not  the  least  fear  need  be  entertained 
for  Mr.  ROOSEVELT'S  safety  while  he  is  away."  If  it 's  so  safe, 
Papa,  I  don  't  see  much  fun  in  going  ;  do  you  ? 

Papa.  Ah,  but  perhaps  they  're  mistaken,  you  know. 

L.  A.  Who  are  mistaken,  Papa  ? 

Papa.  Why,  the  people  who  give  these  assurances. 


L.  A.  Oh,  I  see;  but  it  tells  you  a  lot  about  his  rifles  and 
his  bullets  and  his  tents  and  his  folding  baths  ;  and,  oh, 
Papa,  isn't  this  splendid  of  him?  It  says  (reading) :  "It  is 
the  known  wish  of  the  President  that  the  expedition  into 
Africa  shall  be  made  with  the  privacy  that  marks,  or  should 
mark,  any  scientific  expedition,  and  no  newspaper  represen- 
tatives will  accompany  the  party."  But,  I  say,  Papa. 

Papa.  Yes,  my  boy  ? 

L.  A.  Why  do  they  have  such  a  lot  about  it  in  the  papers 
now?  It  tells  you  all  about  his  "rot-proof  tents,  green  in 
colour,  and  his  mosquito  netting,  camp-tools  and  cooking 
utensils,"  and  it  says  he  will  sleep  on  the  simplest  kind  of 
light  cot.  Why  does  it  say  all  that  ? 

Papa.  Look  here,  my  boy,  you'd  better  run  along  and 
play.  I  'm — 

L.  A.  But,  Papa,  why  does  he  want  to  shoot  the  animals  ? 
Why  can't  he  leave  them  alone  ? 

Papa.  Out  you  go.     I  've  got  my  letters  to  write. 


THE  WALLFLOWER. 

PERENNIAL  bud,  accustomed  long  to  seek 
The  mural  shelter  of  the  uninvited — 

If  of  her  charms  we  hesitate  to  speak, 

Her  hopes,  at  any  rate,  remain  unblighted. 

She  trips  it  still,  though  her  fantastic  toe 
Has  lost  the  lightness  of  its  first  endeavour  ; 

For  men  may  come  (sometimes)  and  men  may  go, 
But  she  goes  on  (expecting  'em)  for  ever. 

Once  more  we  watch  her  in  her  mellow  glee 
Shambling  around  at  their  infrequent  bidding ; 

Or  looking  (in  the  Lancers,  figure  3) 

Sweetly  suggestive  of  a  Vanguard  skidding; 

Or  sitting  out  and,  with  engaging  slang, 
Voicing  her  girlish  preference  for  ices  ; 

Or  toying  pertly  with  a  pink  meringue, 
Of  which  a  simple  crumb  or  two  suffices. 

We  watch  her  partners — men  who  never  shrink, 
Courtiers  whom  coy  antiquities  deter  not, 

Who  utter  blithely,  "  This  is  ours,  I  think," 

W7hile  wishing  most  profoundly  that  it  were  not. 

It  is  the  same  in  Hornsey  or  Mayfair — 
In  either  grade,  the  middle  or  the  upper — 

If  youth  is  on  the  hop  she  's  always  there, 
And  someone  's  got  to  take  her  in  to  supper ! 


NEW  CONVERTS  TO  ROME. 

THE  success  which  has  been  recently  achieved  by  composers 
bearing  latinised  names — Sibelius,  Delius,  &c. — has  seriously 
influenced  a  number  of  native  musicians,  and  we  understand 
that  the  following  aliases  have  been  entered  provisionally  at 
Stationers'  Hall : — 


HENRY  .1.  WOOD 
DR.  CHARLES  WOOD 
CHARLES  MANNERS     . 
JOSEPH  HOLBROOKE    , 
ALGERNON  ASHTON    . 
HENRY  BIRD     . 
PERCY  PITT 
CLARA  BUTT 


Silvius  Borussicus. 
Silvius  Hibernicus. 
Stentor  Benemoratus. 
Josephus  Totorivulus. 
Cinerivicus  Mausoleus. 
Avis  Comitans. 
Putens  Persicus. 
Philomela  Gigantea. 


Another  Phenomenal  Birth. 

"  TEN-TEAR-OLD  PIANIST  BORN  IN  ALDGATE." — Daily  Chronicle. 
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"SAVE  ME  FROM  MY  FRIENDS." 
Tin:  Ravndal  can  bo  no  longer  hushed 
up,  and  the  following  correspondence 
must  now  be  puhli"!  cil.  Should  offence 
be  taken,  by  the  gentlemen  involved, 
the  cigarette-bos  will  be  at  once  returned, 
with  the  affection  that  accompanied  it, 
upon  payment  of  costs  up  to  date. 

Letter  1. — Messrs.  Ashcroft,  Harrison, 
ISiirraH,  I'/KJI',  1'i'nrsaH  and  \Vatnon 
to  Pinny  and  Co.,  Jewellers,  etc., 
Cambridge. 

You  will  remember  Mr.  Masters  (of 
this  college)  and  ourselves  looking  at 
some  silver  things  in  your  shop  this 
mi  >rning.  K  i  ndly  send  the  cigarette  bor, 
which  Mr.  Masters  EO  much  admired, 
to  Mr.  Masters.  •  We  will  look  in  and  pay 
you  some  time  to-morrow.  S.  A. 

Letter   2. — The   same  gentlemen  to  Mr. 
Masters. 

DEAR  OLD  JOHN, — It  was  very  kind  of 
you  but  very  foolish  to  suggest  that  we 
should  retrain  from  giving  you  a  little 
present  on  the  occasion  of  your  twenty- 
first.  Do  you  suppose  we  could  let  such 
an  opportunity  go  by  for  showing  our 
gratitude  for  your  friendship  and  for 
marking  our  appreciation  of  jour  excel- 
lent presence  in  the  college  ?  Do  you 
imagine  that,  we  are  going  to  let  a  few 
paltry  shillings  stand  in  our  way? 
Please  accept  the  cigarette-box  as  a  joint 
present  from  all  of  us,  and  admire  the 
ingenious  deception  by  which  we  made 
you  choose  it  yourself.  With  every  good 
wish,  both  now  and  ever, 

SAM  ASHCROFT. 
ROLLO  HARRISON. 
WILLIE  BAitiuTT. 
FREDDIE  PAGE. 
JIM  PEARS  ALL. 
BADE  WATSON. 

Letter  3. — Mr.  Masters  to  Messrs.  Ash- 
croft,  Ha/rruon,  Barratt,  Pane, 
I't'arsaU  and  Watson. 

1  >i  .\it  ( )i,n  ( 'liowD, — It  was  too  good  of 
you,  and  the  cigarette-box  is  ripping. 
You  oughtn't  to  go  spending  all  this 
money  on  me,  and  you  have  all  not  to 
come  and  take  a  little  food  with  me  in 
my  rooms  at  seven-thirty  to-night  and 
drink  my  health. 

Yours,        J.  M. 

/..•//:•)•    4.—  The     Senior    Tutor    to    Mr. 
Masters. 

IV.AR  MR.  Humus,— Referring  again 
to  the  disgraceful  uproar  in  your  rooms 
list  week,  you  informed  me  this  morning 
of  the  melancholy  catastrophe  caused  by 
the  recent  gale  blowing  in  your  window 
and  dislodging  at  once  all  your  pictures 
and  most  of  your  furniture,  to  which 
you  attributed  the  noise  in  question.  I 
have  looked  into  the  matter  and  at  the  i 
same  time  consulted  your  kitchen  and  I 


THINGS  THAT  MIGHT  HAVE  BEEN  EXPRESSED  DIFFERENTLY. 


BUT  TOU  'BE  EATIXO  XOTHISO,  MR.  Ftoor." 
Mr.  Float.  "  On,  I  NEVER  EAT  MIH-H  AT  THE  BEST  or  TIMES." 


buttery  bills  for  the  week  in  general, 
and  for  the  night  of  the  disturbance  in 
particular.  Though,  you  have  my  sym- 
pathy for  the  damage  caused  by  the 
ga!e,  I  feel  that  the  fact  of  its  having 
blown  two  nights  previous  to  the  night 
under  discussion  is  fatal  to  your  argu- 
ment. A  much  more  feasible  explana- 
tion is  offered  by  your  heavy  food  and 
wine  bills  for  that  night.  I  am  under 
the  painful  necessity  of  gating  you  for 
the  rest  of  the  term,  but  have  this  small 
consolation  to  give  you.  I  have  in- 
structed the  kitchens  and  buttery  to 
limit  your  supplies  to  the  bare  neces- 
sities of  living  for  the  rest  of  the  term, 
so  that  you  \vill  be  able  to  save  nioiiry 
to  recoup  the  damage  done  to  your 
furniture.  Yours  faithfully, 

W.    liK.KLEY. 


").  —  r  \  nny  an<l  <'<>..  JnrrUcr*,  ctt., 
ic,  to  Mr.  Muster*. 


]>i:us  Sin,  —  We  supplied  you  with  a 
solid  silver  cigarotte-box  (cedar  wood 
lining  and  initials  extra)  in  the  early 
part  of  last  year,  and  have  not  yet 
been  paid  for  the  same.  We  regret 
that  we  are  unable  to  give  unlimited 
credit,  and  must  ask  for  immediate  ]  :iy- 
ment  of  the  sum  of  £12  Us.  Gd.,  as  per 
enclosed  bill.  In  the  absence  of  such 
payment  we  shall  be  compelled  to  place 
the  matter  in  the  bands  of  our  solicitors. 
Your  respectful  servants, 

I'l.SNV   AN.'  *'«>. 


"  In  a  Hub  match  al  Sydney  Trumper  scored 
in.")  runs  in  ten  minutt-*." — Itatly  Chronidf. 

I  l;uv  you  heard  our  new  fishing  story  ? 
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THE    CONFESSION. 

I  DON'T  like  to  go  out  with  this  thing 
on  my  conscience 

I  want  to  tell  the  whole  story  and  die 
in  peace 

Let  me  begin  at  the  beginning. 

I  was  an  only  dog.  I  had  a  very 
happy  home.  My  mistress  was  a  beau- 
tiful woman,  with  long  skirts  on  which  I 
was  allowed  to  lie.  My  master  was  a 
magiii  licent  man ,  fond  of  walk  ing.  They 
were  both  weak,  too,  and  fed  me  at 
meals  with  little  bits,  and  let  me  lie 
close  to  the  lire.  That  was  upstairs, 
where,  of  course,  I  liked  to  be  best ;  but 
downstairs  was  good,  too,  for  the  maids 
did  not  mind  dogs  (as  some  do,  I  am 
told),  and  there  was  a  handy-man 
named  Vincent  who  fed  me  very  punc- 
tually, and  with  whom  I  walked  out  on 
his  errands,  even  though  I  could  see 
that  he  tried  to  make  people  think  I  was 
his. 

That  was  in  London,  in  a  house  near 
Kensington  Gardens,  where  I  had  many 
friends. 

In  the  country  I  was  equally  lucky, 
for  we  moved  every  spring  to  a  place 
with  many  rabbits  near  it,  and  though  1 
never  caught  one  1  rejoiced  in  their 
proximity.  It  had  very  sunny  spots  to 
lie  in,  too. 

You  sec  how  happy  I  was,  as  happy 
as  only  an  only  dog  can  be. 

That  is  my  tragedy. 

How  little  wo  expect  the  upheavals  of 
life!  One  day  my  master  returned  in 
the  evening,  much  as  usual,  but  carry- 
ing a  basket.  Fish,  I  thought,  without 
enthusiasm — cat's  food  ;  or  perhaps 
fruit,  which  is,  if  possible,  duller  -.till. 
But  I  was  wofully  wrong,  for  out  of  this 
basket  he  took  a  small  black  creature — 
one  of  the  kind  known,  I  believe,  as 
an  Aberdeen  terrier,  a  breed  I  have 
always  disliked.  I,  as  you  have  noticed, 
am  an  Irish  spaniel. 

"Here,  Bush,"  ho  said  (my  name  is 
Bush),  "  is  a  companion  for  you  !  "  and 
he  held  the  thing  towards  me.  Com- 
panion!  For  souii1  days,  I  need  hardly 
•say,  I  did  not  approach  the  reptile,  and 
I  kept  away  also  from  my  master  and 
mistress,  just  to  punish  them,  although 
I  am  afraid  they  were  too  much  occupied 
with  their  new  toy  to  observe  it.  And 
then  gradually  I  allowed  myself  to  come 
round  and  to  resume  my  old  habits. 

But  how  different  everything  was  ! 
At  meal  times,  whereas  I  used  to  get  all 
the  tit-bits,  I  now  received  only  half ; 
when  my  master  whistled  in  the  old  days 
it  was  for  me,  but  now  it  might  also  be 
for  that  other,  and  indeed  he  was  often 
there  before  me.  lu  short,  I  was  no 
longer  an  only  dog. 

Things  went  on  like,  this  for  some 
months,  until  one  day  Scottio  (as  they 
called  him)  began  to  be  ill ;  and  he 


got  worse  and  worse,  and  at  last  died. 
One  had,  of  course,  to  make  some  show 
of  grief,  but,  by  Sirius,  how  glad  I  was 
at  heart!  I  had  the  greatest  difficulty 
to  keep  my  tail  still — it  would  wag  ;  and 
when  I  heard  my  mistress  say,  "  Well, 
in  future,  dear,  Bush  shall  be  our  only 
dog,"  I  had  to  pretend  I  had  a  flea  to 
cover  my  emotion. 

From  that  moment  all  my  old  happi- 
ness returned  ;  I  had  the  place  again  to 
myself ;  I  had  all  the  hearth-rug,  and 
all  the  tit-bits,  and  all  the  caresses,  and 
all  the  walks.  My  master  grew  in  mag- 
nificence, my  mistress  in  beauty. 

But  alas  !  human  beings  have  very 
changeable  minds  ;  and  one  day  what 
should  appear  out  of  a  wholly  blue 
sky  but  another  basket,  from  which 
there  crawled  another  dog  ;  but  this  time 
a  more  genuine  article,  a  cocker  spaniel 
pup.  The  first  thing  he  did,  as  if  his  mere 
presence  were  not  enough,  was  to  frisk 
towards  me  and  set  his  horribly  sharp 
little  teeth  in  my  ear.  Naturally  I  gave 
him  a  bite  that  sent  him  screaming 
round  the  room,  and  my  master  opened 
the  door  and  sternly  ordered  me  out, 
while  my  mistress  caught  the  creature  in 
her  arms  and  kissed  it.  A  good  begin- 
ning ! 

And  so  it  went  on  :  I  was  always  in 
disgrace  for  complaining  of  assault  or 
for  showing  my  intense  disapproval  of 
the  vacillation  of  these  people  and  the 
loss  of  my  recovered  privileges ;  for 
once  again  the  hearthrug  ceased  to  be 
my  own,  and  I  secured  only  half  the 
tit-bits,  and  when  my  master  snapped 
his  fingers  I  often  did  not  get  there 
first,  for  these  little  cockers  are  con- 
foundedly nippy,  and  Vincent,  when  he 
took  me  out,  took  the  other  too. 

It  was  while  I  was  one  day  medi- 
tating on  my  misery  that  a  brilliant 
thought  came  to  me— brilliant  as  I  con- 
sidered it  then,  but  wicked  as  I  kuow 
now.  It  is,  as  you  are  probably  aware, 
the  nature  of  the  spaniel  to  be,  while 
friendly  to  all,  passionately  faithful  to 
one  alone,  and  that  one  a  man.  This 
little  dog  was  too  young  and  inexperi- 
enced to  have  come  to  any  conclusions 
about  the  composition  of  a  household  : 
lie  was  naturally  without  knowledge  of 
class  or  degree.  My  plan  was  to  take 
advantage  of  his  ignorance  and  plas- 
ticity, and  persuade  him  that  Vincent, 
the  handy-maii,  was  his  master,  and  thus 
bend  his  affections  entirely  in  Vincent's 
direction. 

I  knew  enough  of  our  real  master  to 
be  sure  that  directly  he  found  out  that 
the  dog  liked  Vincent  more  than  him- 
self he  would  lose  interest  in  him  and 
let  him  go — give  him  away  to  the  next 
caller,  or  even  sack  Vincent  and  the  dog 
with  him. 

And  so  it  was ;  the  scheme  worked 
perfectly.  The  little  dog  attached  him- 


self to  Vincent  with  an  adoring  persist- 
ence. Nothing  could  get  him  away,  or 
if  he  were  induced  to  go  upstairs,  ho 
was  continually  running  to  the  door  and 
whining  for  (as  he  thought)  his  master. 

Our  real  master  was  furious.  "  Con- 
found the  dog!"  he  used  to  say,  or 
"  What 's  the  use  of  a  dog  that,  doesn't 
love  you?"  And  then  lie  would  lay 
his  hand  on  my  head  and  say  that  at 
any  rate  I  was  loving  and  faithful,  until 
1  didn't  know  where  to  look.  And  then 
one  day  it  all  worked  out  as  I  had  con- 
ceived, and  the  little  dog  was  given  to  a 
neighbour.  .  .  . 

I  have  never  been  happy  since,  for  ho 
was  a  faithful  and  brave  little  dog,  and 
my  master  and  mistress  would  have 
rejoiced  in  him,  and  I  had  robbed  them 
of  a  friend,  and  set  a  stone  where  my 
heart  i-hould  be,  just  through  my  vile 
jealousy  and  selfishness ;  \\  hile  as  for 
poor  Vincent,  he  was  heartbroken,  and 
he  seemed  to  \iudersinnd  that  I  had  a 
paw  in  the  business,  for  he  was  never 
the  same  to  me  again. 

Yes,  I  did  a  low  thing,  and  I  am 
sorry  for  it.  I  did  a  thing  tt;at  no 
spaniel  and  gentleman  ought  to  do.  I 
wish-you  would  kick  me  once,  hard,  and 
then  I  could  die  happy. 


TIPS  TO  ART  CRITICS. 

THE  modern  art  critic,  however  great 
his  knowledge,  is  often  at,  a  loss  for 
variety  in  his  vocabulary.  The  difficulty 
of  saying  the  same  thing  about  different 
pictures  and  artists  in  different  ways 
has  been  experienced  by  every  writer  on 
art.  An  eminent  Academician  only  the 
other  day  said  he  knew  of  an  art  critic 
who  wrote  for  eight  papers.  In  order 
to  conceal  your  identity  and  tuobviate  the 
snares  of  repetition,  at  least  in  the  same 
article,  we  suggest  as  the  best  model 
the  style  of  The  Dally  'J'cli'iinqili.  Say 
RAPHAEL  is  your  theme.  Do  not  mention 
his  name  more  than  once.  He  can  be 
described  as — 

1.  "  The  lover  of  the  Fornarina." 

2.  "The  divine  Urbinate." 

3.  "The   great  rival  of  MICHEL  AN- 
GELO." 

4.  "  The  great  master  of  the  Stanzie." 

5.  "  The  favourite  painter  of  Pope  and 
Peasant." 

0.  "The  pupil  of  Timotco  Viti." 
(N.B.- — Do  not  say  PERCGINO,  or  you  will 
be  delected  of  insufficient  knowledge  of 
the  latest  criticism ;  but  you  may  refer 
to  him  as  the  "gracious  fellow-student 
of  PIETRO  VANUCOI."  This  gets  in  some 
erudition,  and  conveys  to  your  readers 
the  other  name  of  PF.Rrcixo.  Editors 
arc  impressed.) 

7.  Finally,  if  you  are  very  hard  up, 
"the  precocious  offspring  of  GIOVANNI 
SANTI." 

COROT,  on  the  same  principle,  becomes: 
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1.  "  That  master  of  dawn  and  twi- 
light." 

-.  "Par  excellence  the  painter  of  Uar- 
buoo." 

3.  The  only  peer  of  JEAN  FRANCOIS 
MILI.KT." 

4.  "The  protagonist  of  1830." 

The  master  of  Romanticism." 
The  father  of  modern  landscape." 

7.  "  The   HOI!    (or    sun,   it   does   not 
matter  which)  of  Nature's  self." 

8.  "  The  heir  of  DEI.ACKOIX." 

9.  "  The  pioneer  of  ple'tn  alnstfs." 

If  the  picture  to  be  criticised  is  a 
landscape,  you  can  say  either  "tho 
artist  has  sacrificed  the  values  to  his 
tones  ;  "  or  "  lie  has  neglected  tonality  at 
the  expense  of  his  values;"  or  "few 
artists  maintain  that  exact  balance 
between  the  tones  and  values  whi<  li  is 
the  peculiar  prerogative  of  tho  horn 
artist ;"  or  "the  faculty  for  neglecting 
both  tones  and  values  is  indeed  rare 
among  the  modern  exponents  of  land- 
scape painting,  though  common  enough 
with  certain  deceased  masters." 

If  the  picture  is  a  subject  work,  say 
Tni<w/>/t  uf  Bacchus,  you  have  a  freer 
hand.  "  Few  connoisseurs  will  accept 
(or  will  refuse  to  accept)  this  new 
delineation  of  the  Greek  wine-god  ;  "  or 
"the  lover  of  Ariadne,"  or  tho  "  Child  of 
Semele,"  or  "  tho  Thebun  Deity,"  or 
"that,  deity  whose  identity  in  Greek  and 
Roman  mythology  is  inseparably  con- 
mctcd  with  the  over-indulgence  of 
intoxicating  liquors."  (N.B.— Don't  call 
him  Tyrant  of  Syracuse). 


A.  AND  B. 

[In  the  Journal  of  Abnormal  Psychology  is 
described  tho  ca  e  of  a  lady  who,  owing  to 
nervous  strain  and  shock,  became  two  d  Her  nt 
personalities,  which  suddenly  alternated  \\iili 
•ach  .  llu  r.  'I'll,,  two  states  shn  called  A  ami 
As  A  she  was  a  pattern  of  propriety ;  as 
she  .  njnyol  doing  what  she  knew  would 
annoy  herself  as  A.] 

A.     WIIEXKVKII  I  am  A 

The  perfect  saint  I  play  ; 

My  virtues  are  noted, 

And  I  am  devoted 
To  doing  good  works  all  day. 
My  spirit  stands  aghast 
At  anything  that's  fast, 

And  I  shrink  from  the  host  of 

Bftd  people  who  boast  of 
A  pm  pie  and  lurid  past. 

A  proper  and  prim  young  gir), 
A  liair-very-lrim  vomit;  j>ir], 
A  chaste,  unemotional,  highly  de- 
votional, 
Terribly  grioi  young  girl. 


B.     \Vhenever  I  am  B 
I  am  tho  very  D, 
Delighting  in  joking 
And  cigarette  smoking 
And  having  a  rare  old  spree. 


':•!•  (to  elderly  prodlijal  ir/in  ia    much    5 iron    to    pairnlny    liii   tiling*).    "  WIUT 's    TUW 
TICKET  ON  YER   BEST  COAT,  SANDY?" 

Sandy.  "  THAT  WAS  THE  NICHT  I  WAS  AT  McPiiEAiisos's  BAIX,  THEY  IACS  TE*  CO.IT  «<•*  IE 

AT  THE  DOOR,  AND  OIE  YE  A   TICKET   FOtt -T." 

'.Vr.   "H'M-AVE— I   SEE   TllEHK's   TIS   ON   TEK  TROOSERd   AS  WEIL.'' 


I  dance  the  night  away 

In  haunts  that  an-  bright  and  gay, 

And  joyfully  ivvrl 

In  playing  the  devil 
And  shu-king  ni\st-lf  as  A. 

A  fiiddy  and  glad  young  girl, 

A  boisterous,  mad  young  ^irl, 

A    daring,    high-kii-kt TV    kind    of 

Terpsichore, 
Almost  a  I  ad  young  girl. 

A  highly  correct  young  girl, 
An  ultra  -select  \oung  girl, 
A  pink  of-pivprety,  DoTcaa-aociety, 
Most  circtimspeet  young  girl. 


B.        A  very  alert  young  girl, 

A  cheeky  and  pert  young  trirl, 
A  rackety,  rollicking,  merrily  fro- 
licking, 
Bit-of-a  tliit  young  girl. 

.1.          An  omnibus-ride  young  girl — 
B.          A  straddle  astride  young  gi; 
.1.      A  .,trii  t  >.ii>'i-.it.iri.in — 
H.  Thorough  barlwirian  — 

.-1.  niiil  B.     JeL-yll  and  Ilyl>-  young  girl. 

"  In  the  feeble  if  oft-quoted  verso  of  I 
HelxT,  '  It  is  t!io;r  nature  to.'  " 

The  K>i'jli*1imiin. 

Watts  iu  a  name  ? 
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Officer  (to  recruit  tr/io  liaa  missed  every  shot).  "  GOOD  HEAVENS,  MAN,  WHERE  AUE  YOUR  SHOTS 
GOING  ?  " 

Recruit  (tearfully).  "I  DON'T  KNOW,  SIR,  THEY  LEFT  HERE  ALL  RIGHT!  " 


r.'VPTT<jm*\>J'«i    WOPK 


glad  news  that  henceforth,  she  is  to  live 

hl   the  cottage  witllia  the  parl5  gates' 
the  fiction  that  can  bo  read  without  a 

TIIK  recommendation  of  the  Poor  blush  rising  to  the  cheek  is  well  on  its 
Law  Commission  that  workhouses  should  way  to  being  doomed." 
be  abolished  has  caused  indignation  A  Householder  writes  :  —  "  The  idea  is 
and  anxiety  in  certain  quarters.  We  >  preposterous  !  It  is  as  much  as  I  can 
give  below  extracts  from  some  of  the  i  do  now  to  check  the  extravagance  of  my 
letters  which  we  think  may  reach  us  •  wife  and  daughters  by  telling  them 
on  the  subject.  twice  a  day  that  we  shall  all  end  in  the 

Miss  Lydia  Famerakl  (who  has  been  workhouse.  On  the  day  that  they  can 
so  well  known  to  the  public  during  the  turn  round  and  say,  '  There  's  no  such 
past  forty  years  as  a  frequent  contri-  place,'  I  'm  a  ruined  man." 
butor  to  Gushy  Hits  and  Halfpenny  The  Secretaries  of  several  Amateur 
Stopover  Stories),  writes  :—  -"  If  the  sug-  ;  Pierrot  Troupes  and  other  confedera- 
gestion  is  adopted,  pure  fiction  for  the  j  tions  for  alleged  entertainment  write  :  — 
young  will  suffer  a  heavy  blow,  in  that  "  Where  shall  ice  come  in  V  The  work- 
it  will  be  robbed  of  one  of  its  most  house  is  our  only  place  for  a  decent 
valued  traditions.  If  the  noble  hero  of  j  rehearsal  ;  we  try  it  on  the  paupers, 
title,  with  his  graceful  young  bride,  |  and  if  it  succeeds  we  take  it  on  to  the 
cannot  visit  his  white-haired  old  '  nurse  j  Market  Hall.  We  must  get  .practice 
in  the  workhouse,  and  break  to  her  the  somewhere." 


REX  v.  THOMAS  BENCE. 

[Know,  all  men,  by  these  presents,  that  where 
at  Assizes  the  prisoner  has  a  good  case  but  no 
counsel  to  represent  it,  it  is  th?  custom  for  the 
Bench  to  invite  one  of  tin-  members  of  the  Bar 
to  defend  gratuitously.] 

THE  Jurors  of  Our  Lord  the  KINO 

Upon  their  oath  presented 
That  you,  my  naughty  Thomas,  had 
Done  something  altogether  bad  ; 
Then,  having  so  presented,  they 
Withdrew,  ae  men  who  'd  searched  all 

day 

To  find  that  same  True  Bill,  and  may 

Forthwith  betake  themselves  away, 

1  f  not  elate, 

At  any  rate 

Excusably  contented. 

The  Clerk  rehearsed  each  count  through- 
out 

With  mien  and  voice  in  keeping, 
And  if  the  Bill  was  long  and  dull, 
The  Court -maintained  a  decent  lull, 
The  while  he  read  the  charge  preferred, 
Enunciating  every  word, 
Which  showed  where  Master  Bence  had 

erred  ; 

Yet  I,  of  counsel,  barely  heard  ... 
I  don't  deny 
That  there  was  I 
Profoundly,  soundly  sleeping. 

The  Judge,  as  all  good  judges  should 
In  awful  splendour  sitting. 

Presented  you  with  your  defence 

Free,  gratis  (viz.  without  expense), 

And  1  awake  to  find  that  I 

Am  called  upon  to  argufy, 

To  cross-examine  and  deny, 

To  show  a  foolish  jury  why, 
Whatever  sin 
They  caught  you  in 
You  clearly  weren't  committing  ; 

How  grossly  virtuous  you  are, 

How  vastly  to  be  pitied, 
The  victim  of  false  evidence, 
The  type  of  injured  innocence, 
The  object  of  malicious  lies — 
And  so  on,-  till  the  jury  rise, 
With  anger  flashing  from  their  eyes, 
And  chorus  with  indignant  cries  : — 

"  Let  virtue  stand 

Triumphant  and 
Let  Thomas  be  acquitted  !  " 

Come  tell  me  candidly,  my  son, 

What  you  have  been  and  gone  and  done. 


"  Then  she  gathered  together  her  brushes 
and  dropped  them  into  tin  (lower-pot  that 
stood  at  the  side  of  her  easel  ready  to  receive 
them,  and  wriggled  her  thumb  out  of  the  hole 
in  her  palette  and  deposited  it  beside  the 
flower-pot.  After  she  had  done  that  she 
turned  round  and  regarded  the  other  occupant 
of  the  room  with  tragic  eyes. "--Home  Chat. 

No   wonder.      Poor  thumb  !      A   most 
unpleasant  accident. 
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PREFERENTIAL  TREATMENT, 


"The  expenditure  of  the  year  will  !>c  considerably  in  es 

usual  «ill,  1  fear,  be  available' for  the  e.msi.leratioii  of  other  legisli 


.  .  .  »nd  in  consequence  less  time  than 
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ESSFNCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 

F.vniACTKD  FROM   TIIK  DlABY   OK  TOBY,   M.I'. 

House  of  Commons,  Tuesday,  February 
IGth.  —  "  Uprousc  yc  then,  my  merry 
merry  men,  For  'tis  our  opening  day." 
Thus  the  poet,  liis  fine  eye  in  frcn/.y 
rolling  after  the  alleged  manner  of  his 
II'  it.  chance  to  roll  over  House  of 
Coiiinions  at  this  moment,  witli  I'mv  r. 
AKIHI  it  on  his  le.ns,  the  PitKMiF.it  waiting 
to  follow,  the  poet  will  acutely  feel  the 
inappropriaieoeai  of  his  remark.  'Tis 
our  opening  day,  pardieu.  PRINCF. 
AiiTiini,  with  tin-  blare  of  the  sun  of 
Biarrii/,  on  his  brow,  the  health-giving 
brec/.es  from  the  Atlantic  still  courting 
in  liis  veins,  gallantly  tries  to  do  the 
uprousing.  But  where  are  the  merry, 
merry  men  ?  Certainly  not  within  these 
four  wall?. 

This,  the  Fourth  Session  of  first 
Parliament  of  the  King.  Trumpeter! 
abroad  that  momentous  issues  are  (o  the 
fore.  Kxpe .•ted  that  straightway  the 
armed  ho.-ts  mar-hulled  on  either  side 
would  raise  the.r  battle-cry,  and  the 
dang  of  arms  would  ring  through  I  lie 
Chamber,  startling  the  porpoises  in  the 
adjacent  Thames. 

That,  in  truth,  is  the  purpose  and 
pur|  orl  of  debate  mi  the  Address.  In 
olden  tines,  when  giants  lived,  the 
iifjlit.  whether  short  or  long,  was 
strenuous,  ending  in  exciting  episodes 
of  division  upon  wh'ch  the  fate  of 
Ministry  hung.  Affair  to-day  has  all 
the  dreary  dulncss  of  a  sham  fight. 

Whether  by  accident  or  settled  in- 
tent, mover  and  seconder  of  Addre-s 
appear  in  civilian  costume.  As  a  rule 
Members  charged  with  this  important 
business  lig  themselves  out  in  battle 
army.  Perfection  of  detail  ia  achieved 
when  one  dons  Army  uniform  and  the 
other  borrows  the  garments  of  a  Naval 
Officer.  To-day  mover  and  seconder 
lisp  their  studied  nothingnesses  in 
peaceful  garb.  Members  seated  near 
secretly  welcomed  the  innovation.  The 
unaccustomed  sword  has  a  way  not  only 
of  get  ting  between  the  legs  of  the  gallant 
Colonel  ///•<)  tern,  or  the  Admiral  of  the 
hour,  but  of  prodding  in  the  ribs  inoffen- 
sive legislators  who  chance  to  bo  near 
the  warriors.  From  that  point  of  view 
the  levee  dn-s  is  rather  popular. 

For  the  main  body  of  Members  it 
struck  a  subtle  note  that  made  it  idle  to 
think  of  pcs.-'iblo  conflict,  and  caused 
the  martial  I  inured  of  NAPOLEON  H. 
H.M  DANE  and  An.Miu.u,  MdvENXA  to  seem 
Unwarranted  intrusions  on  Treasury 
Bench.  OH  PiiiM'i;  ARTHUR  the  effect 
was  dolorous.  He  laboured  along  through 
passages  of  King's  Speech,  languidly 
picking  holes  in  it.  Once  momentarily 
roused  to  repel  interruption  from  Irish 
camp.  Was  talking  about  condition  of 
.Ireland,  which  he  deplored  as  anarchical. 


AI.AIV. 


Mi:  Will-be  W«//i/.  (after  ;/<•'  until  her  nxim-llou*  dinptaii  nj  <i.-sl,-r,,n*  utrtrimj  and  balanee, 
and  of  impfrtitrlahle  eoolue»g  in  hi*  Fi»ral  Aen>ilane\  "  KEAU.T,  WHAT  BABIBR  TBras  TillFr 
UKFOKMKKS  AKK!  /  QUITE  KSJOY  IIIESE  LITTLE  'rum.'  Fi.i<iim>,  AND  I  FLATTEB  HYBELT  THEY 

lil\K    ir.Sil|.l"rF.I.Y    NiirMIM!    AWAY   THAI  '  's    "K    \N\    1>I:    !•>    ASYBOPt  !  " 


What    alwut   The  Confederates?" 
shouted  an  Irish  Mend>er. 

The  inquiry  certainly  lacks  the  quality 
of  sequence.  Pnix<  K.  Ai:rmii  was  as 
angry  a.s  was  Trial  ram  Shinuly'x  father 
when,  upon  occasion,  his  wifcen<[uired  if 
he  had  remembered  to  wind  the  clock. 
I'r  v  eouly  temporary.  l.--.iderof  Oppo- 
sition relapsed  into  dull  dogged  manner, 
pounding  along  by  iho  hour  whilst 


who 


Members  strolled  out,  and    thoso 
remained  to  hear  began  to  yawn. 

Ihisincss  done.— Parliament  re-assem- 
bled. 

HV./m  .W<n/.— Galleries  still 
the  public,  male  and  female.     The 
ot  K^ehes  facing  the  Chair,  often  the 
most   crowded   section,   now   a   wilder- 


ness in  which  occasionally,  in  the  absence 
of  the  rose,  there  blossoms  a  stray  Peer. 
As  for  Ladies'  Gallery,  for  the  first  time 
within  memory  of  the  janitor,  the  injunc- 
tion '  Silence!  "  printed  in  large  letters 
and  prominently  displayed  on  walls,  i- 
obeyed. 

ST.  i:.  returning  to  Treasury 

Bench  in  time  for  division,  reports  that 
more  or  less  lovely  woman  has  again 
stooped  to  folly.  Been  dining  with 
C.  rtitieaU-d  Cr  '•'»  of 

tlu'ir  Institute. 

"  What  comi..my."  he  says,  mf>; 
his    brow    aud    readjusting 
necktie,   "  could    possibly  IMJ  mo' 

•I ile  than  one  eompo-t  d  ,  I'  (Vrtiti- 
fn  anticipation  theiuind 
ect  them  with  anything 
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Certificated  Grocers  going  out 
to  dine  with  a  Cabinet  Minister 
don't  habitually  carry  files  in  their 
pockets.  If  it  had  been  a  cheese- 
taster,  now.  Presently  one  of  the 
agitated  waiters  returned  from 
successful  search  for  files.  The 
fetters  were  loosed,  the  damosels 
thrust  forth,  and  the  flow  of  ST. 
AUGUSTINE'S  golden  eloquence  pro- 
ceeded thenceforward  uninter- 
rupted. 

"I  think  in  future  I  shall  take 
a  snack  in  the  House,"  he  whis- 
pered in  sympathetic  ear  of  PRE- 
SIIER,  who  had  been  privileged  to 
dine  in  peace. 

Business  done. — Labour  Mem- 
bers, moving  Amendment  to  Ad- 
dress regretting  inadequacy  of 
Ministerial  proposal  dealing  with 
condition  of  unemployed,  defeated 
by  majority  °f  n  trifle  over  two  to 
one. 

Hovso   of   IjOrds,    Thursday.  — 
The  MEMBER  FOR  SACK,  an  expert 
in  the  matter,   says   to  see  Lord 
BOWLES  WITH  A  SLIGHT  BIAS.  CREWE  carrying  the  Crown  in  the 

Mr.  Steicart  Boides  (M  P.  for  Nonrood).  "  Do  YOU  Royal  Procession  last  Tuesday  was 
KNOW,  I  ALMOST  HOPE  THAT  LITTLE  LIBERAL  WILL  GET  a  lesson  in  deportment.  His  tall 
IN  FOR  CENTRAL  GLASGOW!  HE  COMES  OF  A  GOOD  figure,  slightly  bowed  in  recogni- 

USEFUL     TO     THE     CAHI-     ^    Q£     ^    ^j^     ^^     ^ 

outburst   of 


played  on  the  crimson  velvet 
cushion  held  in  nervous  hands,  moved 
with  quiet  footfall,  as  if  he  were  enter- 
ing a  church.  His  face  wore  a  defer- 
ential expression  which  reflected  upon 
the  emblem  of  sovereignty  a  fresh  glow 
of  sanctity. 

This  no  new  thing.  CREWE  per- 
forms all  the  functions  of  his  Minis- 
terial estate  with  inborn  grace,  cul- 
tured courtliness  of  manner.  It  wras 
characteristic  that,  failing  performance 
of  the  duty  on  the  side  of  the 
House  which,  whilst  he  lived,  Lord 
ROBERTSON  adorned,  it,  was  he  who 
voiced  the  common  regret  at,  withdrawal 
of  the  familiar  figure  from  the  historic 
scene.  Whether  in  the  Commons  as  Lord 
Advocate,  or  in  the  Upper  House  as 
a  I/>rd  of  Appeal,  ROBERTSON  ranked 
among  the  most  effective  debaters. 
Endowed  with  what  the  late  Lord 
GRANVILLE  once  aptly  described  as  "  the 
cross-bench  mind,"  he,  though  a  strong 
found  her  chained  to  the  balcony  as  Party  man,  never  displayed  the  tiresome 


in   the   way   of  unseemly 
emotion.     And  yet — 

ST.  AUGUSTINE  wiped  his  parched  lips 
and  shuddered  as  he  thought  of  what 
had  passed  since  he  left  the  House  at 
Question  time. 

A  number  of  Suffragettes,  purporting 
to  be  wives  or  aunts  of  Certificated 
Grocers,  planted  themselves  in  gallery 
facing  table  at  which  sat  the  unsuspect- 
ing CHIEF  SECRETARY.  When  he  got  on 
his  legs  in  response  to  toast  of  Houses 
of  Parliament,  one  simultaneously  rose 
with  mild  remark  that  she  had  another 


toast,   "  whicli  I  am   sure 


she 


marked,    glancing    round    the    startled 


audience. 

The   Certificated   rose 
as 


to    their   feet 


one  Grocer.  Rushed  up  to  the 
gallery  with  intent  to  remove  the  mal- 
content as  if  she  were  a  faulty  chesse 
or  a  tub  of  butter  not  free  from  sus- 
picion of  rancidness.  Alack !  they 


last  Session  one  of  her  sisters  betrayed 
an  attachment  to  grille  of  cage  in  House 
of  Commons.  Assisted  by  three  waiters 
(who  hoped  the  extra  duty  would  be 
remembered  in  the  bill),  the  Certificated 
Grocers  tugged  away  at  the  chained 
damosel.  From  her  side  sprang  up 
another,  with  clanking  chains  and  per- 
sistent inquiry  as  to  the  approximate 
date  when  the  question  of  votes  for 
women  might  be  expected  to  find  a 
place  in  the  Ministerial  Programme. 
There  was  loud  cry  for  files ;  but 


monotony  of  the  partisan.  He  was 
capable  of  recognising  good  or  evil  on 
both  sides,  expressing  bis  opinion  in 
sentences  exquisitely  framed,  lambent 
with  irony.  Through  the  Autumn 
Session  he  was  here,  apparently  in  good 
health,  certainly  in  fullest  possession  of 
his  unrivalled  intellectual  gifts.  By  his 
sudden,  almost  tragic,  death  the  House 
suffers  the  loss  of  one  of  its  chief 
ornaments. 

1'iwiiness  done. — As  far  as  Ireland  is 
concerned,  the  more  things  change  the 


"THE    CAP'EN"    (TOMMY    BOWLES). 

ON  THF.  STUMP  AGAIN. 
(With  the  fervent  hope  that  ho  may  return.) 

more  they  remain  as  they  were.  Second 
night  of  debate  on  state  of  distressful 
country,  in  which  on  both  sides  were 
said  over  again  the  eld  things  we  have 
heard  repeated  since  the  days  of  "  Buck- 
shot" FOHSTEK.  Address  asrreed  to. 


ARE  YOU  SUPERSTITIOUS? 

IT  is  unlucky  to  be  kicked  on  the 
head  by  a  chestnut  horse  on  a  Friday. 

When  picking  up  a  lucky  horseshoe 
take  care  not  to  be  run  over.  It  is 
better  to  go  without  the  horseshoe. 

It  is  unlucky  to  be  the  thirteenth 
guest  at  a  dinner-table  which  is  laid  for 
twelve  only.  The  proper  course  is  to 
wait  for  an  invitation. 

If  a  Scotchman  offers  to  pay  for  your 
dinner  and  for  stalls  at  the  theatre  you 
may  consider  yourself  in  luck. 

It  is  unlucky  when  travelling  by  rail 
to  be  alone  in  the  carriage  with  a  homi- 
cidal maniac. 

If,  at  dinner,  you  upset  the  claret 
threa  times  it  is  a  sign  that  you  will  not 
be  asked  again. 

If  on  your  wedding-day  the  clergy- 
man forgets  to  ask  you  for  his  fee,  you 
may  consider  yourself  very  lucky  indeed. 


Truth  from  the  Examination  Room. 
(Average  age  of  candidate,  18.) 

1.  Who   wrote    .  .  .    Two   Gentlemen 
of  Verona  ? — The  author  of  John  Hali- 
fax, Gentleman. 

2.  What  do  you  know  of  ...  Augus- 
tine  Birrell? — Birrell   was  one.  of  our 
greatest  poets.     He   died   a   few  years 
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FANCY    DRESS. 

"  THEN  you  really  are  coming  V''  said 
Jueeii  Kli'/.aheth. 

"  Yes,  I  really  am,"  I  sighed. 

"What  as?" 

"  I  don't  know  at  all  something  with 
i  cold.  I  leave  it  to  you,  partner,  only 
.lon't  go  a  black  suit." 

'•  What  about,  Richelieu?" 

"I  should  never  be  able  to  pronounce 
that."  I  confessed.  "Besides,  I  always 
think  that  these  great  scientists — I 
should  say  philos — that  is,  of  course, 
that  these  generals— er,  which  room  is 
the  Encyclopaedia  in? 

"  You  might  go  as  one  of  the  Kings 
of  England.  Which  is  your  favourite 
King?" 

"William  and  Mary.  Now  that  iruull 
be  an  original  costume.  I  should 
have— 

"Don't  be  ridiculous.  Why  not 
Henry  VIII.?" 

"  Do  you  think  I  should  get  a  lot  of 
partners  as  Henry  VHI.  ?  Anyhow,  I 
don't  think  it 's  a  very  becoming  figure." 

"But  you  don't  wear  fancy  dress 
simply  because  it's  becoming." 

"  Well,  that  is  rather  the  point  to 
settle.  Are  we  going  to  enha"ce  my 
natural  beauty,  or  would  you  like  it 
cr— toned  down  a  little?  Of  course,  I 
as  the  dog-faced  man,  only 


Very  well,  then,  if  jou  don't  like 
Henry,  what  about  Edward  I.  ?  " 

"  Hut  why  do  you  want  to  thrust 
royalty  on  me?  I'd  much  sooner  go 
a-  Perk  in  Warbeck.  I  should  wear  t 
brown  perk  in — I  mean  jerkin." 

"  Jack  is  going  as  Sir  Walter  Raleigh.' 
"  Then  I  shall  certainly  touch  him  foi 
a  cigarette,"  I  said,  as  I  got  up  to  go. 
*  *  *  * 

It  was  a  week  later  that  I  met  Eli/a 
both  in  Regent  Street. 

"  Well,"  she  said,  "  have  you  got  your 
things  ?  " 

"  I  haven't,"  I  confessed. 

"I   forget   who    you  said  you    were 
as?  " 


"Somebody  who   had  Mack   hair," 
said.     "1    have  been    thinking    it    ove 
and    I    have  come  to  the  conclusion  tha 
1  should  have  knocked  them  rather  if 
had   had   black  hair.     Instead  of  curb 
eyea  and  blue  hair.     Can  you  think  o 
anybody  for  me?  " 

Queen    Elizabeth    regarded    me    ai 

sternly  as  she  might  have  regarded 

Well, 'I'm  not:  very  good  at  history. 

"  Do  you  mean  to  say,"  .-he  said  a 
last,  "that  that  is  as  far  as  you  havt 
got?  Somebody  who  had  black  hair?  ' 

"  Hang  it,"  1  protested,  "  it 's  some 
thing  to  have  been  measured  for  the 
wig." 

"  //(in;  you  been  measured  for  you 
wifiV" 

"  Well— er — uo.     That  is  to  say,  no 


xactly  what  you  might  call  inca«urr<!. 
Jut — well,  the  fact  is  I  was  just  going 
dong  HOW,  only — I  say,  where  do  1  get 
"  wig?" 

"You've  done  nothing,"  said  Eli/a- 
MJth,  "absolutely  nothing." 

"I  say,  don't  say  that,"  I  be^an 
nervously,  "  I  've  done  an  awful  lot, 
really.  1  've  practically  got  the  cost  time. 
~'m  going  as  Harold  the  Boy  Earl,  or 

Jessica's  last Hallo,  there's  my 

jus ;  I  've  got  a  cold,  I  mustn't  keep 
it  waiting.  Good-bye."  And  I  fled. 

*  *  *  * 

"I  am  going,"  I  said,  "as  Julius 
(V--ar.  I le  was  practically  bald.  Think 
iiow  cool  that  will  be." 

"  Do  you  mean  to  say,"  cried  Kli/.abeth, 
'  that  you  have  altered  again  ?  " 

"  Don't  l>e  rough  with  me  or  I  shall 
cry.  I  've  got  an  awful  cold." 

''Then  you've  no  business  to  go  as 
Julius  Csesar." 

"  I  say,  now  you  're  trying  to  unsettle 
me.  And  I  was  going  to-morrow  to 
order  the  clothes." 

"What!    You  haven't— 

"I  was  really  going  this  afternoon, 
only — only  it's  early  closing  day.  Be- 
side-i,  I  wanted  to  see  if  my  cold  would 
get  better.  Because  if  it  didn't- 
look  here,  I'll  be  frank  with  you. 
am  going  as  Charlemagne." 

"Oh!" 

"Charlemagne  in  half-mourning,  be- 
eau-e  Pcpin  the  Short  had  just  died. 
Something  quiet  in  grey,  with  a  stripe, 
1  thought.  Only  half-mourning  because 
he  only  got  half  the  throne.  By-thc- 
\\ay,  1  suppose  all  these  people  wore 
pumps  and  white  kid  gloves  all  right  ? 
Yes,  I  thought  so.  I  wonder  if  Charle- 
magne really  had  black  hair.  Anyhow 
they  can't  prove  be  didn't,  seeing  when 
he  lived.  He  flourished  about  770,  you 
know.  As  a  matter  of  fact  770  wa-n'i 
actually  hismostflourishiiig  year, because 
the  Radicals  were  in  power  then  and 

land  went  down  so.    Now  771 Yes 

Or  else  as  Raymond  Blathwayt. 

"  Anyhow,"  I  added  indignantly  ; 
minute  later,  "  I  swear  I  'm  going  some- 
how." 

***** 

•  Hallo,"  I  said  cheerfully,  as  I 
into    her    Majesty  in    Piccadilly, 

just  been  ordering,  that  is  to  say,  I've 
been  going —  I  mean  I  'm  jii"t 

to Let's  see,  it's  next  week,  isn't 

it?" 

For  a  moment  Elizabeth  v. 

not  at  all  my  idea  of  the  character 

"Now  then."  >he  said  at  last;  "  1  an 
going  to  take  you  in  hand,  ^'ill  you 
trust  yourself  ent  irely  to  me  ?  " 

"  To  the  death,  your  Majesty.     I  'm 
sickening  for  something  as  it  is." 

"How  tall  are  you?  " 

"  Oh,  more  than  that."  f  said  quickly 
"  Gents'  large  medium,  [  am." 


''Then  I'll  order  a  costume  for  you 
and    have   it   sent   round.     There's   no 

d  for  you  to  be  anything  historical  ; 

on  might  Ite  a  butcher." 

"  Quite— blue  is  my  colour.     In  fa>  t.  1 

can  do  you  the  best  end  of  the  neck  at  U-n- 

>ence,  madam,  if  you  '11  wait  a  moment 

while  I  sharpen  the  knife.     Let  'B  see  ; 

von  like  it  cut  on  the  cross,  I  think  ? 

(other,  they  've  forgotten  the  strop." 

"  Well,  it  may  not  be  a  butcher,"  said 
Elizabeth  ;  "  it  depends  what  they  've 
got." 

*  *  •  *  * 

That  was  a  week  ago.  This  morning 
I  was  really  ill  at  last  ;  had  hardly  any 
Ureakfast;  simply  couldn't  look  a 
[Kiachcd  egg  in  the  yolk.  A  day  on  the 
sofa  in  a  darkened  room  and  bed  at 
seven  o'clock  was  my  programme.  Anil 
then  my  eye  caught  a  great  box  of 
clothes,  and  1  remembered  that  the 
lance  was  to-night.  I  opened  the  box 
I'crhaps  dressed  soberly  as  a  black  - 
haired  butcher  I  could  look  in  for  an 
lionr  or  two  ....  and 


rar 


A  yellow  waistcoat,  pink  breeches,  am1 
— no,  it's  not  an  eider-down,  it's  a  coat. 

A  yellow 1'ink  bi 

I  am  going  as  Joseph. 

I  am  going  as  Swan  and  Edgar. 

I  am  going  as  The  Sick   Duke,  by 


I  am  going— yes,  that's  it,  I  am  going 
back  to  bed.  '  A.  A.  M. 

Masculine  Mode*. 

"M.F.'s  ABKIVK  AT  ST.  STEMIKN'S  Ilirou 

iliiiNioirr. 

SCOTTISH  ItP.'s  TIE." 
"  Wrttmintter  Gazette  "  Headline*. 
Naturally    in    his    haste    to  get  there 
first,   he  ....  well,   the  thing   might 
have  happened  to  anyone. 

A    I'uoruiTE   AM)   NOVEL    WAT   o; 
,.,-vsv.-".-  Boil  a  cupful  of  tapioca  in  water  till 
clrar,  MM-cU-n  t"  last,-,   put  a   layer  of 
MiMtnTH.  and  on  them  a  layer  of  strawberry 
jam ;  cover  all  with  some  whipped  cream ;  very 
ivuiiiimu-al  "     Hume  Word*. 

The  economy  seems  to  be  in  leaving 
out  the  bananas. 

"  When  servinR  tea  should  one  let  the  drop 
that  remains  on  the  spout  of  the  cream-pitcher 
fall  to  the  tahle  or  catch  it,  and  with  what  ? 

K    K . 
Catch  it  with  a  teaspoon  or  a  napkin." 

Indies'  Home  Journal. 

And     now    Mrs.    Mont:noren< -y     M"bb.- 
may  isked  in  one  afternoon. 

The    following      instance     of     black 
•y  from  Sierra  Ix-one  should  toiic'i 
,   of  some  of  our  white 
barbers : 

/KiiiviM.ui  D.vvii:s 

Buna 
SHAM:  AM> 


II' 
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i    have 


AT     THE     PLAY. 

I._"Tin;  Tin 

lieen   thinking  it,  over  I'll  refllllx  , 

refuw    /•'•','/ 

kind    ni\  lUlimi    In   Nelliei 
,,(,    (!,  ,,,.  .,    !,,,    Mi     xvoelx  cinl.      'I'll''  III''' 

li,  ro  irMoo  H|  rcnuou  ,  li'i  ii"'.  ill"  i  .....  I1'1' 

.,,   .....  •xpeeled         'I'llrli'    IH    /'.llili'/il    ''Ye//, 
01     ,,,    i  ,,i,  I          \     in.'"    hrixhl.    girl,    of 

|,  nl    :  he    doe  :    M  mil   Allan  d.lll.v:: 
i,     Ihc     ll.lll         III     ill"     Ililll,    "I     till     (.Li.  .•  : 
\,h|    |,  ..eiiei.dlx     Ut    .pule    M.I 

.  ......  I  ,     |ui  hi-ulailx    lln«    1.  1.  -.1    nl'    run 

ixx.ix  In  r.iu'ii.ni  \\ien  \villi  II 
,,  HIM.  l.i  i-.ill.'il  Hill,  ill  ill"  li'T"  nf 
.,.(1111,.  mai  ii".  1  .Mil  there  l'-x  ill''  ".  ix  . 
inly  a  xveok  ngo  I  I''"1  l'i"  li|>  ntniight 

ill,-     :.l.|l'le    IIM     In     ll 

mil.  i.  in.  .11  nl    "  HIIOIIOH  A.vrpM,"   ivnd   I 

imv  MIV    thllt     Hill    pronounces    it  xxnm;; 

xxhich   IN  ii   |ul>  , 


UN  li"   u-'".  I   I.'  live 


II.   "'I 


III.. II 


Til"    "  AflrriniMii    Thcalrr's 

|.iiiilni'liiin  Ml,  111  :   M,i|r:.lv's  1:1 
In 


onil 


Mr.    lli.sia 
Irvrllcr 


.1  \MI:H.  Tin-  sla;;"  s  :i 
if  l.li"  lilc'rary  :is|)ir;int. 
lur  .....  I  IIMIII  his  ncixi'l  nf  lilrrary  lifo  to 
XVI'lUi  .1  play  lie  xx'dillil,  I  Mill  suiv,  chOOB6 

;„„,„.    :.||,'ll     |.|ol     a   I    llllll.    Of     77(1'    lllljll     />'/!/. 

Cii/i/in'n  \  ulr'.i  ancient  luiuso  \VMS 
iiinrlxiim'd  to  Mr.  /Y.>i/m.>jv,  an  impos 
sil'l"  liuanricr.  Mi:  /'tlxfttUNV.llOWtWi 
|ii'oinisril  In  restore  il,  to  him  five  of  nil 
rnriiinliraiH'i's.  provided  lh:it.  li"  clian.",.'.! 
In.  politics,  iiiiirrii'.l  Mi.-:n  /'r,../;iiiiiv,  and 
sliu'd  I'..  i'  ill"  dixisimi.  (,lt  xvas  ;v  Tory 
si-ill,  nnd  hi'  xv.is  a  K'a.liral.)  Mr.*.  (  I'IM.-I' 
c/,'ir,  im  Ainri  ii'.in  xvidoxv,  xvilli  the 
Aiiiri  u'au's  love  of  old  l'!iii;lish  houses, 


imlliin^ol'  tin- 
!   was  lii  play  in 


pail 
llu- 


tllOIV.      Hut    ho    has    xxoise    faults    than 
h.it       He  i.wiids  like  anything,  mid 
H  most  eon  founded  I  v  rude  to  ex,  i\ 
loily,     nidi    <  Vfiivt'i/,  his  eoncin, 
.  ,|inle   n   divonl     sort  ,    if   he    \\eio 
he  only  one  there,  I  shouldn't  mind 
going,     /"ivi/u,    to    whom    nidi    is 
ngnged,  is  rather  a  dour,  but  a  I'H 
too  midx   with   the   loxolxcr  for  my 
la   le       "t  on  know  ,  she  held    up    fiill 
in  /',iin,  i'li's  liedi\>om  the  other  day, 
HUil   tluealened   to  shoot    him   if  he 
hdn't  IMXO   up    the  elopement  idea 
\\  ell.  I  mean  .'':.  re  's  a  jolly  h. 

happened,     Hill    vvna    only 
,1.    but    it    might     ! 

us.     Then  theie't. 
,i  StivMomi,   n  political 

peel,  I  suppose.      Of   all    the   MIUU; 
oioc,l     tallow  chaudloi-s.    commend 

\-.\d  ho  xvas  a  fair  brute  to 


to  wfuiw    /.<i.';/ 


him  to  rli.ui;',.'  liis  politieal  eon 
\  ietimis,  and  keep  his  house.  lie  pro 
p.  ue.  to  do  this;  whoronpoii  Mrs.drtttf- 


to  keep  his  house;  lint  surely  much 
more  like  :i  woman  t"  despise  him  aller- 
xvards  for  doinj,'  it,  at,  her  suggestion. 

There  is  a  lileraiy  ehiinu  about  the 
dialogue  \vhieh  is  very  attractive,  but 
Mr.  .IXMKS  lets  his  characters  talk  too 
much.  They  make  their  point  in  two 
lines  and  then  i;o  on  for  ten  lines  uunv, 
so  as  to  lie  quite  sure  of  it.  This  makes 
the  In  loiter  part,  of  the  audience  im- 
patient. Mr.  HKNKY  JAMKS  is  much  too 
leisurely  for  the  stage. 

Nono  the  less,  a  most  interesting 
experiment,  which  oweil  much  to  Mr. 
I'oiilir.s  Kow.-iii'soN.  Mii-s  liKiii'iM  IT, 
I-  i  i  ion  and  Miss  KSMK  HrimAltP.  The 
last  named,  as  ''.Tii  /'riii/morr,  gave  a 
deli.'.hll'ul  reading  to  a  (lelightfully- 
draxx  u  character.  M. 


(iliKAT      Al'TllOKS' 


1    slmll 


.,  h  vl.mi'in>;  iuul  sortx\inin>: 
iivfi  nn.l  out--ui>;.  knoekittf  tilings  iK>\vi\, 

\    .Islux^liiii;. 
's,  llu'x   ii.'  Iuul  out  your  MCnto  *t 


her   joy — that    .Vis.< 

Mvrcilx   on  -'..i.--;!1, 1   io  -omebo 
the  end,  of  com  buys  I'.iek 

the  house  fivm  the  financier  and  offers  it 
and  herself  to  the  captain. 

The   aristocratic    Kadical    is    no    roxv 
,-'  ,;-.  „  ;ei-    to    Mr       ;  XMCS  .     nuio-,  d      Mr 
. ",dd  have  a  friendly  fooling  for 
,»lly,    him  by  now.     Why,  then,  >  i  vs  he  make 
only  How  ex.-.      as    I    xud.    1    MO    him  out  a  dishonourable  cad 

ng  the  invitation  \'t>i,\   as  plaved   by  Mr.   Fou:        N        . 

All   the   same,    I    must    xvngratulato   SON,  is  for  the  first  half  of  the  conuxly  a 
His  coined  v    is  im     gallant  gvntleman.  the  sx>ul  of  chivalry 
pu'l'ible  '.us  p<x>ple  Ivhavo  in   and  honour.     I  felt  as   I  watchix.1  him 


to 

'I'll:'     /iiKi/.-HId//."  1 

"For  ye.irs."  said  Mr.  WH.M.XM 
I^E  Ql'Ki  \,  "  1  stni^.^lod  without 
snoecss.  I  aver.i:>\l  a  r.oxol  a 
month,  and  yet  the  financial  results 
were  almost  negligible.  At  last 
one  morning  the  postman  ealled 
\xith  a  parcel  on  which  there  was 
CK/.  to  p:iy.  1  thought  it  was  one  of 
my  novels  come  home  to  roost,  and 
xxoiuleiid  whether  1  should  waste 
the  money  on  it.  '>nt  s.nue  in- 
dcscnliaMo  impulse  compelled  me 
to  take  the  paicol  in,  and  when  I 
tore  it  open  there  was  a  jewelled 
soimitiir  from  the  Si  i  i  \\  or  MOROCCO. 
From  that  d.u  1  have  never  Kx^ked 
back,  but  only  sideways  to  see 
how  the  scimitar  looks  as  it  clanks 
against  my  near  calf." 
\  "  said  Mr  ilo'.;\i  NO,  "  the  rewards 
h.i-  also  to  many  .W  :•-•.<  /Yis/moiv  ;  (2)—  of  literature  are  scanty  and  the  strain  of 


A  QCIM  s.-r\r  i\   x  i.i  srRY-Hooa«, 
Mi    IVnuis  r.ulio  :uut  MisaLw»»  A«hxxt-U. 


dew  Wrns  (\\  --to  her  disnuv—  that  h«| 


\x.  i\ 


is  r  ,•  xvork  is  imtne-nro.  I  s'aouhl  not 
In  .ulxtse  any  young  man  in  whom  I  took 
an  interest  to  pursue  a  literary  career. 
For  my  own  part  1  gave  up  literature 
long  since  and  took  to  burglary,  which 
I  find  infinitely  more  lucrative." 

Ti-.e  l.n-xl  ol  GnvK>  (.\istlo  sluvk  his 
head.       "Struggles    of     literary     men! 
Ah.  the  tiagody  of  such  a  carver.     Shall 
forget  the  tinancial  n-sult  of  one 
of   my    first    and    greatest    now-ls.    Thf 
-\>miiH.      It  was   in  agony  that    I 
conceived    that     work     and    eventually 


an    evtn>o»lu'. .  aiul    he 

xlr-.\gg«xl    in    a    i'hirvl    Act    which 
unnecessary  .    but  in  Hi'.l   and 
Vjxdniu-jbly   interpivttxl   b\     M: 


has 


bnnight  it  to  vvrfeotion.     At  l:*st  it  was 

how  uuuttenibly  ehiKlish  ri\\ims'\-  was    placed  bofor\»  the  wcrUI,   and  1   await«\l 
\T  such  a  man    his  silly   "ivndi-   an  account  from  my  publishers,     \\hen 
tions "    And  then  Yult calmly  aunoniuvs   I    oiviuxl    their    letter    and    saw    the 
^       •,-,-.  ho  is  beginning  to  love M   miserable  rt-snlt  of  twelvemonths' labour 


Kmt:  and  Miss  Anus    x            he  rtxilly  that,  following  her  advice,  he  has  c\ni        a  paltry  cluvme  for  .'JlOAXl  0,<.  9«l — 

V..vs     g:vcn    sis    two    fwsh    chanu-tets,  sent^xl  to  s<'ll  his  honour ;  and  further.  I  am  not  ashamod  to  say  that  1  s.lu>l  hot 

Kx\r   tl\;-»    M   w".      I    '.  •    i  he   pleasure  <o  :                         •  vrluxu  he  has  harvlly  te<»rs   of  s\»rrv>vv.       IHu    my  spirit   was 

of     seeing    Mi«s    I^NV     Asnxvm     in    a  spoken      Was  U»et>»  ever  anything  more  nnbrx>ken,  I  slrnggUxl  on,  and.  now" — 

\\>ri  sxiite\l  to- her.  the  rt^juljxr  ;  .-•.itfagxvnsV  And  what.of  Kr«.Gr«0«i>w)  a  smile  stole  ov*r  tl»e  grx^ut  man's  face — 

j  vil'.                          KingswAv  well  \v,  dd  lx»  like  a  \n\«i»n.  I  admit,  to  "they  have  to  pay  me  a  pound  a  word 

lav.-  I  urge  a  man  to  break  his  faith  in  or\ler  — pxiuel tuition  nwrks  to  count  afc»x" 


->i.  1909.] 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI, 


AN    ENGLISHMAN    RETURNING    HOME. 

POOR  BIOWNSHITII  os  ma  WAT  FROM  GOLF  MISSIS  ins  TRUX  AND  WISHES  HE  IUD  SEVKR  BEEN  BORM. 


Mr.  Con  SON-  KKI;\  \ii\x  declined  to  be 
interviewed.  "Tlio  private  ii nances  of 
an  author  are  his  own  concern,"  he  slid. 
"  I  ontiivly  disapprove  of  these  personal 
tdvertiaeroo&ta,  ami  therefore  will  only 
say  that  for  my  forthcoming  book,  Tlic 
$lii>j  mil/  <l>c  Ail nt,  I  shall  get  just  a 
hundred  times  tlie  ainonut  I  received 
from  my  first  work,  (jotUinfss  and  the 
(•'rii').  It  will  appear  early  in  the 
spring,  and  will  make  an  equally  strong 
'.  t  >  hoth  religions  ami  irreligious 
readers.  It  will  he  highly  advisable  to 
ordtr  copies  early." 


T11K   SHir-SHAPK  SHOPMAN'. 

"  AI:K  you  being  served,  Sir?"  said 
the  slio[  man. 

"Why  do  you  ask  that?"  said  the 
•hopper. 

"  It  is  a  long  story."  said  the  shop- 
man. "  but  1  will  tell  it  you.  In  the 
early  spring  of  1891) 

"  If  it  comes  to  that,"  said  the 
shopper,  "  1  am  not  being  served." 

"Then,"  said  the  shopman,  "who 
could  serve  you  lx?tter  than  I?" 

"Who?"  said  the  shopper,  and  the 
proceedings  began. 

"  I  will  not  ask  wbat  you  want,  for  we 
all  want  so  much,  for  which  we  are  not 
prepared  to  pay.  I  will  ask  you  rather 
what  you  think  of  buying?" 

"Gloves."  said  the  shopper. 

"  Brief,    but    thoroughly    intelligible. 


I  Do  you  want  a  particular  kind  of  gloves, 
or  just  gljves?  " 

"  (iloves,"  said  the  shopper. 

"1  gather  from  that  that  you  only 
I  stipulate  for  four  fingers  and  one  thumb 
on  each  glove  and  a  suitable  covering 
for  the  wrist.  The  rest,  I  take  it,  you 
leave  to  us.  \Ve  willingly  accept  the 
responsibility,  and  suggest  a  pair  of 
lavender-coloured  gloves  for  afternoon 
wear.  What  is  your  size,  sir  ?  " 

"Fifteen  by  two  and  a-half  indie*," 
said  the  shopper,  with  a  prodigious 
effort  of  memory. 

"  Pardon  me.  Sir,  but  that  is  your  size 
in  collars.  Would  you  be  so  good  as  to 
think  again?" 

•'  ..i'7J5S,"  said  the  shopper,  tenta- 
tively. 

"  Ah,  that  is  the  number  of  your 
watch."  said  the  shopman. 

"  1  >">!>  Hoi  born,"  said  the  shopper. 

"Your  telephone  number?"  said  the 
shopman.  "  We  were,  I  think,  Sir,  dis- 
cusMrg  your  si/e  in  gl< 

".'.innary  9th.  1910,"  said  the  shopper. 

"  The  date  upon  which  your  lire  in- 
surance expires.  We  can  deduce  nothing 
from  that.  Suppose  we  were  to  measure 
your  hand  ?  " 

-aid    the    shopper,   pro- 
ducing for  the  first  time  his  ham!  from 
;!  pocket. 

"  But  I  observe  that  you  have  some 
gloves  already.  Sir,"  said  the  shopman. 

-  >  1  have.     Now,  how  foolish  of  me! 
Of  course  1  meant  handkerchiefs." 


"  The  two  words  are  easily  confused," 
said  the  shopman,  "and  we  will  gladly 
overlook  the  trifling  inaccuracy,  and 
supply  you  with  as  many  handkerchiefs 
as  your  bank  balance  will  stand, 
you  tell  me  .  .  ." 

"  How  absurd  !  "  said  the  shopper, 
"  but  I  do  not  even  know  the  size  of  my 
nose." 

Thus,  there  was  no  business  done  that 
day. 

Beef  Tea. 

"King  Alfonso  left  after  the  foarth  ball 
had  heeu  killnl.  On  hi*  return  journey  be 
bill  the  first  stone  of  a  coup  krtcbrn  lor  the 
poor." — Timr*  Wrrkly  KJilion. 


"  ('.xnfortabto    country     home    for    homely 
gentleman  ;  can  have  poultry  ran." 

Ktmlitk  Kxpitm. 

There  is,  however,  a  beauty  of  the 
soul  which  aspires  to  higher  things. 

"...  And   there   the   immortal    naturalist 
paneJ  away."— T*«  Daily  Ttityrapk, 
The   writer  should    perhaps    have  left 
the  "  immortal  "  for  the  next  paragraph. 

.  IPESF  TO  Ma. M.P. 

Jll.TEO  AT 
AbrrJet*  Sttn'utg  Rxprttt. 

Accidents  will  happen. 

Chicago    is    anxious    to    discover   a 
masculine  :it    for    "Miss."     A 

Cockney  correspondent  suggests  "Mile," 
and  adds  that  a  miss  is  as  good  as  a 
mile. 
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OUR    BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(Bij  Mr.  Punch's  Staff  of  Learned  Clerks.) 

Is  The  Gifted  Family  (MiinHTA),  Mr.  BAISRY  PAIX  has 
written  a  delightful  novel — no  other  word  will  serve  so  well 
to  express  the  (Anility  of  the  book.  It  is  interesting  from 
the  first  page  to  the  last,  and  its  characters  arc  observed 
and  described  with  a  care  that  is  both  kindly  and  humorous. 
There  is  a  persuasive  charm  about  Mr.  BAIMIY  PAIN'S  writing 
which  appeals  with  convincing  force  to  his  readers,  and 
ranges  them  on  his  side  and  on  the  side  oC  the  persons  who 
live  and  move  through  his  pages.  The  1'rcnderyast  family 
is  an  array  of  little  talents.  With  one  exception  each  member 
of  it  has  his  or  her  own  particular  inoffensive  and  ineffective 
ift  in  art  or  music  or  letters.  1'apa  admires  MEBEDITH  and 


scheme  should  depend  on  recruiting  by  methods  that  suggest 
the  charity  ba/aar,  or  a  newspaper  boom  in  the  dull  season, 
rather  than  (he  systematic  development  of  the  resources  of 
the  country  for  the  purpose  of  Home  Defence. 

Mr.  AXIIMM  OUIKI.  seems  to  have  decided  on  making  an 
omelette  and  then  discovered  that  his  chickens  (they  are 
turkey  poults  by  1  lie  way)  have  been  unexpectedly  hatched. 
The  Miracle  (CoNSTABtE)  is  bound  in  bright  yellow  boards, 
and  begins  with  a  complimentary  dedication  to  the  Young 
Turk  Party,  so  that  I  expected  to  read  a  story  about  the 
Y.  T.  P.  candidate  for  Jericho ;  but  as  a  matter  of  fact  the 
book  is  an  intelligent  appreciation  of  events  in  the  Near  East 
during  1908,  written  upon  the  assumption  that  the  state  of 
Islam  is  hopelessly  rotten.  Seizing  the  opportunity  of  ABDCL 
HAMID'S  demise,  Bulgaria  is  made  to  declare  war,  and  receive 


ADVERTISING    IN    THE    MIDDLE    AGES. 


A'lrnl.  ''An.  uiiM\.  vmi.H'-T    INT  THY  (ii;(K  i;i;ir.s  AT 
:'     KNOW    nn  •>    nivi    I'm:.-  SPIMXKI.U-\NI>'S   is  TIM:  i:r:si 
sum'  rou  uK\f.  vvi  ri:." 


Jtillnl ic/.-cT.   "Tiiui-  I.U..-T,  KXAVE!     SVMUN'S  i-o 
Tim     (Ims     SWEET-l'-TH'-TOOTH's    THE    OM.Y    OExnxi: 
J'ri  11. i:  Sroini." 


lectures  on  him  :  one  of  the  daughters  is  musical,  another 
dramatic;  and  Fred  has  a  turn  for  drawing.  All.  in  fact, 
are  gifted,  except  Sn/i/m.  the  ytmnge.-t.  who  has  no  special 
talent  except  lor  making  people  love  her.  She.  indeed, 
shnws  lliat  there  is  an  art  of  life,  and  thai  it  is  mure  than 
all  the  other  arts.  She  trembles  on  the  brink  of  tragedy, 
but  I'ate  and  Mr.  l'>ua;\  TAIN  and  her  own  sweet  nature  arc 
kind  to  her,  and  .-he  reaches  happine— .  I  repeat  that 
this  is  a  delightful  Uuk. 

f'ritics,  armchair  and  otherwise,  have  said  that  the  Terri- 
torial Army  scheme  is  all  very  well  on  paper,  especially  when 
the  paper  is  excellent  and  nicely  bound.  A  new  book  on 
the  subject,  The  Territorial  Force.  (Mn;i;u  I.  I  think  is  good  ; 
yet.  it  does  not  leave  one  satisfied  that  all  is  as  it  should  be, 
for  no  one  can  read  either  Mr.  HAI. HANK'S  introduction  or 
Mr.lFAisni.il  B\M-:I:'S  clear  exposition  of  the  main  facts  relating 
to  the  organisation,  administration,  and  discipline  of  our 
civilian  army  without  regretting  that  the  success  of  the 


I  he  moral  support  of  England  and  Russia  ;  a  British  legion 

goes  (o  the  front,  a.-.-isted  by  the  heroine  (daughter  of  iS<V 
IM'jar  Jlumml,  the  Foreign  Secretary)  in  the  part  of  a  trained 
nurse,  and  the  Turk  is  swept  back  to  the  gates  of  Stamboul. 
S>  it  turns  out  (as  the  epilogue  informs  TIS)  that  I  he 
"  miracle"  is  not  a  description  of  the  story  at  all,  but  merely 
an  expression  of  the  author's  surprise  that  he  has  made  a 
bad  shot  at  prophesying.  Pmt  parts  of  the  book,  which  only 
numbers  I'li'i  pages  (and  especially  the  account  of  the  decisive 
battle  at  Knleli  Burgas  i,  are  so  brilliantly  written  that  one 
wi.-hes  (hero  was  a  great  deal  more  ;  and  if,  as  I  suspect,  the 
Young  Turks  interrupted  Mr.  OKIM.  before  he  had  properly 
finished,  it  was  very  tiresome  of  them.  I  think,  however,  that 
it  was  a  pity  to  discuss  the  characters  of  living  English 
statesmen  without  making  the  smallest  effort  to  disguise 
their  identities  ;  and  a  little  rash  (considering  the  title)  to 
give  a  certain  newspaper  the  name  of  The-  Daily  ^lii'aele: 
the  cowslip  has  surely  no  right  to  call  the  buttercup 
yellow. 
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CHARIVARIA. 

"  OTHER  Kings,"  says  The  T>nihi  \ 

speaking  of  the  Rider  of  Bulgaria,  "  have  of  the  tides.     South  Africa,  for  instance, 

climbed   their  thrones  on  pedestals  of  tilts  to  the  east  in  summer  and  to  the 

corpscH.     lie   may   boast  he   only  uses  west  in  winter.     This  statement  has  at 

those  already  dead."     But  may  not  the  present  had  no  effect  upon  the  steamship 


Herr   HICKKII  has  discovered   thai   the   afraid  that  it  is  the  poor  devils  of   hu>- 
solid    surface  of  the   glot»  submits  to 
periodical  oscillations  analogous 


i>  bo  that  living  corpses  are  scarce 

in  these  decadent  davs? 
*  '* 

The  impending  formation  of  yet 
another  Club  is  announced.  It  is,  we 
hear,  to  l>c  called  The,  — 
Junior  Monarchs'  Club, 
and  its  first,  members, 
we  understand,  will  con- 
sist, of  the  KIM;  01  SPAIN, 
the  KINC;  w  IVwruaAL, 
and  the  KMI-EIIOK  OF 
CHINA. 

V 

By  the   by   it  is   in- 

teresting to  note  bow 
thoroughly  anglicised 
KING  ALFONSO  ami  KING 
MANOEI.  have  become. 
The  Daily  Mail  tells  us 
that  when  the  two  young 
potentates  went  for  a 
walk  together  they  were 
in  the.  highest  spirits, 
and  "caused  amusement 
by  exchanging  hats." 
*  * 

With  reference  to  the 
proposed  alxdition  of 
the  House  of  Lords  a 
legitimate  complaint 
reaches  us  from  a  young 
peer.  He  protests  that 
the  uncertainty  of  the 
situation  is  ruiningbusi- 
ness.  He  is  anxious  to 
find  a  wealthy  American 
bride,  but  his  future 
is  so  ha/y  that  he  is 
experiencing  unprece- 
dented difficulties. 


c  impaiiies  that  run  to  the  Cape.  They 
are  maintaining  a  uniform  fure  for  all 
seasons. 

V 

A  resolution  has  been  passed  in  favour 


Kvery  day  one  hears 
of  decaying  industries. 
To  judge  by  the  follow- 
ing advertisement  which  appears  in  Tlie 
Lira-pool  Echo,  even  Banking  is  not 
what  it  was  :  — 

"JiANKlNU.  —  Youth,  to  make  do'igli  ami  mould." 

V 

It  is  stated  in  the  Isle  of  Man  that 
Mr.  H  ---  C  -  (we  suppress  liis  name, 
as  this  distinguished  author's  dislike  of 
publicity  is  well  known)  intends  to  stand 
for  the  House  of  Commons.  If  this 
report  be  true  it  is  thought  that  it  may 
have  the  effect  of  inducing  Miss  M  --- 
C-  —  (name  also  suppressed)  to  abandon 
her  policy  of  self-effacement  and  to 
agitate  for  the  right  of  women  to  sit  in 
Parliament 


"  FOOTBALL  KNICKERS  FOB  SMALL  BOY  ?     YES,  MADAM.    Mt.  JONES,  FORWARD  !    FOOT- 
BALL KNICKERS  FOB  THIS  LADY,  PLEASE." 


of  an  Age  Limit  for  the  Clergy.  It  is 
hoped  that  this  may  be  followed  by  an 
Age  Limit  for  Sermons. 


V 


The  Belfast  stipendiary  magistrate  is 
experiencing  some  difficulty  in  deciding, 
in  a  matter  affecting  the  service  of  a 
summons,  whether  or  not  gaol  can  be 
considered  a  "  place  of  abode."  The 
magistrate  evidently  has  forgotten  Mr. 
I'inicJi's  drawing  which  depicts  a  lady 
about  to  enter  a  Black  Maria,  and  saving 

"  Home !  "  to  the  driver. 

*  * 

"  Are  women  to  patch  this  season  ?  " 
asks  The  Lady's  Pictorial.  We  are 


who  uill  hive  to  go  about  in 
shreds  and  patches  -if  their  wives'  bills 
are  to  be  paid.  »  * 

"The  slipper  trade,  we  read,  ••In- 
experienced a  lengthy  depression,  but 
several  mills  have  now  received  large 
orders."  One  hears  so  much  of  the 
desertion  of  homes  at  night  -  time  in 
favour  of  hotels  and  restaurants  that  it 
is  nice  to  think  that  the  domestic  fire- 
side is  at  last  coming 
into  fashion  again. 

V 

From  llyeres  comes 
the  news  that  a  navvy 
flung  a  British  Colonel 
into  the  river  last  week 
because  he  remonstrated 
with  the  man  for  teas- 
ing his  dog.  The  local 
authorities,  to  whom  the 
Colonel  complained,  and 
who  are  anxious  to  do 
everything  possible  to 
promote  the  comfort  of 
their  guests,  are  taking 
the  matter  up,  and  pro- 
pose, we  hear,  to  erect 
notice  -  boards  on  the 
banks  of  the  stream  in- 
structing the  aborigines 
not  to  throw  away 
visitors. 

V 

Tlie  Poet  Laureate 
ha--  urit  ten  an  Ode  to 
SiitKSPKABK  for  the  com- 
memoration service  at 
South  wnrk  Cathedral. 
Say  what  you  may  about 
A.  A.,  be  is  conspicu- 
ously free  from  that 
petty  jealousy  which  is 
such  an  ugly  character- 
istic of  some  writers. 

V 

As  we  go  to  press  it 
is  rumoured  that  tlie 
rnment  has  decided 
\clude  the  United 
States  from  its  calcula- 
tion of  the  Two  Next 
Greatest  Powers  standard.  If  this  be  so, 
it  will  be  a  cruel  blow  t'>  American  amour 
pivprf,  and  ill-feeling  is  bound  to  ensue. 

Yet  another  rumour  i-  (•'  tlie  effect 
that  only  four  DraodMugMf  are  to  be 
laid  down  this  year,  but  that  two  of 
are  to  be  named  William  and 
Muni  and  Victoria  and  Albert  so  that 
ignorant  foreigners  may  imagine  we  are 
laying  down  six  vessels. 


Mr.  Alexander  C'r~«-s  was  absont  unpaired. 
was  no  croes  voting."—  Glasgow  Herald. 


Mr.  CROSS,  having  no  namesake  in  the 
House,  should  be  more  careful. 
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THE    RIGHT    MAN    IN    THE    WRONG    PLACE. 

An  Affectionate  Apostrophe  to  tlic  Chief  Secretary  for  Ireland. 

FULL  often  has  the  irony  of  Fate 

Furnished  me  food  for  ruminant  reflection, 

But  never  more  than  when  I  contemplate, 

With  a  detached  but  most  profound  dejection, 

How  square  a  tiling  you  are,  AUGUSTINE, 
And  how  cylindrical  the  hole  that  you've  been  thrust  in. 

Born  and  bred  up  to  woo  the  arts  of  peace, 
Endowed  by  Mature  with  a  flair  for  letters, 

A  prophet  of  the  age  when  strife  shall  cease 
And  Liberty  discard  her  loathsome  fetters — 

Fate,  by  a  most  superb  vagary, 
Elected  you  Professor  of  Constabulary. 

Thus  on  your  laurelled  head  the  duty  lies 
To  check  a  local  taste  for  gore  and  arson, 

For  harrying  oxen,  cutting  food-supplies, 
And  other  foibles  catalogued  by  CARSON: 

Pathetic  signs  for  so  you  read  'em  ?) 
Of  simple,  childlike  natures  groping  after  Freedom. 

Your  touching  faith  in  that  distressful  isle 
Bids  you  ignore  the  only  real  corrective. 
Men  urge  the  Crimes  Act :  thereupon  you  smile, 

Pleading  that  love  is  far,  far  more  effective ; 
"  It 's  kindness  does  it !  "  you  retort, 
Having  no  heart  to  spoil  the  native's  homely  sport. 

And  yet  the  case,  however  light  your  vein, 
Is  slow  to  lend  itself  to  humorous  patter, 

Your  most  engaging  gift.     And  then,  again 
(Though  this,  I  take  it,  is  a  smaller  matter), 

Your  conscience,  being  fairly  godly, 
Must  recognise  that  it 's  behaving  rather  oddly. 

Then  why  not  timely  drop  the  futile  quest  ? 

Come  back  to  your  old  loves  !  we  want  more  Obiter 
Dicta  to  dote  on.  want  you  at  your  best, 

There  in  the  deep  field,  letting  off  the  lob-hitter  ; — 
Cricket  and  books  and  wit  that  'a  rare  ! 
And  send  your  dusty  politics — well,  you  know  where  ! 

No  one  whose  speech  is  worth  the  pains  to  hear 
Would  call  you  coward,  you  who  took  the  burden 

Twice  of  a  task  forlorn,  with  light-heart  cheer, 
Smilingly  hopeless  of  the  victor's  guerdon  ! 

And  that  reminds  me — one  last  word  : — 
Don't  be  a  Peer;  it  really  would  be  too  absurd  ! 


0.  S. 


Science  Notes. 
THE  THREATENED  SLUMP  IN  MOONSHINE. 

Sir  GEORGE  DARWIN'S  prediction  that  the  moon,  once  part 
of  our  earth,  will  recede  to  a  greater  distance,  has  given  a 
considerable  impulse  to  the  manufacture  of  coon-songs  am! 
other  minor  poetry  dealing  with  an  orb  in  which  the  interest 
of  the  reading  public  is  likely  before  long  to  decline  materially 

THE  RESTING  CLASSES. 

The  official  statement  that  the  pace  of  the  earth's  rotation 
is  decreasing,  and  that  eventually  every  day  will  be  fifty-five 
times  as  long  as  the  present  allowance  of  twenty-four  hours 
is  viewed  with  favour  by  Trades  Unionists,  who  hope  by 
that  time  to  have  secured  a  general  eight-hours  working-day 
which  will  leave  an  ample  margin  of  1312  hours  per  diem 
for  meals,  recreation,  and  repose. 


And  we 


to  try,  you  know. 
You  go  on  trying, 


CROSS-EXAMINATIONS    FOR   THE    HOME; 

OR,  LITTLE  ARTHUR'S  ROAD  TO  KNOWLEDGE. 
(Little  Arthur,  aged  12 ;  his  sister  Mabel,  aged  18.) 

Little  Arthur.  I  say,  Mabs. 
Mabel.  Yes,  Arthur,  what  is  it  ? 
L.  A.  Didn't  you  say  you  wanted  votes  for  women  ? 
Mabel.  Of  course  I  do ;    and   so  do  all  women   who  are 
worthy  of  the  name  ;  and  we  shall  get  them,  too. 

L.  A.  Oh,  but  I  say,  I  heard  Mamma  say  she  didn't  want 
;o  vote ;  and  she  said  a  lot  of  other  things,  Mabs,  you  know 

she  did.    Isn't  Mamma- 

Mabel.  Oh,  Mamma;  she 's  different. 
L.  A.  But  she's  a  woman  all  right,  isn't  she? 
ought  to  do  what  Mamma  wants,  oughtn't  we  ? 

Mabel.  Yes,  yes,  of  course,  in  most  things ;  but  Mamma 
lasn't  thought  about  these  things  ;  she 's  got  so  many  other 
things  to  do ;  and  then  she  has  the  old-fashioned  ideas. 

L.  A.  Then  is  it  only  new-fashioned  people  who  want 
votes  for  women  ?  Because  it  says  (referring  to  newspaper} 
that  some  of  the  ladies  arrested  last  time  were  not  at  all 
young.  Some  of  them  were  more  than  forty.  Aren't  they 
old-fa&hioned  ? 

Mabel.  I  'm  afraid  you  're  too  young  to  understand  these 
hings. 

L.  A.  Yes,  Mabs ;  but  I  should  like 
Papa  told  me  to  try. 

Mabel.  Yes,  Arty,  that 's  quite  right, 
and  I  '11  help  you. 

L.  A.  Thank  you,  Mabs.     But  I  say — 
Mabel.  Yes,  dear. 

L.  A.  Why  do  you  want  a  vote,  Mabs? 
Mabel.  We  want  to  have  a  share  in  the  government  of  the 
country.     We  hold  that  we  ought  to  become  the  equals  of 
men,  and  that  we  ought  to  be  so  treated.     We  believe  in  the 
great  principle  of  no  taxation  without  representation. 

L.  A.  Oh,  Mabs,  that  does  sound  splendid !     But,  Mabs, 
you  don't  pay  taxes,  do  you  ? 
Mabel.  No — not  yet. 

L.  A.  Then,  is  paying  taxes  a  very  nice  thing  ? 
Mabel.  Well,  I  'm  not  sure  it 's  so  very  nice. 
L.  A.  No,  I  thought  not ;    because  Papa 's  always  quite 
furious  about  paying  his  taxes.      You  know,  Mabs,   he 's 
always  in  a  temper  about  them. 

Mabel.  Yes,  he  is.  I  know  Papa's  look  when  the  taxes 
come  in. 

L.  A.  But  if   they're   such   beastly  things,  why  do  you 
want  them  for  yourself  ? 
Mabel.  I  don't. 

L.  A.  But  if  you  want  a  vote  you  must  have  the  taxes 
first,  mustn't  you?  Hadn't  you  better  stay  as  you  are, 
Mabs? 

Mabel.  Never. 

L.  A.  Oh,  then,  I  suppose  a  vote  is  something  splendid. 
It  makes  up  for  taxes  ? 
Mabel.  I  don't  say  that. 

L.  A.  No;  Papa  doesn't  either.  He  said  at  the  last  elec- 
tion he  was  dashed  if  he  'd  vote  for  either  of  them.  He  said 
one  was  as  bad  as  the  other,  and  a  vote  was  more  nuisance 
than  it  was  worth. 

Mabel.  That 's  Papa  all  over. 
L.  A.  Yer ;  but  Papa  knows  about  it 
and  he  doesn't  like  it. 

Mabel.  But  we  say  that  women  have 

duty  than  men.  They  are  more  ready  to  recognise  the  re- 
sponsibilities of  citizenship.  They  see  things  more  clearly 
and  take  juster  views. 

L.  A.  Then  you  think  women  are  really  better  than  men, 
Mabs  ? 


He's  got  a  vote 
higher  sense  of 
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Curate  (ir/io  *lr,iin,l<-»  lo  c.r'i«t  on  £120  a  year  with  tri/«  and  oix  elnldren).  "  W«  AM  OIVIKO  vr  MEAT  AS  A  UTTLK  Bxrnmnrr.  M«s.  DAMIKR." 
y  Pari»JW<ni«r.  "On,  YES!    ONE  CAN  so  WELL  LIVE  ON  FISU,  POULTRY,  GAME  AND  PLENTY  OF  KOUBISIIINO  wmtg,  CAJI'T  OKI ? " 


Mabel.  Certainly  I  (lo. 

//.    \.  Hut.  you  said  just  now  that  if  you  got  the  vote  you 
would  become  the  equals  of  men. 
Mabel.  Yes,  certainly. 

L.  A.  But,  if  you  're  better  now,  you  M  l>e  worse  off  if  you 
got  to  be  equals  by  having  the  vote.  Hadn't  you  better  leave 
it  alone,  Ma  I  is  V 

Mabel.  It 's  very  difficult  to  make  little  boys  see  these 
things.  Isn't  it  time  for  your  French  lesson  yet? 

L.  A.  No,  not  quite  yet.  Of  course,  I  know  I'm  not 
clever.  That 's  why  I  'in  asking  you  to  help  me,  Mabs. 
And,  oh,  I  say.  Mabs,  can  you  fixht  as  well  as  a  man?  Could 
you  knock  ;i  man  down,  like  Dick? 

Mabel.  Of  course  not.      Unite  force  proves  nothing. 
L.  A.  No,  Mabs,  I  suppose  not;  but  l>ick  did  it  jolly  well, 
and  you  were  very  glad  to  have  him  there. 

Mabel.  I  daresay  I  was  ;   but  1  .-ay  again  it  prores  nothing. 
L.  A.  But  it  Bays  (reading /row  nempaper):  "The  women 
threw  themselves  at  the  solid  lines  of  constables,  and  were 
gently  but  firmly  repelled.     The  police  endured  very  patiently 
the  pushing  and' scratching  of  the  militants.    A  young  woman 
went  into  a  sort  of  hysterical  fit  after  several  rushes,  and  was 
removed."     Why  do  they  do  that? 
Mabel.  There's  the  clock  striking. 
L.  A.  Yes,  but — 
Mabel.  Run  away  now;  Mademoiselle  is  waiting  for  you. 

Motto  for  our  Military  Aeroplane. 
Sumum,  CODY  ! 


THE  BEETLE. 

WHENCE  comes  the  beetle  ''.     Has  he  l*en  pursued 

Into  the  dark  recesses  of  his  hiirV 

I  >id  any  mortal  ever  see  him  there  ? 
Was  any  beetle  ever  interviewed  ''. 
I  l»w  coiues  ii  that  he  can  and  does  elude 

The  wiles  of  Keating  and  the  baited  snare, 

Discriminating  with  the  nicc.-t  care 
What  may  be  eaten,  what  must  be  eschewed  ? 

Vain  questions  these  ;  for  beetle*  as  a  race 

Were  iilwavs  my.-teries.     They  ebb  and  flow  ; 
Bv  ni"hl  cm.-rging  from  that  mystic  place 

Wbrre  through  tbe  daylight  hours  they  undergo 
Enforced  seclusion,  with  averted 

lu  darkness  such  as  only  beetles  know. 

'•Thr   Picture  j.irs,.,,!.-.!  l.v  tin-  l.ri»;1.l  r,.-tmnw  and  uniform*  amid«t 
llu-  elegant  surro«H..I,,:^   WM  nlmcM   uiil.rokrn  unii! 
l.a.l   iK^un  I"  a-Mime  tlu-ir  <.riKinal  pr.  1  it  was  iiftr 

o'clock  that  the  last  of  tlie  guests  In  . 

Hvwl  anii  Mihtnni  Iterant. 


The  "original  proportions"  of  two  o'clock  are  understood 
to  be  as  follows  :  Chest  3S  in.,  waist  30  in.,  bice]  -  1 

A  Cave  -Dweller. 

«  Wanted  an  opening  in  llw  Country,  f-r  Garden  Boy.  to  live  •  iii  ." 
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HOMES    FOR    ALL. 

["  Why  shouldn't  tlie  animals  have  a  House- 
Hunters'  Guide,  too  ?  " 

"  \Vhy,  indeed !  " — Domestic  Conversation.] 

To  TOWN  MICE. 

fTO  LET,  with  immediate  possession, 
commodious  and  convenient  apart- 
ment, beneath  floor,  in  busy  West  End 
dining-room,  where  many  crumbs  are 
spilled  thrice  daily  ;  within  easy  distance 
of  larder ;  no  cat. 


To  COUNTRY  MICE. 

TTNIQUE  opportunity  to  acquire  small 
holding  in  fine  Queen  Anne  wains- 
cot, in  most  picturesque  part  of  Berk- 
shire ;  large  household ;  stilton  always 
in  cut ;  one  cat  kept,  but  so  old  as  to 
be  negligible. 


To  RABBITS. 

ALD- ESTABLISHED  WARREN  has 
several  vacancies  for  tenants ;  sandy 
soil ;  excellent  'pasturage ;  warmth  a 
speciality  ;  squire  a  member  of  Humani- 
tarian Society ;  no  terriers ;  stoats  a 
rarity.  


fTO    LET,   in    delightful    country    in 
Essex,  Unfurnished  Burrows ;    all 
the  latest  improvements ;    three  doors ; 
farmer  a  very  indifferent  shot. 


To  ROOKS. 

A  DMIRABLE  ROOKERY  to  Let  in 
favourite  Sussex  neighbourhood : 
built  of  well-seasoned  Georgian  elms ; 
arable  land ;  compact  guide  to  scare- 
crows on  application  ;  no  shooting. 


To  CATS. 

T)ESIRABLE  HOME  for  Single  Cat 
without  moods  ;  good  fires  kept ; 
generous  table  ;  no  dogs  ;  warm  base- 
ment, and  servants  properly  trained  ; 
two  ladies  with  wide  laps,  and,  upstairs, 
invalid  gentleman  fond  of  pets.  Pre- 
mium required  owing  to  perfection  of 
conditions  ;  present  occupier  willing  to 
vacate  at  midnight ;  new  tenant  must 
arrive  as  a  pathetic  stray. 


QLD-WORLD  Farmhouse  in  Kent 
offers  exceptional  advantages  to 
active  Young  Cat ;  hunting  seven  days 
a  week  ;  average  bag  of  last  tenant, 
3  rats,  14  mice ;  dairy  with  defective 
door ;  affectionate  children ;  pleasant 
and  unrefined  feline  society  in  neigh- 
bourhood. 


To  SQUIRRELS. 

gPLENDID  INVESTMENT.  —  Mag- 
nificent ball-bearing  revolving 
Bijou  Residence,  suitable  to  elderly 
squirrel  unable  to  pedal  so  fast  as  for- 
merly ;  large  supply  of  soft-shelled  nuts 
at  valuation. — Apply  to  Giddier  &  Gid- 
dier, Turnham  Green. 


To  DONKEYS. 
^800     FREEHOLD.-Bn.y, 


Maidenhead  ; 


near 
delightful 


residence  with  paddock,  admirably  suited 
for  vocal  exercise  or  high  kicking. 


To  TORTOISES. 

LET,  in  cliarming  neighbourhood, 
a  beautifully  situated  sloping  bank, 
facing  the  south.  During  an  experience 
of  upwards  of  a  quarter  of  a  century 
tenants  have  never  failed  to  emerge  after 
hibernation  at  least  two  weeks  in  advance 
of  those  in  neighbouring  estates. 


To  GOLD  FISH. 

VACANCY  IN  CHARMING  TANK 
at  Ponder's  End.  Continuous 
supply  of  water  from  fountain  ;  ample 
diet,  including  unlimited  vermicelli  ; 
old-established  rockery  well  covered 
with  picturesque  weed.  No  human 
hands  have  entered  tank  since  youngest 
daughter  of  owner  was  presented  at 
Court. 


To  BATS 
TJNRIVALLED     OPPORTUNITY. 

Warm,  central  position,  berths 
Nos.  7  and  8  on  eligible  branch  in  fine 
old  Sussex  Spinney.  Comfortable  foot- 
hold. Last  year  large  family  of  dor- 
mice at  foot  of  tree. 


WANTED. 

"REQUIRED,  comfortable  home  by  an 

aged  Pug  with  an  old-age  pension. 

Not  higher  than   2nd  floor  if  no  lift ; 

2  to  3  guineas  ;  no  children  or  draughts. 


THE   RETURN    OF  THE    LION. 

["  The  Litsilania  arrived  yesterday  at  Liver- 
pool from  New  York.  She  had  on  board  400 
passengers,  332,000  dollars,  1,570  sacks  o£ 
mails,  and  Mr.  Sandy  Kilter." — Daily  Press, 
passim."] 

No  sooner  was  the  Lnsltanla  sighted 
than  the  Scotchmen  of  Liverpool,  rein- 
forced by  detachments  of  Scotchmen 
from  Manchester,  London,  and  other 
places  where  they  abound,  formed  them- 
selves into  battalions  and  marched  to 
the  docks,  playing  and  singing  national 
airs. 

On  Mr.  Sand y  Kilter's  exhibiting  him- 
self in  full  Scotch  costume  on  the 
captain's  bridge,  they  set  up  a  cheer 
which  could  be  heard  in  the  Isle  of  Man, 
and  seriously  annoyed  Mr.  HALL  CAINE. 
On  arriving  within  hail  Mr.  Sandy 
Kilter,  who  had  left  Euston  some  weeks 
before  with  the  parting  words  on  his 
lips,  "  God  bless  you  till  I  come  back," 
shouted,  "  Here  I  am,  you  see,  as  sound 
as  u  Scotch  blue-bell."  The  guard  of 
welcome  then  broke  unanimously  into  a 
Highland  fling,  which  endured  until  the 
little  man  was  in  their  midst,  when  they 
pulled  him  nearly  to  pieces  out  of  pure 
joy.  On  discovering,  however,  that  his 
American  fortune  was  not  on  his  person, 
but  in  a  strong  box  on  board,  his 
countrymen  desisted  and  permitted  the 
interviewers  to  get  at  him. 


In.  honour  of  this  unique  occasion — 
the  return  of  England's  darling — the 
great  papers,  represented  usually  by 
reporters,  had  sent  each  its  editor-in- 
chief,  a  select  few  of  whom  had  acquired 
by  ballot  the  privilege  of  a  few  words 
with  the  hero. 

Mr.  Sandy  Kilter,  in  conversation  with 
the  editor  of  TJie  Spectator,  computed 
that  during  his  visit  to  America  he  was 
heard  by  150,000  persons  who  paid  for 
the  entree  and  an  unknown  quantity 
that  did  not.  His  hand  was  wrung 
14,000  times,  and  the  breath  expended 
in  saying,  "  Good  old  Sandy,"  if  em- 
ployed as  motive  power,  would  turn  the 
sails  of  the  Moulin  Rouge  for  three  years. 

To  the  interviewer  of  The  Daily  Mall 
Mr.  Sandy  Kilter  said  that  he  had  sung 
before  President  ROOSEVELT.  The  Presi- 
dent had  not  his  gun  with  him. 

Mr.  Sandy  Kilter  expressed  the  opinion 
to  the  editor  of  The  Manchester  Guardian 
that  if  COLUMBUS  had  never  seen  an  egg 
he,  Mr.  Kilter,  would  be  some  millions  of 
bawbees  the  poorer.  America,  he  said, 
is  the  most  wonderful  country,  filled 
with  the  warmest  hearts,  in  the  world. 

Mr.  Sandy  Kilter  confided  to  the  editor 
of  The  Standard  that  he  earned  two 
dollars  a  minute  waking  or  sleeping  all 
the  time  he  was  in  America. 

Asked  pointedly  by  the  editor  of  The 
Pall  Mall  Gazette  why  he  did  not  return 
to  Scotland  for  a  few  weeks  at  any  rate 
of  the  year,  Mr.  Sandy  Kilter  replied  that 
he  remained  in  England  and  America 
because  he  liked  to  be  among  his 
countrymen. 

Conversing  with  the  editor  of  The 
Morning  Post,  Mr.  Sandy  Kilter  said  that 
the  drawback  to  America  was  the  paucity 
of  haggises.  He  had  seen  only  four 
all  the  time  he  had  been  there,  and  two 
of  these  were  eaten  by  Big  BILL  TAFT 
before  he  (Mr.  Kilter)  could  get  at  them. 

Interviewed  by  the  editor  of  The 
Guardian,  Mr.  Sandy  Kilter  said  that 
America  was  the  greatest  country  he  had 
ever  struck.  It  extended  from  the 
Atlantic  to  the  Pacific  and  back  again. 

Asked  by  the  editor  of  The  Times  if  lie 
was  intending  to  return  to  America  soon, 
Mr.  Sandy  Kilter  said  that  he  could  not 
yet  say  for  certain,  but  whether  he  went 
or  not  he  had  written  a  new  song  to 
convince  his  countrymen  that  whatever 
his  movements  might  be  his  heart  was 
true  to  Scotland.  The  chorus  ran : — 

I'm  }:atriotic  day  and  niglit,  nae  rnattor  whaur 

I  gang, 
It's  Scotland  wha<U  I  fain  would  be,  I  leave  it 

wi'  a  pang ; 
I  leave  it  wi'  a  pang,  ye  ken,  and  when  I  've 

made  my  pile 
I'm  gaein'  back  to  Scotland,  Loys,  to  spend  it; 

wi'  a  smile. 

But  1  warn  ye,  never  fear, 
That  the  gettin"  o'  the  gear 
May  tak'  your  little  Sandy  boy  a  bonny  lang 

while ! 
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COMING    MODES. 

According  to  the  autlmriiirs  on  Fashion,  the  touch  of  dowdincss  which  for  some  time  has  been  a  distinguishing  feature  in  m  II'H  attire 
is  going  to  be  le  dernier  mot  in  women's  dress.     For  those  of  our  readers  about  to  order  Spring  goods  a  few  forecasts  of  fashionable  attiro 

for  the  coming  season  may  not  be  inopportune. 


i 


TUE  PARK:   CIICRCU 


A  DUCAL  BALLKOOM. 


TUK  ENCLOSURE  AT  ASCOT. 


THE  BACHELOES'  CLCB. 
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After  the  interviewers  and  photo- 
graphers had  all  finished,  Mr.  Sandy 
Kilter  was  allowed  to  enter  the  train, 
but  he  had  first  to  receive  a  beautiful 
gold -mounted  slogan,  on  which  was 
engraved  the  date  and  record  of  the 
historic  occasion. 

At  Euston  another  ceremony  awaited 
the  famous  singer,  when  the  PRIMI: 
MINISTER  and  Mr.  HALDANK  (represent- 
ing our  Scottish  Cabinet)  received  him 
and  presented  an  address  of  welcome. 
lie  was  then  escorted  to  his  home  at 
Tooting  by  a  guard  of  honour  drawn 
from  the  Black  Watch. 


PERCY. 

Do  you  play  Percy?  It  is  a  jolly 
game,  though  long  and  intricate.  I 
fancy  I  won  last  night,  but  I  can't  be 
certain. 

The  first  thing  that  I  remember  clearly 
was  hearing  somebody  say,  "It's  your 
turn."  So  I  turned  to  my  neighbour 
and  said,  "  What  have  I  got  to  do  ?  " 
A  man  opposite  me,  who  soemed  to  know 
all  about  it,  said,  "  We  want  a  sentence 
of  three  words  beginning  with  "  B."  I 
thought  a  long  time,  and  then  said  : 

"  Bulls  buzz  badly." 

"  That  doesn't  make  sense,"  he  said. 

"  Why  not?"  I  asked.  "  Bees  buzz, 
don't  they  ?  " 

"  Of  course." 

"  Well,  you  told  me  to  begin  with  a 
B." 

"  Yes,  but— 

"All  right,  here's  another  one.  Black- 
beetles  bar  Beef-tea.  That 's  sense 
enough,  anyhow." 

So  then  we  went  on  to  C.  After  a 
time  I  had  on  my  piece  of  paper  a  short 
list  of  representative  facts,  which  could 
be  arranged  in  some  sort  of  order,  thus  : 

NATUIUL  IIiSTonv. 

AnnJiurii'.s  always  apologise. 

Blackbeetles  bat-  Beef-tea.  (I  don't 
blame  them.) 

Giraffe.-!  gargle  grandly.  (This  is 
obvious.) 

Unicorns  uphold  undercests.  (This  I 
am  not  so  certain  of). 

.!•',<  CLESiASTlC. 

Can  Gliurchicardens  cough  ' 
Elephants  envy  Episcopalians.  (Silly.) 
Hedgehog*  hum  hymns. 

FnuircuL. 

Fantiis  fell  flat. 

(NOTE.  — "  Fanti  "  is  a  mine.  This 
fact  is  alleged  and  without  prejudice. 
The  management  cannot  be  held  re- 
sponsible lor  accidents  on  the  rink.) 

STILL  LIFE. 

Bull's-eyes  barely  bounce. 
POLITICAL. 

Marquises  mostly  meditate. 
Votes  for  Women. 


And  so  on.  This  does  not  pretend  to 
be  complete,  but  it  forms  the  foundation 
of  a  trustworthy  reference  book. 

Well,  just  as  I  was  getting  set  I  was 
picked  up  and  led  to  another  table  and 
given  a  pair  o."  scissors  and  a  packet  of 
pins.  While  I  was  moralising  to  myself 
that  Pins  prick  Princes  and  Scissors 
sometimes  sciss,  my  attention  was 
called  to  a  bowl  of  \\ater  in  which 
several  corks  were  floating,  and  a  man 
opposite,  who  seemed  to  know  all  about 
it,  told  me  to  pick  the  pins  up  with  the 
scissors  and  see  how  many  I  could  stick 
into  one  particular  cork.  This  is  a  thing 
I  had  never  previously  wanted  to  do. 

At  the  end  of  a  quarter  of  an  hour  I 
had  stuck  twenty  pins  into  the  bottom 
of  the  bowl,  and  one  (I  still  believe) 
into  the  bottom  of  the  cork.  That 
however,  will  never  be  known  for  cer- 
tain, for  the  game  took  another  sudden 
turn,  and  I  found  myself  gazing  at  a 
small  pack  of  cards  and  saying,  "  Cards 
comfort  camels."  Then,  as  I  was  feel- 
ing in  my  pocket  for  a  pin,  my  right- 
hand  neighbour  said  : 

"  You  know  how  to  play,  don't  you?" 

"I'm  learning,"  I  said  cautiously. 

"  Well,  it 's  quite  easy.  You  deal  thir- 
teen cards,  and  then  what  you  want  to 
do  is " 

"The  point  is,"  said  my  left-hand 
neighbour,  "to  get  out  as  many  cards  — 

"For  instance,  supposing  you  had  a 
red  knave  there  and  a  black  ten  there, 
then— 

"  Of  course  an  ace  goes  out  at  once." 

"  The  whole  object  is — 

"  Perhaps,"  said  the  man  opposite, 
who  seemed  to  know  all  about  it,  "I 
can  make  it  clearest  by  putting  it  in  this 
way.  Now  suppose — 

At  this  moment  (there  are  points  about 
Percy)  a  man  whom  I  had  never  seen 
before  came  up  to  my  left-hand  neigh- 
bour and  said,  "  Shall  we  go  down  to 
supper?"  Now,  give  me  a  lead  and 
I  'in  over  like  a  bird.  I  turned  to  my 
right-hand  neighbour  and  said,  "  Let 's 
go  too  ;  "  and  I  added,  as  we  went  off, 
Leonard  loves  lobster."  After  that  1 
did  not  talk  much  for  half-an-hour. 

The  game  now  became  very  fust.  I 
was  given  another  pencil,  a  pair  of 
scissors  (I  think),  and  a  piece  of  paper 
on  which  an  old  lady  next  to  me  had 
written  a  line  of  poetry.  The  man 
opposite,  who  knew  all  about  the  game, 
told  me  to  write  underneath  it  a  line 
rhyming  to  it.  The  old  lady's  line  was — • 

"  There  loas  a  little  boy  who  had 
'due  eyes  and  hair  of  gold" 

I  wrote : 

"  That  line  is  in  no  metre  at  all,  but 
if  ice  aren't  bothering  about  metre  and 
you  only  mint  a  rhyme.  I  don't  mind 
adding  that  his  feet  ueiv  cold." 

Then  I  folded  it  up,  turned  to  my 
left-hand  neighbour,  and  said,  "Shall 


we  go  down  to  supper?  "  And  I  added, 
"  Archibald  adores  asparagus."  Now 
there  must  be  some  rule  in  the  game 
that  I  hadn't  quite  mastered,  for  we  had 
only  got  as  far  as  the  door  when  I  was 
asked  to  wait  a  moment.  I  waited  a 
moment,  and  was  immediately  seized  by 
somebody  else  and  given  two  pencils  and 
a  bowl  of  marbles. 

"  What  do  you  do?"  asked  the  girl 
on  my  right. 

"It's  quite  easy,"  I  said.  "Suppose 
you  have  a  black  knave  there,  and  a  red 
ten  there —  But  perhaps  I  can  show 
it  you  best  with  a  figure,"  and  I  began 
to  sharpen  one  of  the  pencils. 

"No,"  said  somebody,  "you  have  to 
take  the  marbles  out  of  the  bowl,  and 
put  thorn  on  the  table." 

I  put  the  pencil  down  and  proceeded 
to  do  this.  When  I  had  been  doing  it 
for  some  hours  the  man  opposite,  who 
certainly  knew  all  about  it,  looked  up 
at  me  and  said  very  sternly,  "  With  the 
pencils."  Before  I  was  able  to  begin 
again,  I  was  handed  a  packet  of  pins 
(or  something)  and  asked  to  think  of  a 
living  poet  beginning  with  A. 

"I  don't  know  her  name,"  I  said, 
"  but  just  now — 

By  this  time  I  had  scored  four  hun- 
dred-and-seventy-eight,  and  I  was  gene- 
rally supposed  to  be  in  the  running  for  a 
prize.  1  did  something  with  a  needle 
and  a  piece  of  string  which  gave  me 
twenty  more,  and  then  settled  down  to 
a  really  steady  game  with  the  scissors 
and  a  pack  of  cards.  I  had  just  dealt 
these  round,  and  was  preparing  (under 
the  direction  of  the  mau  opposite)  to 
say  "Snap!"  when  my  right-hand 
neighbour,  who  was  leading  me  by  five 
only,  got  up  and  went  across  to  a  com- 
petitor with  two  pencils,  and  said,  "I 
must  really  be  going  now  ;  it  has  been 
a  perfectly  delightful  evening."  I  was 
not  going  to  be  beaten  on  the  post,  so  I 
did  the  game.  Then  I  was  handed  my 
hat  and  coat,  and  asked  to  think  of — 

It  was  some  time  before  I  realised 
what  had  happened,  and  then  I  decided 

to  think  of  a  hansom. 

*  *  *  * 

It  is  a  very  jolly  game.  The  rules,  as 
I  say,  are  a  little  diilicult,  but  you  soon 
pick  it  up.  It  is  called  Percy,  because 
there  is  always  a  man  opposite  who 
knows  all  about  it,  and  his  name  is 
Percy.  A.  A.  M. 

Old-Age  Suspensions. 
We  greatly  hope  that  the  following 
headlines  from  The  Birmingham  Daily 
Pout  do  not  actually  indicate  the  estab- 
lishment of  a  new  and  compulsory 
Suicide  Club  on  the  principle  of  vica- 
rious sacrifice: — 

CONVOCATION    OF    CANTERBURY. 
THE  BISHOPS  AND  SUICIDE. 

AN    ACK-U-MIT    FOR    C'LEltOYMEN." 
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THE    CENTENARY    COURT. 

Tin-:  fust  day's  proceeding!  in  tin; 
newly  established  Centenary  Court  at- 
tracted ii  good  deal  of  attention,  ]>>  < 
a  largo,  section  of  the  newspaper-public 
bail  began  to  resent  the  practice  nl 
labstitating  memorial  articles  about 
P.mviv  and  LINCOLN-,  Sir  JOHN  MOOHK 
and  Mis.  HIIOWNINC,  for  real  livr  n> 
dm  day.  Tin-  Court,  OB  constituted  l>y 
an  Order  in  Council  "For  the  Hotter 
Supervision  of  Semi-Jubilees,  Jubilees, 

Piamond  Jubilees,  lladiuin  Jubilees, 
Centenaries  and  Ter  J  ubilees,  and  in 
restraint  nf  Indiscriminate  Memorialis- 
ing," Consisted  of  Lord  Au:m 'in,  author 
of  tin-  1 1  mid  ml  IVst  Ho., Us,  1'r.  W.  ( !. 
(iiari-:,  compiler  of  a  Hundred  Centuries, 
Mr.  A.  ( '.  SUIXIUIIM:.  author  of  A 
('ininrij  of  Jfoiiinli-i.t,  Mr.  CI.KMKNT  K. 
Sitoun:it,  autlior  of  The  Old  Hronte 
Hundredth,  and  tin-  Steward  of  the 
Cliiltern  llundrods.  The  Court,  at  its 
lirst,  .session,  oo  opted  as  legal  a- 
Mr.  Justice  PAULINO,  author  of  the 
Hundred  I^east  .lo!u  s. 

l»rd  Au.witY  opened  pn  ooedings  by 
observing  that  centenary  was  derived 
from  the  1-alin  rvii/i/m,  meaning  a  hun- 
dred, and  that,  it  liad  been  shown  to  he 
possible  I ooi  lebra'e  I  beeenlenary  oithcrof 
:i  gr.  at.  man's  lliitll  or  his  death,  or  even 
both.  11  he  might,  without  vanity,  use 
a  personal  illustration,  it  would  l>e  prac- 
ticable for  his  own  birth  centenary  to  be 
celebrated  in  1931.  Provided  that  the 
date  of  a  person's  birth  had  been  accu- 
rately registered,  there  could  seldom  1x3 
any  serious  dilliculty  in  calculating  the 
incidi'uee  of  his  birth-centenary.  On 
tlie  other  hand,  the  centenary  of  the 
death  of  an  eminent  person  could  never 
be  fixed  with  anything  more  than 
approximate  accuracy  during  his  life- 
time, lie  made  these  observations  in 
DO  spirit  of  self-seeking,  bul  only  for  the 
information  of  the  Court. 

I  lo  wished  also  to  indicate  some  general 
rules  of  procedure.  Intheeaseof  a  minor 
celebrity,  not  likely  to  be  found  worthy 
of  a  centenary,  the  Court  might  be 
prepared  to  make  an  order  fora  Jubilee. 
Again,  if  an  eminent  person  had  duly 
celebrated  his  centenary — the  test  of 
celebration  to  be  leading  articles  in  at 
least  live  morning  papers  and  an  illus- 
trated page  in  Tin:  fy/ieir  or  The  Taller 

the  Court  should  never  refuse  a  Ter- 
Jubilee  order,  when  tlie  time  arrived. 

He  was  not  fo  clear  uboi.t  Hi-centen- 
aries ;  because  it  might  be  said  that  a  man 
who  had  been  centenarised  and  ter-jubi- 
leed--  if  he  might  be  allowed  to  coin  two 
words  which  had  not  the  authority  of  the 
Oxford  Dictionary  (possibly,  in  the  latter 
case,  because  that  monumental  work 
had  not  yet  reached  the  letter  T)— ought 
to  be  ready  to  make  way  for  some  other 
eminent  man  who  had  been  less  fortu- 


Molor-car  riolim  (after  u  /mrri,-./  pii!e/i-i/p  at  neaitfl  chemitt't). 
HAT  ADOUT  THE  8AIIF.  SHAPE  AS  THIS." 


I  WANT  1 


nate.  However,  what  the  Court  had 
chiefly  to  keep  in  view  was  the  public 
interest,  which  would  suffer  if  the  wrong 
people  were  commemorated.  In  such 
an  Anniis  Mirabilis  ns  1909,  a.  nicer 
scrutiny  should  be  applied  to  applicants 
who,  in  ordinary  years,  would  be  less 
severely  criticised.  They  would  now 
take  the  firt-t  C;ise. 

Mr.  CIJ-:MI;M  K.  Siioitmi  said  that  he 
appeared  to  support,  an  application  on 
behalf  of  the  immortal  memory  of 
THOMAS  ll\i\<  HAYI.Y,  the  Hndium 
Jubilee  of  who-.-1  ihath  would  fall  on 
April  L'± 

Mit.  JIM  ui:  pMti.iv;.  Should  this  ap- 
(ilication  not  come  before  the  New  Old 
Hailey?  (NolautfUtr.) 

MR.  SwiM'.ntM-:.  Never  heard  of  HAH.Y. 
What  was  lie  ? 

MR.  SiionrEn.  A  ]>cct.  He  wrote  /'</ 
be  a  Butlcrjli/,  UV  wicf,  'tuas  in  u 
,  and  She  icoiv  a  Wi"eath  of  Roses. 

DR.  GHACK.   1  remember  when  I  was  u 


lad  at  school  that  we  had  a  rhyme  which 
began  like  that : 

She  wore  a  wreath  of  roaw. 

It  was  iu  the  month  of  Juno. 
Ami  we  8lo.nl  on  llm  bridge  at  midnight 

Throwing  snnwl  alls  at  the  moon. 

I>ua>  AvK.iiiRY.   That  Bounds  a  little 
as  if  somebody  had  been  making  fun  of 
the  poem.     At  le.i-t  it  does  not  sound  to 
me    quite    like  a  serious    jmein.      Don't 
you  think  it  is  a  joke,  Mr.  I'AI:I 
Mil.  Jl  sun;  I>u:l  IV       I 
-.isi.il  |  r..ii"u: 

I'liiltt-rn  Iliiwlrfils  lan-jh*  il<nil>t- 
/ulli/.     \J'  V  look* peri>li:wl.) 

Mr.   SWIMHI.MT.    You  say  that   1 

.  poet.     1'id  he  write  "desire"  as 
a  word  of  two  or  three  sylld.i 

Mr.  SIIOIIIFR.  He  never  wrote  it  at  all. 
He  always  called  il  love.  His  songs 
could  be  sung  in  any  drawing-room. 

.  AVKJH  RY.  !><>  you  projKwe  to  call 
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'  So  THIS   IS  YOUR  FAMOUS   REMBRANDT,   En  ?      VfiKT   FINE  ;    BUT   I  SEE  IT   IS  SIOSED   '  RACHEL.'  " 
'  DOT  IS   OS  ACCOUNT   OF   MEIS   CREDITORS.      EvERTDINQ  VOS   IN   MEIN  WIFE'S  NAME." 


any  evidence  in  support  of  your  applica- 
tion? 

Mr.  SHORTER  :  Only  a  little,  my  lord. 
I  should  like  to  call  Mr.  ANDREW  LANG. 

Mr.  JUSTICE  DARLING  (hurriedly) — 

Man  wants  but  little  here  below, 
But  wants  that  little  Lang. 

LORD  AVEBUUY.  I  think  the  last  word 
should  be  "long,"  Mr.  DARLING.  It  is 
not  a  Scotch  poem. 

Mr.  LANG,  sworn,  deponed  that  he 
knew  THOMAS  HAYNES  BAYLY  as  a  minor 
pre-and-very-early-Victorian  poet,  about 
whom  he  had  once  written  an  article. 
He  desired  to  express  no  opinion  on  the 
eligibility  of  BAYLY  for  a  Jubilee.  But 
it  seemed  to  him  hardly  in  the  best  of 
taste  to  hold  public  rejoicings  because  a 
minimus  poet  had  died  seventy  years 
ago.  As  a  journalist  he  appreciated 
Mr.  SHORTER'S  anxiety  to  have  a  page 
about  BAYLY  in  The  Sphere  this  April, 
instead  of  waiting  for  the  centenary  of 
his  death  in  1939,  or  the  bi-centenary  of 
his  birth  in  1997.  He  understood,  of 
course,  that  the  writing  of  memorial 
articles  was  now  an  industry  of  consider- 
able importance. 

LORD  AVEISCHY.    Perhaps,  if  you  could 
quote  some  little  tiling  written  by  the 


applicant,  it  might  clear  the  mind  of  the 
•ourt. 

Mi.  JUSTICE  DARLING  (in  a  whisper). 
Perhaps  it  might  clear  the  Court. 

Mr.  ANDREW  LANG.  Let  rue  see.  Turn, 
turn,  turn : — 

Oh,  no  !  we  never  mention  her, 

Her  name  is  never  heard  ; 
Our  lips  are  now  forbid  to  speak 
That  once  familiar  word. 

I  cannot  but  recall  her  with 

Some  feelings  of  regret ; 
Tis  true  she  married  Mr.  Smith, 

But  ah  !  can  I  forget? 

LORD  AVEBURY.  Thank  you,  Mr.  LANG. 
I  think  I  like  the  second  verse  best. 

MR.  LANG.  I  thought  you  would.  I 
wrote  the  second  verse  myself.  It 
always  seems  to  me  about  the  best 
thing  that  BAYLY  never  did. 

MR.  SWINBURNE.  Does  Mr.  LANG  claim 
to  have  written  any  more  of  BAYLY'S 
poems  ? 

DR.  GRACE.  I  think  that  is  a  very 
proper  question.  It  would  affect  BAYLY'S 
place  in  the  averages  if  he  was  allowed 
a  substitute  to  bat  for  him. 

MR.  LANG.  No.  I  wrote  only  that 
verse.  I  had  no  time  to  write  any 
more  of  BAYLY. 


LORD  AVEBURY.  Nevertheless,  I  think 
the  application  might  be  granted. 

MB.  JUSTICE  DARLING.  I  concur,  if  Mr. 
SHORTER  will  enter  into  two  sureties  that 
THOMAS  HAYNES  BAYLY  is  really  dead, 
and  that  this  application  is  not  a  pub- 
lisher's device  to  boom  some  living 
poet  of  the  same  name. 

DR.  (SHACK.  Where  was  BAYLY  born  ? 

MR.  SHORTER.  At  Bath. 

DR.  GRACE.  Then  he  was  nearly  a 
Gloucester  man. 

At  this  point  proceedings  abruptly 
terminated,  the  Court  being  rushed  by 
a  band  of  minor  poets  carrying  a 
banner  with  the  devices  "  HONOUR  THE 
LIVING  "  and  "  WE  ARE  STARVING." 


From  a  G.W.R.  Booklet. 

"PRIVATE  HOTEL  AND  BOARDING-HOUSE,  NEWQUAT. 
'  One    minute  from  Beach  and  Post  Office, 
and  facing  the  German  Ocean." 

It  is  doubtful,  however,  if  the  invading 
army  will  really  land  at  Newquay. 

[N.B. — The  above  remark  has  not  yet 
been  licensed  by  the  Censor  of  Plays, 
and  may  not,  therefore,  be  sung  or 
t>cited  in  any  theatre.] 
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OUR    'AIRY  NOTHING." 

MR.  HAI.TUNE  (/»•,!<•/ ',/,„>,  miJit.m/  an,,t',on).   "SOMEHOW   I    DON'T  SEEM  TO   BE   FLYING  AS  NICELY 
AS  I  SHOULD  LIKE.      PERHAPS  I  GOT   MY   WIXGS  TOO  CHEAP." 
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ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED  FHO«  TIIK  I>iuiv  OF  TOBY,  M.P. 
lloiifi'  o/  '  '"iitmons,  Monday,  Februui'i/ 
'2-iul.  When  Orders  of  the  Day  were 
called  on,  I'liKMiKit  was  in  something 
that  looked  like:  tight  place.  Still 
harping  on  the  many-stringed  Address. 
Parliament  met  :v  little  later  than  usual. 
After  last  year's  experience,  not  disposed 
to  make  up  for  it  by  silting  on  through 
August.  Urgent  business  wailing. 
Ordinary  assembly  of  picked  men  would 
without  an  hour's  delay  put  their  hand 
to  it.  Mother  of  Parliaments  not  an 
ordinary  assembly.  Of  a  possible  maxi- 
mum of  twenty-live  weeks  in  Session, 
to-night  sees  elose  of  one  passed  in  pur- 
poseless chatter.  Nor  is  it  ended  yet. 
Practically  two  weeks,  freshest  of  Ses- 
sion, will  be  appropriated  for  what  no 
man  who  has  heard  the  discussion,  in 
less  marked  decree  no  one  who  has  read 
report  of  it,  would  regard  as  of  any 
practical  advantage  either  to  individuals 
or  the  State. 

At  end  of  July,  when  hours  aro  pre- 
rious,  legislative  work  will  be  scamped 
or  abandunc?d  because  there  is  no  time 
to  earry  it  through.  Ministers  would 
then  give  a  peerage  to  any  man  who 
could  restore  this  wasted  fortnight. 
Wli.it  would  you?  It's  a  way  wo  have 
at  Westminster.  Consecrated  by  age,  it 
will  continue  through  all  coming  Ses- 
bions,  renewing  its  youth  like  the  eagle. 
What  happens  to-night  has  by  com- 
parison some  semblance  of  reality.  KMT 
since  Parliament  elected  there  has  been 


"A  RATIIEB  WEAK  GOVERNESS." 
(Mr.  Birroil  as  described  by  Lord  Dunravou.) 


DEFERRED  I'RETEKEXCE. 

The  Prime  Minister.  "  Notice  him  ?     Of  course  I  notice  him  !     H«  remains  the  '  Dominating 
Issue,'  but  1  'vo  a  lot  of  little  things  to  see  to  before  I  get  rid  of  him  !  " 


promise  of  fight  to  a  finish  with  House 
of  Lords.  Whilst  he  was  yet  with  us, 
C.-H.  longed  to  be  at  'em,  a  desire,  not 
exceeded  in  earnest  no.-,-;  by  the  mutual 
.ing  of  Sir  Ul<  ilAHl)  $TBACBAI  ai.d 
the  K-arl  of  CHATHAM.  Several  times 
went  very  near  naming  precise  date  for 
opening  figbt  ASQIMTII  more  cautious. 
Not  loss  emphatic  in  denunciation,  but 
vaguer  in  terms  indicating  period  of 
uent.  Neverthelc  ;vated 

by  rejection  of  Licensing  Bill,  he  puh- 
licly  invited  the  Liberal  Party  to  "  treat 
the  veto  of  the  House  of  Lords  as  the 
dominating  issue." 

"  Very  well,"  said  the  Liberal  Party, 
and  began  to  take  its  coat  off  with  an 
alacrity  that   would   have   diseon. 
Mr.  Winkle. 

When  Session  opened,  eagerly  turned 
to  King's  Speech  in  expectation  of  find- 
ing definite  challenge  written  therein. 


Not  a  word  about  it.    So  to-nigh: 
warts   below  Gangway  encoi. 

to  raise  flag  of  revolt ;  iun\ed  what 
1V:\HKR  in  opening  sentence  of   reply 

.ireful  to  i-ciii.t  <.u! 
Cen- uro  on  the  (i.nernment.   Sui.| 
were  carried,  out  would 
try,  and  then  where  would  yc»; 

Position  certainly  awkward.     Asouni 
surmounted    it    with    ac-eiisloni'd    skill 

bis  denonciati 

But  his  proud  spirit  spurn, 
by  them  as  to  pr.v  '  «r  ''•"•• 

-nil  full  of  good 

work.       Once    it    was    fully    fash 
then  let  noble  !><n!s  look  nut. 

When  1'  "'y-1  H" 

and  Labour  Memlxr-  (helping  to  make 
a  minority  of   IT)  rallied   round  t! 
tiiucv  v.v.  --">  approvin.     I 

waiting    policy  dexterously   expounded 
hy  the  PiiEMir.R. 
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Business  done. — Fifth  niglit  of  debate 
on  Address. 

Tuesday. — Good  Unionists  are  begin- 
ning to  look  askance  at  Captain  OfiAIO. 
A  grim  story  from  Tiussia  recently  told 
liow  discovery  had  been  made  that  a 
trusted  member  of  secret  society  was 
actually  what  Mr.  HILLS  would  call  a 
Confederate,  arranging  with  the  Police 
attempted  outrages.  Can  it  be  that  the 
Membsr  for  East  Division  of  Down  lias 
secret  relations  with  ST.  AUGUSTINE,  and 
at  his  Machiavellian  suggestion  dis- 
credits cause  of  Law  and  Order  in 
Ireland  by  making  it  appear  ridiculous 
at  Westminster  ? 

Suspicion  absolutely  unfounded. 
Nevertheless,  uneasiness  of  Ulster  Mem- 
bers to  certain  extent  justified.  To  day 
gallant  Captain  puts  pistol  to  head  of 
CHIEF  SECRETARY,  and  insists  upon  know- 
ing how  many  arrests  were  made  in 
connection  with  the  midnight  attack  on 
Lieutenant  -  Colonel  VIVIAN  RYAN-LENI- 
GAu's^ouse,  Castlefogarty.  (The  postal 
address  seems  borrowed  from  one  of 
LEVER'S  novels.) 

It  turns  out,  according  to  police  re- 
port, that  "the  midnight  attack"  was 
comprehended  in  the  throwing  of  a 
stone  through  the  window  of  unoccupied 
house. 

Nothing  daunted,  CBAIG  asks  another. 
Wants  to  know  how  many  arrests  were 
made  in  connection  with  the  disturb- 
ances at  Thurles  on  Bandar,  January  3  ? 
Again  the  matter-of-fact  police 
report  shows  that  "  the  out- 
break" on  the  day  named 
was  occasioned  by  a  number 
of  small  boys  playing  tia 
whistles  and  beating  tin  cans. 
Their  desperate  leader,  aged 
13,  was  summoned  to  Petty 
Sessions.  Magistrate  showed 
sense  of  enormity  of  offence  by 
fining  him  a  penny. 

House  laughs ;  those  con- 
cerned for  •  maintenance  of 
peace  in  Ireland  think  it  no 
laughing  matter.  It  happens 
that  these  cases  were  gravely 
cited  on  threshold  of  debate 
on  angry  indictment  of  Irish 
Executive  submitted  with 
authority  of  Front  Opposition 
Bench.  How  are  mere  Saxons, 
unimaginative  folk  with  lacial 
leaning  towards  accuracy  of 
statement,  logical  conclusions, 
to  distinguish  between  CIUIG'S 
nightmare,  fancies  and  what 
are  put  forward  by  Earl  PERCY 
as  matters  of  fact,  supporting 
his  declaration  that  the  pre- 
sent Government  "  in  the 
name  of  j  ustice  to  Ireland  has 
taught  her  people  to  trample 


BUTCHER  OF  TRINITY. 

"  There  is  an  undeniable  exhilaration  about 
slaughtering  these  literary  Ministerial  lambs 
which  a  profound  study  of  the  Classics  had  in 
no  way — er— led  me  to  anticipate — er !  " 

(Professor  S.  H.  Butcher,  1I.P.  for  Cambridge 

University.) 

Business  done.  —  Earl  PEKCY  moves 
amendment  to  Address  declaring  condi- 
tion of  large  portion  of  Ireland  deplor- 


Wednesday. — Ireland  again.  Debate 
on  PEI;CY"'S  amendment  continues.  As 
yesterday,  parties  to  debate  are  in  direct 
conflict  on  simplest  matters  of  fact. 
Whilst  one  side  alleges  that  Ireland  is 
in  state  of  anarchy,  with  human  lives 
imperilled  and  property  at  the  mercy  of 
a  predatory  peasantry,  others  declare 
that,  so  far  Jrom  crime  increasing,  the 
country  is,  by  comparison  with  Great 
Britiin,  in  condition  of  almost  absolute 
freedom  from  crime.  ST.  AUGUSTINE 
supports  latter  assertion  by  quoting 
official  returns  showing  state  of  affairs 
to-day  and  in  1880,  when,  Lord  CAKNAR- 
VON'S  secret  conference  with  PARNELL 
coming  to  naught,  the  Crimes  Act  was 
passed  by  Unionist  Government.  At 
that  time  crime  of  all  kinds,  from  murder 
to  the  writing  of  threatening  letters, 
totalled  in  the  police  records  1,056  cases. 
In  the  present  year  they  are,  according 
to  the  same  authority,  only  576,  a  reduc- 
tion of  nearly  fifty  per  cent. 

Once  more  the  mere  Saxon  throws  up 
his  hands  in  despair.  Whom  is  he  to  be- 
lieve ?  •  On  which  side  does  the  truth  lie  ? 

The  Member  for  SARK,  recently  back 
from  a  tour  in  Ireland,  says  nothing 
is  more  difficult  than  to  extort  from 
an  Irish  peasant  a  simple  statement 
bearing  upon  a  matter  however  trivial, 
if  he  suspects  ulterior  design  in  what  is 


able,  and  regretting  that  Ministers  make  '  actually  innocent  enquiry.     Unlettered, 
no  effective  effort  to  restore  the  authority  ill  clad,  half-fed,  he,  with  apparent  dcfer- 


of  the  Law. 


ence  that  reaches  height  of 
perfect  politeness,  fences  with 
the  questioner.  \7oluble,  hu- 
morous, he  seems  to  be  con- 
veying the  desired  informa- 
tion. When  the  stranger  goes 
his  way  and  examines  the  re- 
plies extorted  by  what  he 
regarded  as  rather  skilful 
cross-examination,  he  finds 
the  information  either  ludi- 
crously misleading  or  hope- 
lessly lacking  in  material. 

This  pleasing  trait  in  Irish 
character  has  been  in  evi- 
dence during  last  two  nights 
at  Westminster.  We  troop 
now  to  Division  Lobby,  and 
upon  our  souls  we  don't  know 
whether  Ireland  is  as  black 
as  CARSON  paints  it  or  as  bright 
as  ST.  AUGUSTINE  pictures  it. 

liiisiness  done.  —  Earl 
PERCY'S  amendment  negatived 
by  336  votes  against  118. 


i  — »  ttf-r-r  "°   (Mr.  Asquith)    Wl 

under  foot  both  Liberty  and  who  couldn't  say  when." 

T  ...,'  "  O   "  /rr*i.  _    i»i     Tt 


"  SAY  '  WHEN,'  YE  BASTE  ! ! " 
"He  (Mr.  Asquith)  will  go  down  to  history  as  the  Prime  Minister 


Law"? 


(The  Kt.  lion.  J.  H.  M.  Campbell,  K.C.,  M.P.) 


"  Thirty-four  persons  entered  tho 
contest  at  3d.  a  head.  The  first 
prize-winner  got  Os.  10d.,  tho 
second  3s.  5d.,  and  the  rest  was 
spent  in  beer  among  the  competi- 
tors.''—^^ Star. 

When  you  work  it  out,  it 
looks  rather  like  a  Temper- 
ance Pool. 


i<)<  Hi.; 
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(/room,  "(ioou  GRACIOUS,  MAsniit  Tun!     WHERE  'AVE  rou  BKKM,  GETTIS'  TOUIISELF  ALL  OVEK  MUU  MKK  THAT?" 

Master  Tom.  "  Wgui.,  DAD  SAID  I  WOULDN'T  BE  A  HORSEMAN  TILL  I'D  HAD  SEVBS  FALLS,  so  I  TIIOIKJHT  I  'D  JOST  GET  IT  ovn." 


BLMSICHE'S    LETTERS. 

SOME  TOPICS  or  THE   DAT. 

I'  ark  l*i  >  a-. 

DKABEBT  I>\I-II\K,  -To  crin  or  not  to 
crin—  that,  is  ihc  question!  D'you 
yourself,  my  dear,  flounced  to  the  waist, 
with  a  shawl  worn  pointed,  and  the 
Spoon-bill  bonnet  of  our  grannies? 
There,  "now  thing  to  bo  said  for  the  crin, 
and  even  llml  can  be  said  by  only  a  select 


or  a  seat  for  the  Final  Cup  M.ttoh  at  says  his  cousin  Middleshire  and  some 
the  ('.  P.  It's  quite  a  nice  feeling  to  of  them  were  talking  about  it  at  tin- 
be  working  so  bard  for  one's  country.  Dawdlers'  the  other  night,  and  they 
We've  got  heiii>.*  of  recruits  ;  and  I  decided  that,  if  they  were  alxilished, 
really  do  think  that,  by  the  lime  Dtuly  they'd  a*k  for  Old-Ag»>  Pensions. 


few    of    us  —  it 


give  a  show    to   a 


Tli rill x  declares  war,  we'll  be  ready  for 
anything  !  But  the  'fly  in  the  ointment' 
is  Beryl's  jealous  temper.  Someone  set 
going  a  story  that,  on  in;/  d  ivs  at  the 
nvruiling  station  they  always  choose  a 
and  on  Jier  days  they  declare  for  a 
music-hall  or  the  Final  Cup  Match, 
and  she's  turned  <i\tit<-  nasty  alwut  it. 

What  did  you  think  of  Norty's  speech 
in  the  Mouse  the  other  night  in  answer 
t<>  Mr.  Crnwley'.s  propos  d  that  we  should 
abolish  our  Navy  to  pleas-  a  cert  tin 
foreign  Power?  We  all  think  it  quite 


"  Hut  so  few  of  them  are  old  enough," 
I  ~iid.  "  What's  Ilint  matter?'  : 
Norty.  "  You  've  only  got  to  my  you  're 
seventy,  and  you  '11  get  it,  even  if  you  're 
in  your  twenties  !  "  It  seems  t<>  »»/•  that 
the  brightest  ray  of  hope  fur  the  Irfxtfti 
is  this  monster  petition  against  their 
alx>lition  that  is  being  prepared  in  the 
I  VS.  and  signed  by  lot.*  of  American 
heiresses,  a  deputation  of  whom,  I  luar, 
are  to  bring  it  across  and  present  it. 

ill  'sstill  in  Central  America      f.n •: 
is  he   can't   get    away.      There's 


his  best  effort,     lie  means  to  use  all  bis 'another    revi.luli-m     in     S::-i 
eloquence    to   prevent    the    Lords    from   since  be  went,  and  they  MV  n<>\v   that  if 


decent  foot  and  ankle.  Hut  the  voting 
is  mostly  against  it;  and  Bosh  says  if 
Wee  Wee  adopts  it  be  'II  divorce  her.  I 
bear  that  one  of  our  leading  dramatists 
is  at  work  on  a  crinoline-drama  which  he 
means  to  call  Molly  /V/orwim/  Herself! 
The  wave  of  patriotism  that's  going 
over  the  country  is  making  me  simply 
most  immensely  busy.  Beryl  Clarges 
and  I  are  helping  the  military  authori- 
ties for  all  we  're  worth  by  coaxing  young 
men  to  learn  to  defend  their  country. 
We've  set  up  such  a  snappy  little  re- 
cruiting station  near  here,  anil  we  take  it 
in  turns  to  go  and  help  the  recruiting 

sergeant  to  pull  'cm  in  by  offerina  a  ki--s,   _ ,— 

or  a  free  pass  to  one  of  the  music-halls,   to  be  affected  by  it,  as  I  have  ;    but  he  good  at  dictation  in  my  schoolroom  days.) 


b.'ing     abolished, 
abominable  idea  ? 


Isn't    it    a     simply  lie '11    pay  s  .  and  -so    they'll    make  him 

__. Poor  dear   things'!  Dictator.'    He  '.-  refuse,!,  and  now  bo's 

To    have   one's    income    reduced    or    to  hiding  for   fear   they  should    make   him 

lose   by  speculation    are    horrid   misfor-  Dictator  by  force.     I  don't  quite  apprme 
tunes  that  some  people  have  to  endure;  'of  his  refusing  the  Dictatorship.     Think 

but   to   be  abolished  altogether  !     How  whnt  a  Dietatress  I  should   have  made, 

would  anyone  cope  with  such  a  calamity  my    dear!       (I'm    not  sure    what    the 

as  that  ?  'Norty  has  no  immeiliatf  people  duties  would  !>.•,  but  I  was  most  awfully 
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There  'd  certainly  have  been  thrills  in  it. 
Jut  perhaps  they  'd  soon  have  tired  of 
us  and  murdered  us,  and  that  would 
>e  too  big  a  thrill. 

Of  course  I'm  frightfully  anxious 
.bout  Josiah,  though  he  is  a  doriter. 
People  tell  me  I  ought  to  have  all  the 
amusement  poss  to  prevent  me  from 
jrooding,  so  I  'm  making  an  effort.  For 
one  thing  I'm  trying  to  train  Norty's 
nusical  taste,  which  is— oh,  simply 
awful !  He  actually  likes  MENDELSSOHN  ! 
Ratify,  you  know!  "Why,"  I  said, 
'  MENDELSSOHN'S  voted  trivial  and  middle- 
class  to  a  'degree  nowadays.  They  've 
put  comic  words  to  one  of  the  Songs 
WitJiout,  and  are  singing  ,  them  in  a 
panto.  That  shows  what  MENDELSSOHN  's 
3ome  to."  "I  don't  care,  ".was  all  that 
Xorty  said,  "I  like  the  old  ones."  So, 
to  correct  his  taste,  I  took  him  to  hear 
the  famous  Dr.  Crotchet  conduct  his 
wonderful  new  Symphony  that  even-- 
one 's  beenraving  about.  But  he  wouldn't 
admire  it,  though  I  explained  its  scope 
and  meaning  most  clearly.  "  Oh,  I  don't 
say  it's  hot  all  right,"  he  said,  "and 
just  what  a  symphony  ought  to  be — a 
tiny  little  tune  trying  to  peep  out  occa- 
sionally, and  -then  all  of  them  rushing 
at  it  and  banging  it  to  death— that's 
the  idea  in  a  "symphony,  I  know— but 
it 's  not  my  style."  He  found  fault,  too, 
with  Dr.'  Crotchet's  conducting.  "  No 
Englishman  can  conduct,"  he  said  ;  "  his 
self-respect  comes  in  his  way. .  Give 
me  those  foreign  Johnnies  that  jump 
about  like  lunatics  and  seem  to~  be 
grabbing  up  the  music  in  handfuls  and 
throwing  it  at'the  band."  - 

What  a  lot  of  boresome  rot  is  being 
written  about  servants  being  imposs 
to  get  and. not  fit. to  keep  .when  got !  ] 
can  only  say  I  don't  •  suffer  'from  the 
servant  trouble  ;  and  nobody  need  who 
keeps  a  competent  housekeeper  anc 
house-steward  to  look  after  them.  '  Bui 
I  believe  I  manage  .better  than  most 
people.  As  to  servants  being  worst 
than  they;  used  to  be,  it,  .'s  just  a  tra-la-la 
Look  at  what  Hamlet  says— "  Sharper 
than  a  servant's  tooth  it  is" — to  have  a 
something  or  other,  which  proves  tha 
in  SHAKSPEARE'S  time  servants  were  not 
only  bad,  but  positively  dangerous ! 

Oh,  I  must  "tell  you  -  Stella  's  bring 
ing  out  a  .book,  Domestic.  Alanayemen 
by   a    Duchess.     I    ran   in   to   see   her 
the  other  day,  and,  having  something 
particular  to  say,:  went  into  her  dress 
ing-room.     Two    of    her.  maids '.  were 
doing  her  hair ;  two  more  were  polish 
ing  her  nails ;    and  she  was  dictating 
the  last  chapter  of  Domestic  Manage 
ment  to  a  secretary,  showing  how  a  poo 
clerk's  wife  on  thirty  shillings  a  week 
might  have  every  comfort  for  her  home 
— and  save  as  well!     Wonderful  crea 
ture,  isn't  she  ? 

Ever  thine,  BLANCHE. 


THE  REVIVAL  OF  THE  FITTEST. 

THERE  is  a  story  I  read  years  ago,  in 
hich  one  of  the  characters  is  describee] 
ontiuually  as  a  brilliant  wit,  the  most 
vonderful  talker  the  world  had  ever 
n.  I  believed  in  this  fellow  for  a 
ong  time  ;  until,  in  fact,  he  made  an 
actual  appearance  in  the  book.  Then 
failed  badly,  for  on  being  offered 
i  chair  by  somebody  he  ^ could  only 
emark  that  he  would  be  chary  of  accept- 
ng  it.  :'.  . 

To  describe  your  hero  as  the  man 
with  the  best  digestion  in  the  world  is 
thing,  to  call  him  the  wittiest  talker 
s  another ;  it  is  as  bad,  in  certain 
circumstances,  as  to  announce  the 
icroine  of  your  play  to  be  a  dancer  who 
las  captured  all  London  by  storm. 
This  is  what  Mr.  HENRY  ARTHUR  JONES 
lid  in  The  Dancing  Girl  when  he  wrote 
t  eighteen  years  ago. '  He  Has  brought 
t  up  to  date  for  its  revival  at  His 


IMMU4- 

THE  QUAKER'S  DAUGHTER  QUAKES. 
J)arld  Ires       .     .     .     Mr.  Louis  Culvert. 
Drusilla  lies  .     .     .     Miss  Alice  Crawford. 

Majesty's  and,  since  there  is  only  one 
style  of  dancing  now,  Dnisilld-  dances 
barefoot,  as  the  habit  is  at  the  Palace. 
And  somehow,  you  know,  I  don't  see 
Miss  ALICE  CRAWFORD  at  the  Palace 
capturing  all  London  by  storm. 

Mr.  JONES  has  made  other  efforts  to 
rejuvenate  his  play  ;  for  instance,  he 
refers  now  to  The  Daily  Mail  and  to 
Free  Trade.  (How  pointless  a  joke 
about  Free  Trade  would  have  been 
eighteen  years  ago!)  But  he  cannot 
disguise  its  age.  Act  III.,  containing 
the  Soliloquy  of  the  Wicked  Duke, 
or  the  Father's  appeal  to  his  Cheild, 
would  betray  it  to  anybody.  : 

Mr.  TREE,  as  the  Dul;e  of  G'.iiseburi/, 
went  through  his  part  in  a  careless  way 
which  suited  the  character  perfectly. 
He  had  a  delightful  air  of  having  for- 
gotten his  words;  which  was,  I  am 
almost  sure,  the  effect  he  intended  to 
produce.  I  liked  him  best  in  his  ex- 
tremely amusing  scenes  with  Reginald 
Stingtby.  As  Reginald  Mr.  VANE-TEM- 


was as  funny  in  his  own  funny  way 
as  he  has  ever  been.  Mr.  BASIL  GILL 
(the  noble  young  man  who  is  tempted) 
was  just  right  in  the  First  Act,  but 
afterwards  he  seemed  uncomfortable  in 
a  collar  and  a  tweed  suit.  The  great 
scene  between  him  and  Drusilla  was 
particularly  unreal ;  I  don't  quite  know 
whose  fault  this  was,  but  I  don't  think 
it  was  mine.  Miss  MARIE  LOUR  played 
the  cripple  girl,  and  was,  as  Grizel  (of 
Tommy  and- Grizel)  would  have  said, 
'just  sweet."  M. 

FOLLOWING   ALFONSO'S   LEAD. 

[The  King  of  Spain  was  reported  to  have  made 
a  promise  that  he  would  not  fly  in  an  aeroplane 
at  Pau.J 

IT  is  stated  on  good  authority  that 
Miss  MAUD  ALLAN  has  solemnly  promised 
the  PRIME  MINISTER  that  she  will  never 
attempt  tobogganing  in  her  Salome 
costume. 

Mr.  ROOSEVELT,  we  are  delighted  to 
hear,  has  given  Mrs.  ROOSEVELT  his 
sacred  word  of  honour  that  during  his 
African  campaign  in  no  circumstances 
will  he  wrestle  with  a  gorilla.  • 

We  learn,  with  mingleel  feelings,  that 
Mr.  HALL  CAKE  has  at  the  last  moment 
cancelled  his  engagement  to  descend  in 
a  submarine  at  Portsmouth.  It  appears 
that  at  the  eleventh  hour  he  remembered 
that  he  •  had  pledged  his  word  t/  Mr. 
HEINEMAXN  never  to  run  the  risk  of 
encountering  a  mermaid. 

But  the  disappointments  and  incon- 
veniences caused  by  the  observance  of 
these  promises  are  as  nothing  compared 
witli  the  overwhelming  sense  of  elespair 
which,  settled  over  all  the  South  of 
England  when  -  the  dread  news  was 
broken  to  the  public' that  Sir  Humbert 
Hare-Brusher,  R.A  ,  was  unable  to 
accept  the  invitation  of  Mr.  Dexter  to 
accompany  him  on  an  aerial  voyage. 
For  yesterday  was  a  gorgeous  morning 
at  Bushey,  and  the  world-renowned 
artist,  who  had  kindly  consented  to  the 
presence  of  many  Bavarian,  Finnish, 
Eskimo,  Spanish  and  American  reporters 
and  photographers,  arrived  early  on  the 
Levitation  ground  where  Mr.  .  Felix 
Dexter  was  standing  on  the  hurricane 
deck  of  his  new  spring-heeled  air-yacht, 
the  "Jump  to  Glory,"  the  peculiarity 
of  which  is  that  it  can  at  will  either 
travel  on  the  ground  or  leap  into  the 
air.  Up  to'  the  last  moment  it  was  be- 
lieved by  the  private  secretaries,  major- 
domo  and  valets  of  Sir  Humbert  Hare- 
Brasher,  R.A.,  that  he  would  make  the 
ascent ;  but  all  expectations  were  finally 
dashed  by  the  announcement  made 
through  a  megaphone  shortly  before- 
11  o'clock  yesterday  morning.  "I  have 
never  been  so  elisappointed  in  my  life," 
so  ran  this  pathetic  message,  "as  I  was 
this  morning  when  I  was  compelled  to 
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Molly  (on  her  first  tltit  to  London).  "  AUNTIE  !  WHAT  A  LASGX  DOLLY  THAT  UESTLEMA.N  *B  GOT  ! 


decline  Mr.  Dcxtcr's  tempting  proposal. 
But  the  fact  is  that  yesterday  ihe  agent 
who  manages  my  lectures,  a  really  noble- 
heaiteil  fellow,  declared  that  if  I  went 
up  in  the  air-yacht  he  would  refuse  toact 
for  nit;  any  longer,  and  I  had  no  choice 
but  to  give  way.  What  makes  ray  dis- 
appointment all  the  more  bitter  is  that 
I  have  just  received  a  telegraphic  round 
robin,  signed  by  all  my  colleagues  at  the 
Academy,  in  which  they  pay,  '  By  all 
means  go  up.  Stout  fellow !  Don't 
hurry  to  come  down.'  " 

After  the  delivery  of  the  message  Sir 
Humbert  sat  for  about  ten  minutes 
in  the  car,  while  Mr.  Dexter  explained 
the  way  in  which  the  windbags  are 
worked.  Sir  11.  showed  a  quit.'  extra- 
ordinary quickness  in  mastering  the  com- 
plicated mechanism.  -Mr.  Dexter,  indeed, 
was  so  much  impressed  that  he  observed, 
"I  have  never  seen  any  man  who  under- 
stood how  to  handle  a  windbag  better  ; 
and  praise  from  Mr.  Dexter  is  all  the 
more  valuable  for  its  rarity.  Sir  Hum- 
bert subsequently  entertained  Mr.  Felix 
Dexter  and  his  brother  Ambrose,  or 
"Ainby,"  as  he  is  generally  called,  at 
luncheon,  together  with  the  Mayor  of 
Bushey,  Lord  Uther  Pupe,  and  Sir 
S.  Weld-Head.  During  lunch  Sir  Hum- 
bert discussed  continuously  and  with 
extraordinary  acumen  the  effect  produced 


on  the  prices  of  contemporary  pictures  by 
motor  cars,  STRAUSS '3  operas,  MAXIM'S 
restaurant,  the  corner  in  wood-pulp,  and 
the  over  production  of  Bavarian  beer. 
During  the  morning  no  fewer  than  600 
photographs  were  taken  of  Sir  Humbert, 
all  of  which  will  be  reproduced  on  a 
colossal  scale  at  his  next  lecture,  "  What 
I  have  done  for  Art  single-handed." 


The  Great  Brain  at  Work. 

"The   Oxford    University  crew    made    two 

jimrnrys  in  imrlmngcd  order  to Ifflcy  yesterday, 
coached  by  Mr.  Haldane." — Daily  Mail. 

The  exact  strategic  purpose  of  this  we 
shall  not  disclose. 


"  A  foolish  mistake  occurred  in  the  report  of 
the  Bishop  of  Durham's  speech  at  the  York 
Convocation,  published  in  our  issue  of 
day.  The  subject  upon  which  his  lordship 
spoke  was  not  the  ornaments  of  the  Minister, 
but  the  ornaments  of  the  minister." 

Liverpool  Daily  Pott. 

Very     unfortunate.       Somebody    must 
really  have  another  try  next  week. 

"  S.  P.  S." — Yon  are  not  entitled  to  be  called 
"The  linn."  Ivcanse  your  sister  has  mat ried  a 
peer." — Birmingham  Daily  I 
A  nasty  one  for  "  S.  P.  S."  He  must 
write  again  about  that  cousin  who 
married  the  Mayor. 


The  Journalistic  Touch. 

"  A  close  personal  friend  of  the  King,  Lord 
Durham  was  born  only  a  few  momenta  before 
his  twin-brother."—  Tin  Wulm'nuleT  Gazette. 


Amsterdam  philanthropists  have 
formed  a  society  with  the  object  of  look- 
ing after  persons  who  are  found  intoxi- 
cated in  the  streets.  As,  however,  die 
society  is,  according  to  The  Srening 
Standard,  "  self-supporting,"  there  does 
not  seem  to  be  much  in  the  idea. 


"  The  Quay  followed  np  with  a  fine  rash  up 
the  field,  and  were  within  an  acre  of  touring.  ' 
—  Flintshire  County  Herald. 

Of  course  a  miss  is  always  as  good  as 

an  acre.       _ 

The  Pink  of  Pronunciation. 
"Ti        .  >t*rted 

their  verses  about  the  French  <.r.itid  National 
candidate.  Luttcur  III.  .making  his  name  rliym* 
with  "  Mutter,"  are  warned  that  the  "  u  "  is 
long.  I-utteur  i<  Krim-h  for  wrwller,  and  the 
pronunciation  is  loo-teur."  —  Sporting  Time*. 
Our  contemporary  must  wrestle  again 
with  the  langu- 


A  Policy  of  Panic. 

"  I  am   one  of  those  who  bold  —  Radical  a* 
'.  that  there  is  something  to  be  t 

«untry  and  !«r  one's  Empire."  — 
by  the  Mayj'r  .•/ 
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OUR    BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By  Mr.  Punch's  Staff  of  Learned  Clerks.) 
AT  various  stages  in  my  journey  through  Mr.  H.  (! .  WKU.S'S 


In  spite  of  his  "unfailing  intuition,"  "unfailing  tact," 
and  ''  long  fine  hands,"  I  ain  convinced  that  Cyprian  Fielding, 
the  hero  of  The  Heart  of  a  Gypsy  (DUCKWORTH),  was  a  silly 
While  spending  a  holiday  at  an  Exmoor  parsonage  he 


man. 


fell  in  love  with  the  rector's  adopted  daughter,  Meridiana 


story  Tono-Bungay  (MACMILI.AN)  I  found  myself  saying,  "  This  ;  Pharaoh  ;  but  Di  (as  she  was  usually  and  mercifully  called) 
is  excellent.  1  must  remember  to  point  out  that  this  is  divided  her  love  between  Cyprian  and  the  Beech-tree  under 
excellent."  But  by  the  time  I  had  got  on  to  the  next  chapter  |  which  she  had,  in  her  infancy,  been  abandoned  by  her  mother. 


is  because  the  hero  and  narrator,  George  Ponderero,  is  an  j  like  CJESAK'S  enemies,  he  had  sought  safety  in  flight.  Buthe 
unreal  and  (I  fancy)  unrealised  person  in  whom  it  is  im- 1  preferred  to  go  searching  for  trouble  when  he  took  Di  to 
possible  to  believe.  When  Ge-orgc  takes  to  flying  machrnes,  >  London,  and  allowed  her  to  be  bullied  by  his  ambitious  step- 
and  I  ought  to  feel  instinctively  that  that  is  just  what  he  mother  and  jealous  Lady  Winifred  Tin-ton.  The  result  of 
would  do,  I  can  only  remember  that  Mr.  WELLS  himself  is  ;  his  conduct  in,  this  case  was  simple  pandemonium,  and, 
Hither  keen  on  the  subject. —  — although  for  the  disasters  which 

followed  the  shameless  Beech- 
tree  was  chiefly  responsible,  I 
cannot  give  Cyprian  a  testimonial 
for  either  tact  or  intuition.  Miss 
ROSAMOND  N AIMER  writes  delight- 
fully of  Exmoor,  but  her  attempt 
to  combine  a  fantastic  idyll  with 
a  tale  of  life  in  London  is  more 
courageous  than  effective. 


When  I  ought  to  trace  a  con- 
nection between  George  and  his 
manner  of  expressing  himself,  I 
can  only  notice  that  he  uses  cer- 
tain words  which  Mr.  WELLS  him- 
self habitually  and  distinctively 
uses.  Even  when  George  breaks 
deliberately  the  sixth,  seventh 
and  eighth,  indeed  all  the  Com- 
mandments, he  acquires  no  sort 
of  personality  in  the  process. 
Fortunately  some  of  the  minor 
characters  are  more  real.  Beatrice 
Nwmandy,  Aunt  Susan,  and  to 
a  certain  extent  Uncle  Edirard 
(the  inventor  of  Tono-Bungay) 
are  well  and  truly  drawn  ;  they 
give  an  air  of  life  to  the  story. 
It  is  a  pity  that  such  a  remark- 
able book  should  not  quite  have 
come  off.  Had  it  been  written 
in  the  third  person  it  would,  I 
fancy,  have  approached  more 
nearly  to  complete  success. 

The  358  closely-printed  pages 
of  In  the  Potter  s  House  (ifelHUESr) 
can  hardly  be  described  as  easy 
reading,  especially  for  one  whose 
acquaintance  with  the  beauties  of 
the  American  Language  is  as 
imperfect  as  my  own.  Happily, 
however,  the  charm  of  Mr.  GEORGE 
DYRE  ELPUIIIGE'S  style  is  greater  even  than  the  difficulty 
of  his  idiom.  What  position  the  writer  holds  in  the 
literature  of  his  country  I  do  not  know,  but  to  English 
readers  an  inevitable  comparison  will  present  itself,  for 
there  is  more  than  a  suggestion  of  our  Mr.  HARPY  in 
the  force  with  which  he  has  told  this  tale  of  life  in  a  re- 
mote New  England  village  fi  ft  y  years  ago.  It  is  by  no  means 
against  a  pleasant  background  that  he  has  set  his  drama  of  a 
woman  and  three  men  ;  the  mental  atmosphere  of  Padanaran 
is  compounded  in  equal  parts  of  Puritanism  and  scandal ; 
but  it  is  treated  with  a  delicacy  and  a  power  that  compel  our 
almost  unwilling  interest.  For  a  long  time  I  wondered  what 
there  was  in  it  all  that  recalled  some  half-forgotten  bogie  of 
childish  reading.  At  last  I  realised  the  association.  The 
people  of  Padanaran  are  simply  the  people  of  lite  Wide  Wide 
World  (that  narrowest  of  romances  !)  looked  at  from  without, 
and  with  the  saving  differences  of  sanity  and  humour.  Per- 
haps it  is  this  that  gives  to  a  story  about  them  its  half-fearful 
fascination.  I  question  whether  anyone  will  willingly  lay  this 
book  aside  unfinished. 


Ar/ist.  "COULD  YOU  THINK  OF  ANY  SUITABLE  QUOTATION-  TO  GO 

WITH    S1V  P10TUBE?" 

Friend.   "WELL,  WHAT   ABOUT  SlIELLEY'3   LINES?  — 

'HAIL  TO  THEE,   BLITHE  Sl'IRIT, 
Blun  THOU   NEVER   WEKT  !  '  " 


Mr.  FARQI-HARSON  SHARP,  in  his 
Short  History  of  the  English. 
Stage  (WALTER  SCOTT),  has  accom- 
plished admirably  the  task  he 
set  himself — the  compilation  of 
a  theatrical  reference  book  within 
a  convenient  compass.  It  is  a 
remarkable  cornprime  of  essential 
facts,  set  forth  with  engaging 
directness,  intelligently  classified 
and  exhaustively  indexed.  But 
why,  in  offering  to  the  specialist 
his  work  of  research,  does  he 
date  the  casual  reader  too  by 
furnishing  him  in  the  earlier 
chapters  with  exhilarating  mat- 
ter, only  to  hurl  him  down  later 
on  into  a  dismal  chaos  of  dates 
and  records  unrelieved  ?  As  we 
peep  with  our  guide  at  the  old 
Miracle  plays  and  Moralities, 
at  the  great  Elizabethans,  at 
-  BETTEKTON  and  at  GAURICK.WC  are 
charmed  by  his  method  as  well  as  informed  by  his  narrative  : 
omne  tiilit  punctum  qiti  miscuit  utile  dulci.  But  when  he 
leaves  behind  him  the  eighteenth  century  and  the  great 
romantic  days  when  art  still  kept  alive  the  vital  tradition  of 
artificial  presentment,  and  had  no  care  for  "illusion,"  then 
all  his  gaiety  and  lightness  of  touch  seem  to  desert  him  ;  he 
treads  warily  and  portentously  among  his  contemporaries, 
as  one  who  fears  to  stumble  on  an  indiscretion,  and  we  begin 
to  weary  of  the  way  and  to  turn  an  unwilling  ear  to  his 
expositions.  Is  our  modern  theatre,  then,  really  so  dreary  ? 
Or  is  it  that  we  must  wait  imtil  our  dramatists  and  players 
have  receded  further  into  the  perspective  before  the  historian 
may  with  seemliness  present  them  to  us  as  beings  living  and 
moving  in  just  relation  to  the  forces  and  conditions  which 
surround  them? 


"It  is  believed  that  the  robbery  must  have  taken  place  after  midday 
on  February  20,  when  the  treasure  was  certainly  intact,  and  before 
2  o'elo.-k  on  the  afternoon  of  February  22,  at  which  time  the  discovery 
was  made." — Daily  Chronicle. 
The  author  of  Sherlock  Holmes  has  not  lived  in  vain. 
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Mu.  K'OOSKVKIT  is  no  longer  President 
of  tlie  United  States,  and  a  certain  Em- 
peror is  said  not  to  be  sorry.  In  his 
opinion  the  fellow  attracted  too  much 
attention. 

The  Aldebtirgh  Territorial  Artillery 
is  compelled  to  drill  on 
Sunday,  that  being  the 
only  day  on  which 
hor.ses  are  available. 
The  same  restriction,  we 
take  it,  would  apply  to 
fig  1 1  ting.  Fort  unately 
our  relations  with  Ger- 
many are  now  so  friendly 
that  it  will  no  doubt  be 
possible  to  enter  into  an 
arrangemen'  with  tl  at 
country  whereby  Aide- 
burgh  shall  not  be  at- 
tacked on  a  week-day. 
*  * 

Many  persons  \\eiv 
surprised  to  read,  the 
other  diiy,  that  a  depu 
tation  had  waited  on  the 
1'iiF.MiEit  to  urge  a  mini- 
mum wage  for  clerks. 
It  had  been  imagined 
that  most  of  them  wete 

already  in  receipt  of  it. 

*  * 

All  postal  official* 
have  been  notified  that 
Suffragette  living  letters 
t"  ( 'abinel  Ministers  are 
to  be  refused  in  future. 
We  think  that  an  excep- 
tion might  bo  made  on 
Valentine's  I  'ay. 

V' 

Mr.  IUu>VNK  informed 
the  Savage  Club  that  the 
War  Office  was  "  not  a 
bed  of  roses."  Still 
some  of  them  manage  to 

get  a  little  sleep  there. 

*  * 

"What  the  Two-Power 
standard  is  1  have  never 
yet  heard  anyone  ac- 
curately define,"  says  Sir 
IV.KCY  nuNTiNO.  ''The 
only  thing  to  do  is 
to  take  care  that  the 
Government  is  well  imbued  with  Liberal 
peace  principles."  As  a  mark  of  grati- 
tude for  this  sentiment  Sir  PERCY 
l!i  ATIM:,  \ve  Lear,  is  shortly  to  be  elected 
an  Honorary  German. 

V 

The  Peace  Party  is  falling  foul  of  Mr. 
[IALDANK.  This  Party  does  not  object  to 
mr  Army  as  it  is,  but  considers  it  may 
become  a  source  of  danger  if  Mr.  I  IAI.HANK 
persists  in  making  it  more  efficient. 


A  proposal  to  instal  a  water  -~ei  \  ire  in 
Dunmow  Workhouse  for  use  in  ca-e  (.f 
lire  has  been  negatived  by  the  Guardians 
on  the  ground  that  the  Workhouse  may 
shortly  be  abolished.  It  will  be  inter- 
esting to  see  which  does  it  first- 
lature,  or  fire. 


*** 


A  cyclist  writes  to  a  contemporary  to 


said  the  other, 
understood. 


That  order  was  mis- 


*  * 


Mr.   Justice    (in \MII\M,   who    has   a 
sleigh,  is  said  to  be  keenly  indignant  a 
the   celerity   with    which    the  snow   is 
removed    from  the   hlrects   of    I/.ndon 
and  it  is  possible  that  a  mass  m 
of  I/ondon  sleigh-owners  may  bo  callet 
-[to  protest    again.st   tl,, 
scandal. 

V 

Si  ill  they  come!    The 
Diamond      Jubilee     o 
Harrod's  Stores  is  to  be 
commemorated    on    the 
15th  msi..  and  Mr.  HALL 
('MM-:  will  celebrate  the 
fifty-sixth  anniversary  o 
his   birth   oil   the    14th 
May     next.       What 

ye;,  I    ' 


A   Bold    8tat.-m.-nt. 

"Tlie  official  annotince- 
niful  rpgnnlitiK  il»-  uncer- 
tainty of  the  Kin^'x  rniiw 
in  tlie  MediUTram  an  indi- 
cate* Unit  llii-re  is  IIIIICT- 
tainty  as  to  tlip  future  pU 
(it  (If  Hint;  "  \\'eitmintler 
(laztttt. 


"The  streets  arp  deep  in 
slush    or    in    the    icy    until 
which    is   manufactured    \>f 
the   l.iU-ral   uae  of  hall."  - 
ily  Mail. 

Tariff  Reform  means  less 
salt  and  slush  for  all. 


"  Off  the  firel  U11.  on  re- 
iniiigafur  linii-li.  (Jregorj- 
t  Vernon  twice  |*-l  |«iint 

to     th->     boundary."-    .Vrl- 

bonrne  Argui. 

It  is  nice  to  think  that 
the  reporter  n-nlly  en- 
joyed his  lunch. 


"The     patrons,    of     the 

American  Roller  Skating 
Rink  at  Murrarfielil  are 
faithful  in  their  attendance 
at  the  fstalilikhnient.  and 
almost  nightly  there  .. 
be  Been  on  tin-  floor  lad  ire  and 
jjentlpmen  who  by  regular 

suggest   that   pedestrians    should    i-arrv    prartii-i-  have-  ntlnined  ilie  [Kjsitions  of  experta 

li-hts    at   night-time.      In  our  opinion    '»  the  i«,iini.-." 

they  should  also  Ix;  required  to  ring  a    "''-    /''"'<•'''•-•    Uepresentative   has    been 

frequently  on  the  floor  at  Olympia.  but 
never  onc'e  misUwk  his  position  for  that 


bell  when  overtaking  a  cyclist. 


V 


Quite  a  little  girl  was  watching  the 
snow  fall.  "Oh,  mummy,"  she  cried, 
"  I  wish  the  snow  would  stop  :  it  makes 
the  air  so  untidy." 


And   a    small 


boy 


was    threatening 


another  with  a  snowball.     "  Chuck  it  !  " 


of  an  expert. 


A   Hunting   Crop. 

"  Within  half  an  hour  a  dog  fox  fell  a  victim. 
Tin-  cr.i|i  w.i  1  to  Master  Ca/ak-t."  — 


F.setrr  i!n;rttf. 


Yes,  but  who  got  the  gizzard? 


VOL.  oxnvr. 


104 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


10,  1909. 


TO   BETTY   IN    "RUBBERS." 

Tins  is  the  month—or  should  have  been — • 

When  modest  overtures  of  green 
Lend  an  elusive  charm  to  brake  and  briar; 

When  papers  bulge  with  poets'  rhymes, 

And  "  Old  Etonian  "  tolls  Tic  Times 
That  he  has  heard  the  early  cuckoo  (liar !) 

This  is  the  moon  that  ushers  Spring, 

And  makes  the  Young  Man  want  to  sing, 
And  turns  his  Object's  heart  a  touch  less  chilly  ; 

This  is  that  March  that  wakes  the  dead, 

And  lo  !  the  hare  goes  off  its  liead 
And  takes  to  dancing  with  the  daffodilly. 

I,  too,  I  modify  my  tone 

Conformably  with  Nature's  own, 
Assume  a  gayer  garb,  a  jauntier  carriage  • 

And,  as  you  may  remember,  dear, 

At  this  peculiar  time  of  year 
I  offer  you  my  annual  self  in  marriage. 

But  somehow — this  will  be  a  blow — 

I  fear  that  you  may  have  to  go, 
These  Ides  af  March,  without  your  usual  greeting 

(That  is  the  date  I  've  always  fixed, 

Because  it  falls  halfway  betwixt 
His  roaring  entree  and  his  exit  bleating). 

This  year  he  loosely  overlooks 

The  statement  in'  the  copy-books 
Which  represents  him  coming  like  a  Lion  ; 

He  enters  as  a  Polar  Bear, 

Whistling  a  pale  and  Arctic  air, 
And  Heaven  alone  can  say  what  note  he  '11  die  on. 

I  hear  my  Betty  liint  that  Love, 

Warmed  from  within,  should  rise  above 
Considerations  based  upon  the  weather  ; 

To  which  my  lips  (of  steely  blue) 

Send  back  the  answer,  "  So  I  do ; 
I  rise  above  'em,  Betty,  like  a  feather." 

My  soul  has  pinions  which  ignore 

The  state  of  earth's  revolting  floor, 
Where  people  pound  through  slush    with  squelchy 
sploshes ; 

But,  frankly,  I  remarked  your  feet 

Last  Friday  slithering  down  the  street, 
And,  oh !  I  cannot  love  you  in  goloshes  ! 


O.S. 


CROSS-EXAMINATIONS    FOR    THE    HOME; 

OK,   LITTLE  Airmen's   ROAD  TO  KNOWLEDGE. 
(Little  Arthur,  aged  12  ;   Papa,  aged  48.) 

Little  Arlliur.  Papa,  do  you  make  money  '1 

Papa.  Well,  ah — um,  yes;  every  now  and  then — just  a 
little  here  and  there ;  not  as  much  as  I  should  like  to  make, 
of  course.  But  still  I  do  manage  to  make  both  ends  meet. 

L.  A.  Then,  Papa,  you  want  to  make  a  great  deal  of  money, 
do  you? 

Pupa.  Of  course  1  do.  How  do  you  suppose  I 'm  going  to 
keep  the  family  going  without  money  ?  There  's  your  mother 
and  Mabel, and  there's  you, and  the  servants, and  the  house. 

L.  A .  Yes,  Papa,  I  know ;  but  does  everybody  want  to 
make  money  ? 

Papa.  Yes,  everybody — at  least  every  sensible  man  does. 

L.  A.  Is  Mr.  Harding  a  sensible  man  ? 

Papa.  What,  the  Vicar  ?  Of  course  he  is ;  one  of  the  most 
sensible  men  I  ever  met;  a  great  influence  for  good  in  the 
parish. 


L.  A.   Hut  Mr.  Harding  doesn't  want  to  make  money. 

/'<(/«/.   What  do  you  mean,  my  boy? 

L.  A.  Well,  you  gave  me  his  sermon  to  read,  you  know, 
Papa,  and  it  says  (rending  from  printed  sermon):  "The 
rage  for  money-making  is  the  curse  of  the  age.  In  the  grip  of 
this  monster  men  forget  the  things  of  the  spirit.  Life  be- 
comes a  mere,  mad  race  for  wealth."  That 's  what  it  says, 
Papa,  and  there's  a  lot  mote. 

Pupa.  Oh,  ah,  yes,  I  daresay,  but  Mr.  Harding  is  a  clergy- 
man, you  know;  he's  a  very  good  man,  of  course,  but  not 
quite  practical. 

L.  A.  But,  Papa,  you  eaid  he  was  one  of  the  most  sensible 
men  you  ever  met. 

Papa.  Oh,  yes,  he 's  certainly  sensible  ;  a  fine  scholar  and 
all  that. 

L.  A.  Then,  Papa,  I  suppose  sensible  men  are  not  prac- 
tical. Is  that  what  you  mean,  Papa  ? 

Papa.  Oughtn't  you  to  be  going  out  for  your  walk,  now? 
(Looking  at  his  icatch.)  Why,  bless  me,  it's  past  eleven. 

L.  A.  Yes,  Papa,  I  know  ;  but  I  'm  not  to  go  out  till  half- 
past  eleven  to-day.  Papa  ! 

Papa.  Yea,  my  boy,  what  is  it  ? 

L.  A.  Oughtn't  you  to  give  up  trying  to  make  money  ? 

Papa.  Ha,  ha !  And  where  would  you  be  if  I  did,  I 
wonder  ? 

L.  A.  I  don't  know,  Papa;  but  if  money- making  is  really 
the  curse  of  the  age,  aren't  you  doing  a  dreadful  thing, 
Papa  ? 

Papa.  Now,  look  here,  Arthur,  you  mustn't  talk  nonsense. 

L.  A.  But  that's  what  Mr.  Harding  said  in  his  sermon. 

Papa.  I  know,  I  know;  but  I've  told  you  before — Mr. 
Harding  is  a  clergyman,  and  clergymen  don't  always  look 
at  these  things  in  a  practical  way ;  they  're  not  men  of  the 
world. 

L.  A.  But  is  it  better  to  be  a  man  of  the  world  than  to  be 
a  clergyman  ? 

Papa.  Well,  in  certain  things,  perhaps,  a  little  worldly 
wisdom  isn't  a  bad  thing. 

L.  A.  But,  Papa,  Mr.  Harding  says  (reading}: — "Men 
must  be  brought  to  recognise  that  there  is  a  wisdom  which  is 
not  of  this  world,  and  that  it  is  far  higher  and  better  than 
the  wisdom  of  the  worldling."  Are  you  and  I  worldlings, 
Papa  ? 

Papa.  No,  certainly  not.     What  a  preposterous  notion  ! 

L.  A.  But  you  're  not  a  clergyman,  Papa,  are  you  ? 

Papa.  No,  I  never  was. 

L.  A.  Then  what  are  you,  Papa  ? 

Papa.  A  sensible  man,  I  hope. 

L.  A.  But  Mr.  Harding  is  a  sensible  man  too,  isn't  he  ?  You 
know  you  said  so,  Papa  ;  and  so  you  and  he  are  the  same. 
But  you  want  to  make  money,  and  Mr.  Harding  thinks  that 
is  a  curse.  Doesn't  Mr.  Harding  make  any  money,  Papa  ? 

Papa.  Well,  there  's  the  living,  you  know — £400  a  year — 
and  he  writes  books  and  articles.  Yes,  he  makes  a  little,  too. 

L.  A.  But  perhaps  he  means  that  it 's  all  right  to  make  a 
little,  but  you  mustn't  go  on  after  that.  Papa,  did  you  ever 
eat  locusts  and  wild  honey? 

l'ii[xi.  No,  certainly  not ;   who  ever  heard  of  such  a  thing  ? 

L.  A.  Because  Mr.  Harding  says  (reading)  :  "  In  these  days 
it  seems  to  have  become  the  mark  of  good  society  to  spend 
one's  substance  in  riotous  living.  It  is  our  duty  to  call  men 
back  to  the  simpler  life,  to  remind  them  that  great  thoughts 
may  be  thought  and  great  lives  lived  on  a  diet  of  locusts 
and  wild  honey."  That,  's  what  he  says. 

Papa.  Does  he?  Well,  it's  half-past  eleven  now,  so  you'd 
better  trot  away,  or  there  '11  be  trouble. 

Decline  of  the  Legal  Profession. 

"WANTKP.  solicitor,  experienced  in  laujulry  or  dye  works,  to  drive 
wagun." — The  Vancoucer  World. 
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HIS   INDEPENDENCE   DAY. 
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Serrant.  "Pi.n»sE,  ui'u,  I  WANTED  T'ARST  YOB,  moirr  we  HAVE  A  LITTLK  JAM  is  THE  IITUUEK  sow  AND  Tim  TO  EA*E  TUB  Krmt?" 


THE    "FIND "-SEEKERS. 

(A  Sketch  in  Caledonian  Market.) 

TIME  :  11  o'clock  on  a  Friday  morning.  A  bitter  N.-l1'.  irind, 
with  sleet  changing  to  snow.  Mrs.  Tliomas  Grabhum- 
Tyddler  alights  from  a  taxi-cab,  and  enters  the  gates, 
follouxd  by  Mr.  G.-T.  in  a  fur-lined  coat  irith  the  collar 
turned  up,  and  a  fior./  m/i.  He  carries  a  small  hand- 
bag unlit  depressed  ri-xiijiKiliuii. 

Mrs.  G.-T.  Now  mind,  Tom,  you  leave  all  tlie  l>argaining 
part  to  me.  I  do  toish  you  had  on  a  shabbier  coat.  I  put 
on  all  wit/  oldest  things  on  purpose,  and  if  I  talk  with  a 
Cockney  twang,  they  '11  never  know  I  'm  not  a  dealer. 

Mr.  G.-T.  All  right,  Dolly.  Though  why  on  earth  you 
brought  me  up  to  this  beastly  place  on  such  a  rotten  morn- 
in'  is  beyond  me.  What  ? 

Mrs.  G.-T.  Why,  you  dear  old  silly,  I  told  you  !  Friday  'e 
the  best  day  for  it.  There  's  simply  no  telling  irhut  treasures 
wo  mayn't  pick  up.  Honor  Hyndleggesgot  a  perfectly  heavenly 
(iVBBBng-CBM  liere  List  week,  silver  fittings  and  everything;, 
for  only  thirty-seven-and  isix.  It  would  have  been  at  least 
ten  guineas  in  any  shop! 

Mr.  G.-T.  I  say,  that  must  l>e  rot,  you  know  !  Why  should 
they  lot  it  go  so  cheap  as  all  that  V 

Mrs.  G  -T.  Oli.  they  may  have  special  reasons,  and,  you  see, 
as  it  'a  sold  in  open  market,  it  'a  quite  all  right,  hoiceivr  they 
came  by  it. 


Mr.  G.-T.  Ah !  Wonder  you  didn't  make  me  bring  along  a 
sack  instead  of  this  satchel  affair. 

[They  pass  down  an  alley  of  meant  rattle  pent  till  they 
come  to  a  mat  on  irhieh  is  displayed  a  collection  of 
bric-a-brac,  consisting,   among  other  equally  raluabU 
articles,  of  a  bird-cage  partly  filled  uith  garden  snails; 
a  deplorable  tall  hat,  from  irhieh  the  salesman  is  care- 
fully brushing  the  snoir flakes ;   a  faded  croquet  stick  ; 
a  rusty  skate ;    a  Tantalus   spirit-stand   iriOumt   its 
niters;  a  case  irhieh  has  eridently  once  contained 
curling-irons;    a    headless    terra-colta   statuette;    a 
stuffed  perch  in  a  broken  glass  ease;  and  a  horrible  life- 
sized  wtiren  head,  with  glass  eyes  and  only  one  cheek. 
Salesman  (chilly,  but  hopefnl).  'Kre  y'are!    Any  price  yer 
like!    S  i rt 'em  art  cheap.    The  ole  linn  f»r  qualitec! 

Mr.  G.-T.  Well,  of  course,  I  don't  A-nojr,  F»o!!y,  but  I  can't 
Ivliovo  there's  much  in  hit  little  lot  that  wasn't  honestly 
come  by. 

.Vr.«.  <:.-'!'.  No.  I  don't  see  anything  here  I  sh"iild  really 
(•a iv  for.  I^et'sgoon.  (They  /»(*••«  "».)  Ah.  here  h  something 
really  gf.od.  1  do  l«,-e  ( )1.1  Sheffield  ! 

[Slie  cramines  a  i*iir  «f  l"ll  cnndlerti<-k*. 
Mr.  G.-T.  (scei>tically\  How  d'you  know  they  're  " 
;Vrx.  G.-T.  Of  (v.inw  they  're  old.    Why.  you  can  see  where 
the  copper's  come  through!     (7'"  rendm-.t    'Ow   much  for 
these,  mister? 

Vendor.  A  quid,  lydy.  ( '.  nldn'  'are  l«etter  stuff.  Clean 
up  luverly,  it  will ! 
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Mrs.  G.-T.    But  will  it?    Some  Old   Sheffield   won't,  you 

know.     Er,  that  is 'Oo  are  you  yetting  at? 

Vendor.  Ah,  I  see  you  know  a  bit,  me  dear.  In  the  tride 
yersclf,  mos'  likely.  (Delight  of  Mrs.  G.-T.)  When  yer  gits 
yer  livin'  orf  o'  this  sort  o'  stuff,  yer  bamd  to  know  sumfin' 
abart  it,  ain't  yer?  Some  on  it  won't  clean  up — tliat'a  right 
enough  ;  but  tiiis  will.  Look  'ere !  (He  cleans  a  small  space 
in  a  primitive  fashion  with  a  very  dirty  finger.)  Ain't  that 
wurf  a  quid? 

Mrs.  G.-T.  (in  a  whisper  to  her  husband).  It  'a  worth  at 
least  double  that !  (To  Vendor.)  'Ow,  gow  on  !  Fifteen 
shillin  's  my  proice  ! 

Vendor.  'You  're  crule  'ard  on  me — but  there,  seein'  you  're 
one  of -Us — 

[Mr.  G.-T.  produces  the  money,  and  the  candlesticks  arc 

with  some  difficulty  stuffed  in  his  side  pockets. 
Mrs.  G.-T.  And  now,  Tom,  I  shall  go  and  prowl  about  all 
on  my  little  lone — you  can  wait  for  me  over  there  by  the 
clock  tower.  (An  interval,  after  which  she  returns  trium- 
phant.) Just  look  at.  this — I  picked  it  out  of  a  lot  of 
old  rubbish  on  a  stall  —  for  only  seven-and-six,  frame  and 
all !  The  silly  woman  had  no  idea  what  it  really  was. 

Mr.  G.-T.  Seems  like  a  sort  of  an  illuminated  text  or  some- 
thin'.  What  ? 

Mrs.  G.-T.  You  goose !  It 's  been  torn  out  of  some  old 
missal,  and  it 's  worth  povmds  and  pounds  !  But  you  never 
did  understand  anything  about  Art.  Be  careful  how  you 
carry  it.  What 's  this  man  got  ? 

[She  stops  by  a  kerbstone  on  which  some  metal  objects  are 
arranged.     A   portly   person  with   a   Gladstone   bag 
suddenly  kneels  down  and  examines  these  critically. 
Tlie  Portly  Person  (inspecting  a  mortar  of  ancient  appear- 
ance).    What  are  you  asking  for  this  ?     (To  an  apathetic 
young  Israelite  in  'charge.)     Fifty  shillings,  eh?     Well,  I 
expect  you  '11  get  it.     Very  fine  example — don't  know  that 
I  've  ever  seen  a  better.     Make  you  an  offer  for  it  myself — 
but,  with  trade  as  bad  as  it  is, — well,  good  mornin' ! 

[Bises,  and  departs  with  his  bag. 

Mrs.  G.-T.  (hurrying  after  her  husband).  Tom,  I  want  two 
sovereigns  — quick.  No,  don't  you  come  with  me. 

[She  returns  to  the  young  Israelite,  and,  after  some  bar- 
gaining, secures  the  mortar  for  twenty-sei-en-and  six. 
Tlie  Y.  I.  (handing  her  half-a-crown).     'Ereth  your  change, 
lady. 

Mrs.  G.-T.  (firmly).     I  want  another  half- sovereign,  please. 

Tlie  Y.  I.  Lumme,  tho  yer  do.     What  am  I  thinkin'  of  ? 

Thorry — my  mithtake  !  [Laughter  from  bystanders. 

A  Sympathetic  Onlooker  (by  icnij  of  apology).  The  flurry  o' 

the  moment !    [Mrs.  G.-T.  rejoin*  her  husband  with  her  }>rtzc. 

.Mi:  (j.-T.  But  what 's  the  good  of  a  mortar  to  you,  Dolly  ? 

It  hasn't  even  got  a  pestle  ! 

Mrs.  G.-T.  What  does  it  matter  when  it 's  an  antique  ? 
You  can  see  the  date  on  it.  I  can't  make  out  quite  whether 
it 's  1328  or  1528,  because  it 's  so  encrusted  with  age,  but  it 
must  have  come  out  of  some  museum.  And  I  distinctly 
heard  a  dealer  say  it  was  well  worth  fifty  shillings.  So  I  don't 
think  tweuty-seven-and-six  could  have  been  dear.  Do  you? 

Mr.  G.-T.  Daresay  not.  I  say,  see  that  pair  of  china 
figures  that  fellow  's  just  taken  out  of  his  cart  ?  How  'd  they 
do  for  the  drawing-room,  eh?  I've  a  jolly  good  mind  to 
ask  what  he'll  take  for  'em.  (-4 fter  doimj  so.)  I/x>k  here, 
Dolly,  he  wants  thirty  bub,  and  I've  only  a  sov.  left.  Can 
you  let  me  have  the  other  ten  shillings  ? 

.1/r.s.  G.-T.  You  really  arc  too  funny  as  a  judge  of  china, 
Tom  !  Why,  they  're  perfectly  hideous,  with  those  waggling 
heads  and  hands,  too  !  I  wouldn't  have  them  in  my  drawing- 
room — they  're  only  fit  for  a  grocer's  shop- window.  And 
thirty  shillings  for  tlicmj  Absurd  ! 

Mr.  G.-T.  Well,  I  rather  like  'em,  somehow — you  might 
spare  me  just  ten  bob  ! 


Mrs.  G.-T.  Indeed,  I  'm  not  going  to  encourage  you  in 
flinging  away  money  on  such  rubbish !  And  he 's  sure  to 
take  a  pound  if  you  offer  it  him— and  that's  a  good  deal 
more  than  they  're  worth  ! 

[Mr.  G.-T.  offers  the  Vendor  a  sovereign. 

Vendor.  Forty  bob  I  'm  arskin',  guv'nor.  An'  wurf  it. 
I  'in  'ere  to  sell,  I  am.  I  can't  give  'em  yer  ! 

-4  Quiet  Man  with  a  big  bag.  Take  'em  at  thirty  bob. 

[He  departs  with  one  figure  in  the  bag,  and  the  other  tucked 
under  his  arm. 

Mrs.  G.-T.  There,  Tom— it's  lucky  you  've  got  me  to  keep 
an  eye  on  you.  I 've  saved  you  at  least  a  sovereign  !  (Later) 
Dear  me,  isn't  that  Mr.  Thuriel  Spier  over  there  'i  I  thought 
so.  But  how  fortunate.  He  knows  more  about  old  things  than 
any  man  in  London.  I  must  show  him  all  my  treasures  ! 

Mr.  G.-T.  Ah,  and  get  'em  vetted.    What  ? 

Mr.  T.  S.  (languidly,  after  greetings).  Old  Sheffield  ?    Yes, 

ru-e  are  one  or  two  people  here  who  sometimts  have  some 
really  good  pieces — most  of  it,  you  know,  is  just  got  up  to 
suit  this  particular  market.  Oh,  those — yes,  very  nice  indeed, 
late  Georgian  design.  .  .  .  Really,  1  couldn't  give  an 
opinion.  .  .  .  Well,  candidly,  I  shouldn't  say  they  're  very 
old.  .  .  .  And  you  picked  up  this  too,  eh  ?  Very  decorative, 
and  the  colour  charming — so  clear.  Of  course  you  saw  at  once 
it's  one  of  those  process  reproductions.  Oh,  quite  worth 
getting,  I  daresay.  ...  I  could  hardly  tell  you — but  possibly, 
with  the  frame,  it  wouldn't  be  so  very  dear  at  a  shilling.  .  .  . 
Ah,  a  mortar,  eh  ?  And  dated,  too?  Interesting— quite  inter- 
esting— they  cast  these  things  from  first-rate  originals,  and  so 
well  that,  until  you  get  the  dirt  off,  you  would  hardly  know 
they  weren't  antiques.  .  •.  .  Oh,  no,  every  now  and  then  you 
do  come  upon  wonderful  finds  here.  For  instance,  only  a 
few  minutes  ago  I  met  a  little  man  I  know — a  dealer  of  sorts 

with  a  pair  of  seated  Chinese  figures  with  movable  heads 
and  hands — he'd  seen  'em  being  unloaded  from  a  van,  and 
spotted  'em  at  once.  Another  fellow  was  after  'em,  but  he 
wouldn't  go  to  more,  than  a  sovereign,  so  my  little  man  nipped 
in  and  got  'em  for  thirty  shillings.  He  showed  'em  to  n:e, 
and  they  really  were  wonderful.  Ming  of  the  best  period—- 
and in  perfect  condition — probably  looted  from  Pekin. 
Worth  ?  Well,  I  offered  him  fifty  pounds — but  lie  said  he 
hoped  to  get  a  hundred  at  least.  And  I  shouldn't  wonder  if 
he  does.  Now,  dear  lady,  if  only  you  had  happened  to  be  on 
the  spot  instead ! 

Mrs.  G.-T.  (in  a  small  voice).  Yes  —  it  was  rather  un- 
fortunate. Though  er-Mink  is  not  a  period  I  go  in  for.  And 
now  I  think  we  must  be  getting  home.  Good-bye,  Mr.  Spier, 
so  glad  to  have  met  you.  F.  A. 


MUSICAL  Xoriv. — A  Dresden  paper  notes  with  more  regret 
than  surprise  that  the  eminent  conductor,  Herr  VON  Snurir, 
is  suffering  from  a  severe  sprain  in  his  arm  as  the  result  of 
directing  the  performances  of  HICHAKD  STRAUSS'S  Elcktra. 
Mcrr  VON  SCHUCII  ought  to  be  grateful  that  he  has  not  been 
Elektracuted. 

From  a  chatty  letter  in  The  Irish  Independent: — 

"This  extremely  rare  plant  has  an  arinaceConn  leaf,  sessil  and  om- 
plexical,  while  the  lamina  is  gibbous  and  limiate.  The  flowers  have  no 
t-alix,  which  is  replaced  by  a  caducous  periampli.  The  polypetalous 
corolla  is  caryophyllaceous." 

This  plant  was  discovered  in  Mayo,  and  naturally  the  in- 
habitants have  boycotted  it. 

Rowing   Notes. 

"  On  the  outward  journry  they  had  a  wait  of  fifteen  minutes  at  the 
Pike  and  Krl  whilst  repairs  were  done,  after  which  they  continued  to 
tli3  locks  in  tno  pieces." — Daily  Mirror. 

The  British  workman  again. 
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A  VIICW   OF  MODERN  LIFE  ; 

On,  THE  NEW  EDITINU. 

Tina  article  by   Mr.  Bollary  Hilloc,  \\hirh 

e  print  after  Bubmitting  it  to  a  censorship 

miiiilful  of  the  law  of  libel,  contained  certain 

itions  against  certain  public  jjersons, 
accusations  which  we  believe  to  be  true.  Mr. 
IlilliK-,  wh  '  wanted  notoriety  at  any  price,  was 

linf-ly  unwilling  that  we  should  publish 
his  artirlr"  without  these  accusations,  aud  in 
order  to  prove  that  lie,  at  least,  has  th  •  courage 
of  his  convictions,  wo  have  adopted  the  form  in 
which  the  article  at  present  appears.  We  do 
this,  in  spite  of  t'ie  perfect  idiocy  of  the  result, 
the  more  willingly  since  it  demonstrates  to  our 
easily  persuaded  mind  how  in  this  country  the 
law  of  libel  aids  that  very  obscuring  of  facts  to 
which  .Mr.  HMoc  refers— that  obscuring  of 
facts  which  is  one  of  the  most  serious  of 
modern  tendencies. — ED.,  jf'/i«  liangay  lieviete. 

Painful  though  it  is  to  me  as  a  con- 
vinced Liberal  to  have  to  denounce  the 
leader  of  my  own  Party,  I  can  only  pay, 
to  adapt  the  immortal  phrase,  Amicus 
Asquith,  magi*  arnica  verilas.  The 
PREMIER  is  a  man  of  fine  intellect  and  a 
polished  phrase-maker,  but  his  - 

fill      me      with     

.    But  what  are  we  to  say  of  his 

colleagues?    Can  we  expect  manliness 

join  —  ,  who  openly  confesses 

,o  being  a  teetotaler,  or  consistency  from 
Mr.  —  — ,  who  prefers  port  to  beer '( 

The  insufferable  insolence  of  Mr.  - 

is  a  byword  in  Lancashire,  and  the 
scandal  attaching  to  -  -  has  be- 

come so  notorious  that  the  LORD  CHAN- 

: •  _ 

But  the  condition  of  society  is  no 
better.  In  the  very  heart  of  Mayfair 
we  are  confronted  with  unspeakable 

atrocities.    The of  ,  it  is  an 

open    secret,   poisoned    his   father,   his 

mother,  and  his  first  wife,     Lord 

was  once  found 


For 
But 


And  why  did  he  get  his  peerage  ? 

paying — 

the    male    sex    have    no    monopoly  ot 

iniquity.     Lady was  twice  arrested 

for  theft  last  season,  and  only  escaped 
a  severe  sentence  by  bribing  the  — 

Mrs. 'a  tiara  — 

Lady is  a  pyromaniac,  and 


when  she  was  at  Goodwood 


Turning  to  literature  (so-called),  what 
do  I  see?  Insincerity,  jobbery  and 
corruption  everywhere.  Could  there  be 
a  worse  example  of  the  success  that  is 
made  by  nepotism  than  that  of  Mr. 
?  I  do  not  hesitate  to  say 


OUR    SPOILT    BARBARIANS. 


that  eiiis  Bonnpaaq  mpvJiXa  UWBDT.  oSna 
suiiido  JTOVB3  u^pqzojao  mrapoX  an^aa, 
and  I  go  even  further,  and  say  also  that 
•qa^tjaaoa  onsau3AL  ajQBsnurBS  XtunoaJi 
isnduiTu  Stidaonoa  aqql^tna  nau/A.  onsae 
moiuCjra  qootreq  •BJtfoss'B  maus^a  OTAI^P 
What  kind  of  reply  can  Mr.  - 
make  to  that?  None.  Again,  take  the 
case  of  Mr. .  Everyone  knows 


Young  Blood.  "  SOEBT  I  CAN'T  LET  YOU  HAVI 

TIIE  PlLKINQTONS  OS   I-'UIDAT   I   M1OUT  MANAGE  TO 

. 

pounds  annually  for  some  time  in 
chicken  and  champagne  for  reviewers, 

the  most  notorious  of  whom  is  Mr. 

.     But  I  have  said  enough.    You 

now  know,  if  you  never  knew  before, 
that  the  honest  literary  men  can  be 
counted  on  the  fingers  of  one  jolly 
hand. 

And  the  stage.    How  ghastly  is  its  con- 
dition!    Look  at  the  recent,  successes : 

Of  'fhe at  the  -       Theatre ; 

of at   the 


Theatre  ;    of 


at    the  

at    the 


Theatre;    of  — 

Theatre,   to  name  no  others.     lxx>l 
them  all  and  shudder  at  the  appalling 
trough   in   which   our  actor  -  managers 
wallow,  particularly  Mr.  -  -  and 

Mr .     These  I  brand  first  of 


WBBO  WA    JJJ..4 .  I i          Jilt 

tliat    he   has    spent    several     hundred  all. 


A    PAKCE    TO-NIOHT,   BCT    If    TOC '««    OOIXO    TO 
FIT  TOD   IN   TUEBE." 

. 

In  short,  all  modern  life  is  rotten  to 
the  core.  But  thank  goodneM  one 
Anglo-German  editor  and  one  Anglo- 
French  publicist  at  any  rate  have  a  little 
courage  left. 

The  French  "  Intensive  Culture  " 
System. 

WHAT  rr  COSTS. 

"  WASTED  Two  French  I<adie«  to  Mchange 
Conversational  Le-on.  for _  Two  tn.iw.Hy 
Students."-4drt.  in  "  The  WuUn  Mail. 

An  TJngallant  Swain. 

•   Will    the   lady   who   left   two   bunches   of 

foraTariff]teformeronSr\ale« 
,,,diy    call    again  on  Tuesday  morning 
nrxt  •>.  "— JWrt.  i<i  -  The  Time*. 
Does  he  want  her  to  remove  them  ? 
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THE   STORY  OF  THE  WEEK. 

[IMPORTANT  ANNOUNCEMENT  BY  THE  AUTHOR  : — 
Truth,  it  has  often  been  said,  is  stranger  than 
fiction.  On  the  other  hand,  fiction  is  generally 
more  interesting  than  truth.  Realising  this, 
and  also  that  times  are  hard,  Mr.  Punch 
has  conceived  the  idea  of  presenting  to 
his  subscribers  a  short  hebdomadal  resume 
(as  Parisians  say)  of  the  events  of  the 
week,  in  the  gnise  of  a  story.  To  this  end  he 
has  made  arrangements  with  one  of  our  lead- 
ing—with the  present  writer,  to  contribute  in 
serial  form  a  novel  of  actual  life,  in  the  hope 
that  this  will  enable  his  readers  to  economise 
by  dispensing  in  future  with  their  ha'penny 
morning  paper.] 

THE  WAGGING  WORLD. 
(NOTE.- — You  can  start  tins  story  NOW 

— or  not,  just  as  you  like.) 

CHARACTERS  IN  THE  STORY. 

Baron  Novascotiavitch,  one  of  the 
Under  Secretaries  at  the  Servian 
Foreign  Office.  He  is  engaged  in 
an  important  correspondence  with 
the  Austrian  Foreign  Office,  de- 
manding compensation  for  the  an- 
nexation of  Bosnia  and  Herzegovina. 
His  last  letter  was  accidentally 
addressed  to — 

J.  A.  Smith,  the  Secretary  of  the 
Scottish  Rugby  Union.  It  is  be- 
lieved to  have  begun,  "  My  Dear 
Smith,"  but  the  contents  are  as  yet 
a  secret. 

B.  W.  M.  Aibuthnot,    the    Cambridge 

spare  man.  He  has  been  forced  to 
resign  his  position  at  the  stroke 
tliwart,  owing  to  the  threats  of  the 
Confederates,  the  leader  of  whom 
is  generally  supposed  to  be — 

George  Bedford,  the  famous  Censor. 

Hamilcar  Harmttcorth,  an  anonymous 
donor  of  £10,000  to  the  Territorials, 
for  enlistment  in  which 

William  Tuft  has  just  been  rejected  on 
account  of  insufficient  chest  mea- 
surement. William,  however,  is  in 
no  wise  daunted,  and  joins  the 
training  ship  Mercury,  where  he 
comes  under  the  care  of 

C.  B.  Fry,  who  is  definitely   going  to 

play   for    Hampshire    this   season. 

(Official.) 
Menial  Manners,  a   young   and  lovely 

parachutist. 
Caroline  Nation. 
Alfred,  a  German  waiter  disguised  as  a 

Swiss  waiter. 
And  a  few  more. 

CHAPTER  ONE  MILLION  AND  TIIIKTEKN. 

On  a  typical  morning  in  March  two 
men  might  just  have  been  seen  walking 
along  the  Embankment.  The  scene 
spread  before  them  (and  partly  over 
them)  was  a  familiar  one  to  the  Londoner. 
On  the  right  hand,  as  far  as  the  eye 
could  see,  a  black  waste  of  snow  ;  on  the 
left  hand  a  river  of  mud  ;  on  the 
collar • 

At  this  moment  the  fog  lifted,  and  the 


two  travellers  paused  to  look  about 
them. 

"  The  L.C.C.,"  began  the  elder  de- 
liberately, "  be — 

"  My  dear  Smith,"  interrupted  the 
other,  "  it  has  nothing  to  do  with  the 
L.C.t '.  It 's  the  Borough  Councils." 

"Anyhow,"  said  his  companion,  "you 
can't  deny  that  the  L.C.C.  rate  has 
gone  up  three  farthings.  And  that 's 
what  you  call  Municipal  Reform." 

"  A  legacy  of  the  Wastrels,"  retorted 
the  younger,  angrily.  "  If  it  hadn't 
been  for  them  .  .  .  . " 

A  clock  chimed  the  hour  slowly  and 
methodically. 

"  Listen,"  said  the  first  man.  He  held 
up  his  hand  for  silence,  and  counted  the 
strokes  as  they  fell.  "  Eleven  !  The 
hour  has  come." 

"What  hour?" 

"The  hour, my  dear  MARRIOTT,"  replied 
his  companion,  "  when  we  may  begin  to 
celebrate  the  centenary  of  the  poet  BUNN." 

CHAPTER  ONE  MILLION  AND  FOURTEEN. 

[SYNOPSIS  OF  PREVIOUS  CHAPTER  :  The  L.C.C. 
rate  has  gone  up  three-farthings.  On  the  other 
hand  this  continues  to  be  a  week  of  anniver- 
saries. But  the  weather  is  beastly.] 

(NOTE. — You  can  go  on  icitli  the  story 
noio.) 

Let  us  however  return  to  the  A.B.C. 
shop  where  we  left  our  hero.  Scarcely 
had  the  door  shut  behind  his  rival  when 
he  drew  a  letter  from  his  pocket,  and 
once  more  with  perplexed  brow  strove  to 
master  its  contents.  It  was  written  iu  a 
foreign  language,  but,  thanks  to  the 
training  which  preparation  for  the  pre- 
liminary examination  of  The  Evening 
.\Vif.s-  Scholarship  Scheme  had  given 
him,  he  had  no  difficulty  in  translating 
it  as  follows  :  — 

"  My  dear  SMITH,—  I  must  say  I  don't 
quite  like  the  tone  of  your  last  letter. 
I  thought  we  had  decided  to  leave  the 
question  of  compensation  for  the  loss  of 
Bosnia  and  Herzegovina  in  the  hands 
of  the  other  Powers  for  arbitration. 
Why  then  do  you  suddenly  suggest  that 
a  trifling  payment  of  three  shillings 
a  day  constitutes  an  act  of  profes- 
sionalism ?  Please  let  me  know  at  once 
whether  you  intend  to  turn  up  on  the 
20th,  as  I  want  to  mobilise  our  army. 
This  is  positively  my  last  word  on  the 
subject.  Yours  sincerely, 

"  C.  J.  B.  NOVASCOTIAVITCH." 

"  What  d^pes  it  mean  ?  "  said  our  hero 
aloud  to  himself,  as  he  put  the  letter 
away  and  stared  out  of  the  window  at 
the  fog  and  snow.  "  What  indeed  does 
anything  mean  ?  " 

''  Well,"  cheerfully  said  the  little  man 
who  sat  opposite  him,  "Tariff  Reform 
means — 

"  Yet  what  does  anything  matter  now 
that  STUART  is  at  stroke  again  ?  " 

The  little  man  made  no  answer.     In- 


stead he  began  to  cut  into  the  scone 
which  he  had  ordered. 

"  Talking  of  Norwegian  granite,"  he 
said,  as  he  took  a  bite. 

Our  hero  was  in  no  mood  for  frivolous 
conversation.  He  rang  for  his  bill,  and 
when  the  waitress  had  given  it  him  he 
picked  up  his  photograph  of  Mr.  SOOTT- 
DICKSON  and  made  for  the  cash  desk. 

"  What  are  you  going  to  do  for  the 
women  ?  "  the  waitress  called  after  him 
reproachfully, 

''I  beg  your  pardon,"  he  said,  and, 
returning,  placed  twopence  underneath 
his  plate. 

Once  outside,  he  made  his  way  through 
the  slush  to  Putney,  where  the  Cam- 
bridge crew  were  just  embarking,  FAIR- 
DAIRN  being  still  at  the  bow  thwart. 
"  The  Army  Aeroplane.  Record  Descent 
at  Aldershot,"  shouted  a  pnper  boy  near 
him,  and  beckoning  to  the  lad  he  pur- 
chased an  evening  journal,  and  hastily 
scanned  the  Society  column  for  the  latest 
news  of  Father  VAUGHAN'S  dreams.  Then 
an  announcement  in  large  type  met  his 
eye,  and  he  staggered  back. 

"  Heavens  !  "  he  cried,  "  the  House  of 
Lords  has  been  threatened  again  !  " 

CHAPTRR  ONE  MILLION  AND  FIFTEEN. 

[SYNOPSIS  OF  PREVIOUS  CHAI-TER  :  Tariff  Reform 
means  more  letters  to  my  dear  SMITH,  anj 
STUART  at  stroke  and  bow.] 

(NoTE. — This  is  going  to  be  the  last 
chapter  tliis  week.) 

In  a  boudoir  in  Central  Glasgow  a 
young  and  lovoly  girl  was  resting  idly 
on  a  couch.  Outside  the  snow  fell 
pitilessly,  but  inside  the  room  the  fire 
burnt  brightly  enough.  Waking  sud- 
denly from  her  reverie  the  girl  sighed, 
and  then  rose  and  skated  gracefully 
across  the  apartment  to  her  writing 
desk.  She  sat  down  and  drew  the  tele- 
phone towards  her. 

"Are  you  there?"  she  said.  "I 

want  Minus  2113  Central Hallo, 

are  you  Minus  2113?  ....  What? 
.  .  .  .  Gone  abroad,  has  he?  What, 
Spain  ?  .  .  .  ,  Thank  you." 

She  put  the  receiver  back  and  took 
out  a  sheet  of  notepaper.  Then  dipping 
a  jewelled  fountain-pen  in  the  ink  she 
began, 

"  My  dear  SMITH, — 

(WARNING. — To  be  continued  next  week 
with  any  luck.) 

[NoTE. — We  greatly  regret  to  announce 
that  further  instalments  of  this  exciting 
story  have  been  prohibited  by  "  The 
Follies." — EDITOR.]  A.  A.  M. 


"  There  was  no  criminal  business  at  the 
Wicklow  Spring  Assi/.es  yesterday,  and  the 
Lord  Chief  Justice  congratulated  the  gr..nd 
jury  and  the  people  at  large  on  the  circum- 
stance."— Da ily  6' rapft ic. 

The  people  who  were  still  "at  large" 
had  probably  already  congratulated 
themselves  on  the  circumstance. 
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ACCOMMODATION  FOR  BIRD  AND  BEAST. 

"VfR.  REYNARD,  The  Spinney, 
Belvoir,  has  vacancies  for  several 
young  chickens  in  his  old -established 
organism.-  References  from  any  farmer 
in  the  neighbourhood. 


To  DUCKS,  WATER-RATS,  ETC. 
MO  MORE  WET  FEET.— By  invest- 
'  ing  in  the  Anti-Rheu  Rubber  Shoes 
all  evil  consequences  of  getting  the  feet 
wet,  to  which  ducks,  water-rats,  otters, 
etc.,  are  so  liable,  are  wholly  removed. 
Kh.Mimatismathingofthepast. — Apply, 
The  Factory,  Booth'. 


—  Compact  Freehold  Bijou 
Residence  for  Sale ;  price 
150  nuts ;  conveniently  situated  in  a 
hole  in  a  warm  bunk.  Would  suit  young 
married  dormice. — Apply,  "  D.,"  The 
Seven  Sleepers  Road,  N. 


QTOAT,  of  sociable  tastes,  anxious  to 
secure  partner  for  sporting  rights 
in  Essex  estate ;  last  year's  bag,  50 
water-hens,  400  rabbits.  —  Details  of 
KILBUNNY  &  Co.,  Auctioneers,  Wivenhoe. 


To  SiiivERiNo  BIRDS. 
JENNY  WREN,  resident  at  Kew,  is 
prepared,  for  a  consideration,  to 
show  other  wrens  a  small  hole  in  wall  of 
glass  house  through  which  well-heated 
refuge  can  be  obtained.  What  offers  ? — 
Box  A  129. 


DON'T  CATCH  COID  ! 

pl'TTEES    for   Storks,    Herons,    and 
Flamingos.  —  Apply,    LECWKAH. 
Netherlimb  Gardens,  Hampstead. 


A  LITTLE  LONELY  OWL,  recently 
orphaned,  is  in  search  of  a  comfort- 
able hollow  tree,  church,  or  barn,  with 
congenial,  refined  society  ;  would  con- 
tribute mice  regularly. — Apply  "  0.," 
The  Belfry,  Witcuater. 


To  PENH i  INS,  GKKSK,  &o. 
miACEFUL    CARRIAGE   in   six 
lessons  ;  Deportment  Classes  con- 
ducted   by    an    experienced     Swan. — 
Address  Omit,  Chiawick  Eyot. 


TiEAR,  Brown,  open  to  social  engage- 
ments.  Specialities :  Bear-footed 
dancing,  pole-climbing,  wrestling;  terms 
from  50  buns  upwards.- — Apply  I'RSA 
MAJOR,  Grizzly  Grange,  N.W. 

U  KAGULL,  hand-fed,  anxious  to  enter 
good  aviary ;  sardines  de  rigueui: — 
Apply  LITTLE  MARY,  The    Bridge,  St. 
James's  Park. 

To  CONSUMPTIVE  HEDGEHOGS. 
TORQUAY,    Biibbacombe.  — To    Let, 
Valerian    Villa,   ideal   winter  resi- 
dence,   rich    in    black-beetles. — Apply 
,  House  Agent,  Torquay. 


"MOTHER,  I'VE  A  DREADFUL  THING  TO  CONFESS  TO  TOO.  LAST  S1GUT,  WHEN  IOC  TOLD  HE  TO 
LIE  DOWN  IN  BED,  I  LIED  DOWN,  BOT  AFTER  TOD  TCRSED  OUT  THE  OAS  I  QROCSDED  1IT  TERH  AT 
TOC  ID  THE  DARK  !  " 


AN  elderly  Poodle  belonging  to  titled 
family  wishes  to  recommend   her 
attendant  as  second  Footman.    Is  leav- 
ing to  better  himself. — Box  K9. 


TiLl IE  TIT  for  usual  commission  will 
introduce  limited  number  of  friends 
to  hitherto  unperceived  cocoanut  hang- 
ing in  practicable  tree. — Address  Miss 
Ciiinui-p,  Titbits  Villa,  Bourneville. 


To  THE  AFFIJCTED. 

PERTAIN  CURE  FOR  THE  PIP:— 

^  Two  shillings  per  bottle,  three 
bottles  for  4*.  Gd  to  coupon  holders. — 
Dr.  SISKIN,  419,  Cheepside. 


ABESITY     REDUCED.  —  Apply 
w    ROUND  ROHIN,  The  Daniel  " 
Ian,  Bantiugliam. 


To  Cuciooe. 
ADVERTISER,  Professor  of  Avine 
•"•  Gymnastics,  will  send  under  sealed 
cover  for  2t.  6d.  infallible  secret  of  half- 
nelson  hold  suitable  for  dislodging 
most  truculent  hedge-sparrow.—  Apply 
Fuiii!  '  H,  i  'M  -lewry. 


T"    IIICDGK-SPABIIUWS  AMI  OTHBH8   MENACED 
HT  Cl'CKOOe. 

"BEESWAX  LINING  for  nests.—  Apply 
•°  Juniper  Lodge.  Tite  Street,  8.W. 

POLES  for  Polar  Bears.  Unlimit.il 
f  variety.  —  Apply  JOSEPH  COSHAP, 
Secret  Agent.  Warsaw. 


T"  1 

PETITION    in    i.ivour   of    Nightlight 
Saving  Hill  can  !><•  sii;i:--lat  Messrs. 
Win.ir  &  \\'..'. .  i .    SI.  MHO  Square,  W. 
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TJroim  (ir/io  lias  somehow  Iwdked  his  first  salmon,  to  Jones  assisting,  also  for  the  Jirat  limt,  in  this  form  of  sport).  "  STICK  To  HIM! 
SIT  ON  UIB  BBAD!" 


SINGING-SICKNESS. 

THE  prevalence  of  tliia  distressing  malady  is  an  alarming 
fact  that  needs  to  be  grappled  with  by  scientists  without 
delay.  Whether  it  is  due  to  the  harmful  presence  of  the 
common  house-fly,  just  as  Sleeping-Sickness  is  due  to  another 
ravening  insect,  is  not  yet  fully  established,  but  it  is  certainly 
a  disease  of  domesticity  and  is  to  be  found  principally  in 
the  suburban  villa  and  the  small  flat.  In  hotels,  clubs,  and 
billiard  rooms,  it  is  practically  unknown. 

Its  symptoms  are  well-defined.  The  malady  is  sometimes 
accompanied  by  gaspings  for  breath  and  redness  of  the  face, 
frequently  by  loud  screams,  and  almost  always  by  a  piano. 
Scales  are  among  the  least  pleasant  of  the  indications  of  the 
scourge.  Among  the  adolescent  its  manifestations  are  akin 
to  those  of  Love-Sickness. 

A  peculiarity  is  that  those  whom  this  malady  directly 
attacks  show  every  sign  of  happiness  and  even  pride  in  their 
disease  ;  the  real  sufferers  consist  of  those  who  are  personally 
immune.  The  latter  may  gain  temporary  relief  by  inserting 
cotton-wool  in  tho  cars,  and  sometimes,  in  the  less  obstinate 
cases,  by  hammering  nails  into  the  party-wall.  But  no  lasting 
prevention  or  cure  has  been  discovered,  always  excepting  death. 

It  is  one  of  the  ironies  of  nature  that  Sleeping-Sickness 
should  prevail  in  remote  swamps  of  the  African  continent 
and  Singing-Sickness  in  nice  comfortable  pl;ices,  on  dry  soil, 
like  Highgate  and  Wimbledon.  If  only  the  victim  of  Sleeping- 
Sickness  could  be  brought  into  a  neighbourhood  in  which 
Singing-Sickness  rages,  there  would  be  a  very  fair  chance  of 
the  disease  of  the  former  being  baffled  and  eventually  con- 
quered ;  or,  better  still,  a  movement  might  well  be  set  on 


foot  to  transport  subjects  of  Singing-Sickness  to  the  malarious 
regions  of  Africa. 


A    MOTHER'S    SACRIFICE. 

[To  a  Suffragette  who,  on  being  brought  before  the  magistrate, 
made  the  following  statement  (according  to  The  Daily  Tder/rapli) : — 
"  I  have  a  little  son,  eight  months  old,  and  his  father  and  I  decided, 
after  calm  consideration,  that  when  that  boy  grew  up  ho  might  ask, 
'  What  did  you  do,  mother,  in  the  days  of  the  women's  agitation,  to  lay 
women's  grievances  before  the  Prime  Minister  ?  '  and  I  should  blush  if  I 
Imd  to  say  I  made  no  attempt  to  go  to  tho  Prime  Minister."] 

AND  so  this  boy  of  yours,  years  hence  perusing 
Records  of  women  wronged  by  man-made  laws, 

May  ask,  an  eager  flush  his  face  suffusing, 

"  What  did  you  do  to  help  the  Women's  Cause  ?  " 

If,  when  this  searching  question  has  arisen, 
You  answer,  "Nothing,"  picture  his  surprise  ! 

'Twere  better  to  endure  the  pains  of  prison 
Than  face  the  scorn  in  those  reproving  eyes. 

Let  it  be  his  to  hear  the  tale — and  may  be 
It  will  not  lose  through  being  often  told — 

How  you  renounced  your  husband,  home,  and  baby, 
When  he  (the  last-named)  was  but  eight  months  old. 

Such  be  your  answer !  Yet,  0  happy  mother, 

Is  this  the  only  question  you  foresee  ? 
What  will  you  say,  suppose  he  asks  another  : — 

"  Meanwhile,  dear  Parent,  who  looked  after  me  ?  " 
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"A  HANDSOME   CONCESSION." 

E™orA(,V,m,,;,,,,  7,,/,nv,,  AVST,,,*  «mJS«.m-h,lfc/or»,r).   "I  THINK  I   CAN"    IT.Ksr.M.K   MY   TOOWJ  FRIEND  HKUF. 
TO   HE   REASONABLE,    AND   1    AM   SITKE   YOU    CAN    AFTOBD   TO   UK   <!EXEK  PRFPARFD   TO 

Amm.    "I    I.ON'T    KKMKMBKU   TO    HAVE    ASKED    TOOT     OMNIOH,    MADAM      BU 
LICK  MY  BOOTS    I'LL  THEN    CONSIDER   WHKTHF.U   I'LL  ALLOW  HIM  TO 

[«  Servia  n.ust  ask  us  what  we  »re  mmfed  to  offer  ....  I;,r  ,1.1s  i.  no  European  question,  hit  •  P-rely  inU-rn.1  . 
limitary."— The  "  Fremiicnbltitt,"  wi(iH//i;>i.'c<-  »/  //»•  -l"."/''i«M  j- orciji         ic*. _ 


MARCH  10,  1909.] 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


tie 


ESSENCE     OF     PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED   FBO1I   THE   DlABT   Of  ToBT,   M.P. 


MAJORITY 
VILLA 


"AN    ENGLISHMAN'S    HOMK,"   OR,  "THE  OPTIMISTS." 

(With  profound  acknowledgments  to  Mr.  Pelissier  of  "The  Follies"  ami  his  inspired  •cene-paiiiUT.) 
J/r.  Aaqviili.  WELL,  THEY  HAVEN'T  DONE  us  MUCH  HARM  TET,  HALDANB,  OLD  BOT,  mvg  THEY?" 

Mi:  IIiMin,:  "No,  MY  DEAR  Asquint.    I  AM  NOT  CONSCIOUS  OF  ANYTHING  THAT  COULD  BE  ACCURATELY  DESCRIBED  EVKK  AS  '  DWCOHFOBT  ' 
AS  YET ! " 


House  of  Commons,  Mondity,  March  1. 
— Sensation  created  midway  through 
Questions  by  appearance  of  a  stranger 
by  cross  benches  on  Ministerial  side. 
CI.AUT>E  HAY,  exultant  over  MAMINALL'S 
QossnOKB  ASHI.KY,  who  dried  up  on  his 
tenth  question,  rose  to  put  his  eleventh, 
flushed  with  knowledge  that  lie  had  still 
several  more  to  the  good  on  the  paper. 
The  stranger,  a  man  of  stalwart  build, 
with  facecleauly  shaven.asked  theSpKAKKR 
whether  there  was  not  a  Standing  Order 
limiting  to  eight  the  number  of  questions 
that  might  be  put  by  individual  Mem- 
ber at  one  sitting?  Proceeded  to  point 


out  how  unfair  is  the  practice  of 
superfluity  in  this  matter  ;  daily  has 
effect  of  shelving  Members  whose  ques- 
tions stand  low  down  on  list,  and  are 
not  reached  before  a  quarter  to  four. 
As  the  stranger  proceeded,  Members, 
pricking  up  their  ears,  recognised 
the  voice.  It  was  FF.SWII  K,  hitherto 
bearded  like  the  well-known  but  anony- 
mous Pard,  now  pitilessly  shaven  ! 

SARK  explains  the  incident  as  supply- 
ing evidence  of  tin:  terrorism  created  by 
The  Confederates.  Since  the  twelfth 
century,  when  the  Vehmgericbt  flour- 
ished, there  has  been  no  secret  society 


exercising  equal  power,  spreading 
through  the  community  similar  terror. 
Ci.u  OK  HAY  isa  leading  member.  Kvery 
statesman  forming  it  has  the  name  by 
which  he  is  recognised  by  bis  comrades 
enrolled  on  a  scroll  enclosed  in  a 
le.ulen  casket  and  stored  in  the  vaults 

'of  the  offices  of  the  Tariff  Reform 
League.  Cr.Arr*:  is  known  as  Mnknnnn, 

'or  Tit,-.  Veil,;!.  T"M  MOOHK  with  pro- 
phetic eye  beheld  him  when,  ninety 

!  years  ago,  he  wrote  I^Jla  Kookh  : 

I  "  Then-,  on  that  throne ...  sat  the  Proph.  • 

I     The  Great  Mokanna.     O'er  his  f<  atiires  huiif? 

'•    The  Vril,  lli-1  >ilvor  Veil  which  ho  h:ul  flung 
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In  mercy  there  to  hide  from  mortal  sight 
His  dazzling  brow,  till  man  could  bear  its 
light." 

Of  course  this  veil  is  not  brought 
down  to  the  Commons,  being  reserved  for 
use  at  the  secret  rites  of  The  Confederates. 
FENWICK,  feeling  it  his  duty  to  the 
House  and  the  country  to  beard  MOK  \xx\ 
in  his  place  in  the  Commons,  took  the 
precaution  of  disguising  himself.  Silver 
veils  being  scarce  and  beyond  his  means, 
lie  not  less  effectually  used  the  razor. 

The  whole  thing,  as  SARK  says,  shows 
bow  dread  is  the  influence  of  this 
secret  Society.  PRINCE  ARTHUR,  who  has 
been  personally  threatened,  watched  the 
episode  with  obvious  uneasiness. 

Business  done. — 
In  Committee  on 
Supplementary  Es- 
timates. 

Tuesday.  —  Ac- 
cording to  Standing 
Orders  House  been 
engaged  in  con- 
sidering the  work- 
ing of  Old  Age 
Pensions  Act  and 
the  condition  of  the 
Unemployed.  Ac- 
tually it  has  been 
wondering  whether 
CAP'N  TOMMY 
BOWLES  will  get  in 
for  Central  Glasgow 
as  result  of  polling 
still  in  progress 
when  SPEAKER  took 
the  Chair.  If  so,  by 
what  majority?  If 
not,  what  will  his 
whacking  amount 
to? 

Politics  apart, 
there  is  a  general 
desire  to  see  the 
old  salt  tacking 
back  to  his  familiar 
anchorage.  Would 
like  to  hear  him  again  emphasising 
his  criticism  with  convincing  flourishes 
of  his  handless  arm.  Oddly  enough, 
should  he  return,  he  would  make  for 
the  very  corner  seat  to  the  right  of 
the  SPEAKER  filled  by  him  through 
a  succession  of  Parliaments.  Things 
have  changed  since  the  CAV'N  last  paced 
the  quarterdeck.  The  Liberals  have  gone 
over  ;  so  have  the  Unionists,  and  so  has 
C\P'K  TOMMY.  But  the  corner  seat,  in 
olden  time  besieged  by  CUM  MING  MACDONA 
and  Mr.  GEDOE,  remains,  waiting  for  the 
return  of  the  wanderer. 

Should  CAP'N  TOMMY  come  back  a 
Liberal  Home-Ruler,  he  -would  find  the 
House  as  completely  transmogrified  as 
himself.  Doubtful  how  he  would  get 
along  with  the  dormant  mass.  When, 
last  with  us  he  enjoyed  advantage  of 
criticising  his  esteemed  Leaders  from 


close  contiguity  of  the  Bench  imme- 
diately behind  that  on  which  they  sat. 
Always  a  position  that  commands  atten- 
tion. Been  sedulously  sought  from  days 
before  and  since  the  forgotten  HORSMAN 
was  a  power  in  the  House.  Few  filled 
it  with  the  sustained  brilliancy  of  CAP'N 
TOMMY.  An  incisive  debater,  he  had  a 
turn  for  pointed  phrases  that  DIZZY 
might  have  envied.  It  was  his  habit 
thoroughly  to  master  the  details  of  a 
question  before  expounding  it.  Seems 


small 


but  not  so 


thing  to  mention, 

common  at  Westminster  as  might  be 
supposed.  Generally  understood  that 
he  breakfasted  on  Blue  Books  and  had 
remaining  fragments  hashed  for  dinner. 


IIOW  HE   BROUGHT  TIIE   GOOD  NEWS. 

Acland-Hood,  with  face,  figure,  arid  gait  more  than  ever  reminiscent  of  a  turkey-cock." 


On  the  Public  Accounts  Committee 
he  was  a  terror  to  evil-doers,  including 
the  heirs  of  a  foreign  Sovereign  who 
evaded  the  payment  of  Death  Duty  on 
British  investments  and  found  a  Radical 
Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer  who  turned 
a  blind  eye  on  the  transaction.  That 
was  the  worst  (or  the  best)  of  CAP'N 
TOMMY.  He  was  no  respecter  of  persons, 
whether  they  sat  on  the  Treasury  Bench 
or  on  Continental  thrones.  He  would 
have  thought  nothing  of  speaking  dis- 
respectfully of  the  Equator ;  indeed  he 
transgress  in  the 
Mr.  CHAMBERIAIN. 
Possibly  three  months  after  his  re- 
turn, should  it  be  accomplished  at  the 
poll  now  in  progress,  he  would  turn 
and  rend  his  newly  "  respected  Leader," 
AsQurm.  It  would  be  awkward  so  soon 
after  having  found  salvation  to  relapse 


into  his  old  attitude  of  candid  critic  of 
his  pastors  and  masters. 

Perhaps  on  the  whole  CAT'N  TOMMY 
is  better  out  of  it.  He  would  come 
back  to  a  new  world  whose  leaden 
dulness  is  proof  against  the  sharpest 
tongue.  It  was  the  audience  supplied 
by  the  last  Parliament  and  its  pre- 
decessors that  largely  contributed  to  the 
making  of  him.  As  PRINCE  ARTHUR  dis- 
covered, when  three  years  ago  he  first 
faced  it,  the  present  House  is  a  poor 
strop  on  which  to  sharpen  intellectual 
razors. 

10.50  P.M. — A  quarter  of  an  hour  ago 
news  came  that  CAP'N  TOMMY  had  won; 
the  figures  assuring  his  triumph  were 
quoted.      564    was 
theprccise  majority. 
That   Banned    con- 
clusive. Now  comes 

ACLAND-HOOD,      with 

face,  figure, and  gait 
more  than  ever  re- 
miniscent of  a  tur- 
key-cock, rushing 
up  with  slip  of 
paper  in  his  hand. 
At  sight  of  it  a 
gleam  of  triumph 
lights  faceson  Front 
Opposition  Bench. 
The  news  flashes 
along  the  back 
benches,  greeted  by 
a  cheer  that  tells 
the  result. 

CAP'N  TOMMY  has 
been  routed,  not  by 
a  narrow  majority, 
Jjut  tiy  thousands. 

Members  passing 
out  on  their  way 
home  find  the  throb- 
bing Metropolis 
stricken  dumb.  No 
footfall  resounds  on 
the  crowded  pave- 
ments. Cabs, 'buses, 
silently  over  the 


did  more  than  once 
analogous    case     of 


motor-cars   struggle 

bed  of  the  heaviest  fall  of  snow  the  cen- 
tury has  seen.  Through  the  thickening 
air  muffled  voices  repeat  the  figures 
from  Glasgow.  Thus  at  great  crises 
does  Nature  attune  herself  to  the  action 
of  man. 

Business  done. — Supplementary  Fsti- 
mate  Account  of  Old  Age  Pensions 
passes  Report  stage. 

Thursday. — Mr.  FLAVIN  never  been  the 
same  man  since,  eight  years  ago  this  very 
month,  he  was  carried  forth  shoulder  high 
by  four  policemen,  their  march  accom- 
panied by  the  music  of  his  voice  chanting 
God  Save  Ireland.  Time  was  when 
his  yellow-ochre  suit  flamed  in  front 
of  debate  as  did  the  plume  of  HENRY  OF 
NAVARRE  when  fighting  was  to  the  fore. 
During  the  present  Parliament  he  has 
been  little  seen,  seldom  heard.  Old 
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Viral  Horseman.  "FULLING,  is  IIE  ?    WHY  UOS'T  YOU  TRY  BIDIKO  HIM  ox  THE  COED?" 

Second  Horseman.  "  RIDE  'in  ON  THE  OORB!    GOOD  "EAVENS!  I  CAN'T  SCARCELY  BIDE  'm  IN  TUB  MIDDLE  or  TUB  EOAD." 


instincts  assert  themselves  in  connection 
with  the  use  of  Norwegian  granite  for 
purposes  of  RoB\th  dojk.s. 

"  Was  the  stone  dressed  or  un- 
dressed ? "  he  sternly  asks  the  FIUST 
LORD  OK  THE  ADMIRALTY. 

ADMIIIAI.  McKi.sNA  only  that  minute 
merged  from  rather  rough  water. 
Patriots  opposite,  hereditary  champions 
of  the  working  man,  have  discovered  a 
new  wrong  dune  him  in  the  matter  of 
this  granite.  It  was  bought  in  Norway 
to  the  detriment  of  the  British  quarry 
owner.  It  was  wrought  liy  workers 
nii]irotcrted  by  the  fair  wiigo  clause 
inserted  in  all  Clovernment  contracts 
operative  in  this  country. 

Here  be  grievances  especially  poignant 

just  now  when  by -elect  ions  are  going  on 
in  Scotland,  whose  granite  has  been  set 
aside  in  favour  of  Norway's.  Hue-ami 
cry  instantly  raised;  merrily  carried 
on  till  the  ADMIUU,  quietly  drops  the 
remark  that  his  depai  t  inent  has  long 
been  familiar  with  Norwegian  granite,  it 
having  been  habitually  used  under  the 
reijime  of  his  predecessors,  who,  in  con- 
formity with  Government  treatment  of 


all  foreign  contracts,  did  not  insist  on 
the  fair  wage  clause. 

It  was  iu  the  awkward  silence  that 
followed  on  this  disclosure  that  Mr. 
FLAVIN  chipped  in  with  his  inquiry  about 
the  garb  of  the  stone.  No  Salomo 
granite  for  him.  Insisted  that  it  should 
not  only  be  dressed,  but  well  dressed. 
Said  nothing  about  yellow-ochre  suits 
or  tan  shoes  of  exceptional  brightness 
of  hue.  House  knew  what  he  meant, 
and  genially  cheered  his  reappearance 
on  scene. 


N.  BONAPARTE  HAI.RVNT. 
presents  a  bulletin  reporting  present 
condition  of  Territorial  Armv. 


SNOW    Kl.AKKS. 
(/'Vom  rar'mus  source*,  none  of  lliem 

l-t'lilllllc.) 

THIRTY  cattle  drivers  were  imbedded 
in  a  drift,  at  1'allymacrng,  County  Mona- 
ghan.  As  all  the  forces  of  the  lioyal 
Irish  Constabulary  were  unequal  to  dig- 
ging them  out.  an  appeal  was  made  to 
the  public  feeling  of  the  Old-Age  Pen- 
sioners of  the  district.  Five  hundred 


stalwart  young  fellows  answered  the  call, 
and  the  devoted  patriots  were  t-peedily 
rescued.  A  reassuring  telegram  was  at 
once  addressed  to  Mr.  I'.IHKKIJ.,  inform- 
ing him  that  none  of  the  cattle-drivers 
had  suffered  from  frost-bite. 

Mr.  AUSTEN  OHAMMERLAIX,  at  a  meeting 
at  which  no  reporters  were  present,  re- 
marked that,  though  we  might  boaM  of 
our  gnow  -here,  he  had  reliable  informa- 
tion that  in  Germany  the  drifts  were 
three  times  as  deep,  and  thus  gave 
thrico  the  employment.  It  would  there- 
fore be  evident  to  the  meanest  intelli- 
gence that  Tariff  Reform  meant  more  of 
everything  for  this  country. 

The  indifference  of  the  German  soldier 
to  climatic  influences  is  amu/ing.  In 
spite  of  the  Arctic  weather,  PeanotCt 
Weekly  announces  a  fresh  German  inva- 
sion for  this  week. 


"The  old  Latin  tag  '  l"\icili*  dffrennuii  .4 rer- 
un* '  may  bo  nio.lrriiiaed  into  '  DiKctli* 
axcensus  acropltini.'  " — The  Autocar. 

First   catch   your   tag,  then   modernise 
him. 
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THE    SUSPECT. 

I  LIVE  in  a  block  of  flats  which  forms 
part  of  a  square,  and  I  am  a  suspected 
person.  I  have  never  committed  a 
(reason,  a  felony  cr  a  misdemeanour. 
1  have  neither  attempted,  incited  to,  nor 
aided  and  abetted  in,  the  commission  of 
(  the  same.  I  am  not  even  an  incorri- 
i  gible  rogue  and  vagabond,  and  yet  I  am 
under  police  supervision.^  I  may  seein 
to  find  fault  with  the  police,  but  1 
should  have"  been  the  first  to  write  to 
The  Times  about  the  grave  deficiencies' 
of  our  detective  system,  had  not  the 
police  acted  as  they  did: 

On  Sunday  (I  cannot  say  de- 
finitely whether  it  was  the  inst., 
the  nit,  or  the  prox.)  I  was  seated 
in  my  flat  without  a  stain  upon 
my  character.  I  was  composing 
light  verse  for  this  very  paper, 
and  what  more  innocent  and 
reputable  occupation  can  be  con- 
ceived for  a  Sunday  evening? 
The  wall  which  separated  me 
from  the  next  flat  was  thin,  and 
on  the  other  side  of  that  thin 
wall  a  little  child  was  learning 
to  play  the  piano.  There  is  no 
better  way  of  learning  the  piano 
than  by  working  through  the 
Old  Hundredth  hymn  over  and 
over  again,  proceeding  slowly 
but  with  determination,  not 
omitting-an  "  Amen  '"at  the  end 
of  every  attemp.t,  and  not  being 
in  so  much  of  a  hurry  as  to  cease 
even  when  indefinite  repetition 
has  produced  comparative  accu- 
racy. No  one  'knew  or  appre- 
ciated that  fact  better  than  that 
little  child.  Do  .  not,  however, 
jump  to  conclusions,  for  that 
child  still  lives  immune.  Let 
me  tell  tlie'tale.in  my  own  way. 
In  a-'ilat->on  the  side  of  tin- 
square  opposite  to  me  and  the 


Innately   I   did  not  see  the  policeman, 
but  the  policeman  saw  me. 

I  walked  round  to  the  front  of  the 
big  man's  flat  and  stayed  there.  "If 
the  little  child  will  not  let  me  write 
frivolous  poetry,"  I  said  to  myself,  •"  she 
shall,  not  make  me  listen  to  Old  Huu- 
dredths.  I, will  stay,  and  hear  some 
Chopin."  /  So,  the  night  being  a  dark 
and  a  warm  one,  I  got  as  close  up  under 
the  railing  as  I  could  and  listened. 
Thus.  I  remained  absorbed,  and  I  do 
not  know  how  long  the  policeman  had 
been  there  before  I  became  aware  of  his 
scrutiny.  ., 


walk  a  slouch,  the  slouch  a  stop,  and 
the  stop  a  right-about  turn.  "  I  will  go 
back,"  I  thought,  "and  explain." 

The  policeman  was  grossly  to  blame, 
lie  neither  said  anything,  as  I  came  up 
to  him,  nor  offered  to  change  his  uniform. 
"I  got  tired  of  the  small  child,"  I  said 
hurriedly,  "  and  came  to  listen  1o  the 
big  man."  The  policeman  said  nothing  ; 
he  did  not  even  look  cross.  Had  he 
only  looked  cross,  I  might  have  kept 
calm  and  even  threatened  to  report  him. 
Anyhow,  I  should  not  have  sworn  (as  I 
did)  that  I  was  doing  nothing,  that  I 
was  committing  no  crime,  that  no  money 
would  induce  me  to  think  of 
committing  a  crime,  that  I  was 
a  respectable  man,  that  every 
Englishman  had  a  right  to  come 
out  of  his  home  and  listen  to 
big  men  playing  Chopin,  if  he 
wanted  to.  There  was  a  lot  more 
that  I  have  forgotten,  but  when 
one  party  refuses  to  talk  the 
conversation  must  die,  and  \ve 
reached  my  flat  in  silence.  There 
we  stopped. 

For  a  bit  I  stood  awkwardly. 
Then  I  said  "Good  night" 
weakly,  and  started  to  move  off. 
Then  I  stopped  and  came  back. 
I  took  half-a-crown  out  of  my 
pocket,  looked  at  the  policeman, 
and  put  it  back  again.  At  last, 
the  policeman  "remaining  silent, 
I  crppt  back  into  my  flat  like  a 
worm.  Inside,  I  waited  trem- 
bling a  minute  or  two,  and  then 
peeped  through  the  blind  and 
saw  him  still  standing  there. 
Moreover,  he  saw-  me  peep. 

I  am  'now  under  police  super- 
vision. 


little  child  there  is  a  big  man, 
who  also  .plays  the  piano.  Though  he 
is  four  times  as  big  as  the  little  child, 
he  does  not  seem  to  be  a  quarter  so 
strong  iu  the  arm.  He  has  none  of 
the  child's  perseverance  and  love  of 
Old  Hundredths  oft  repeated.  He  plays' 
nocturnes  and  sonatas,  and  rarely  plays 
the  same  thing  twice.  And  so,  because 
the  world  seldom  appreciates  industry 
and  painstaking  merit,  people  who 
loathe  the  little  child's  labour  love 
the  big  man's  playing.  I  am  such  a 

prison. 

Wicked  frivolity  cannot  prosper  in 
the  hearing  of  the  Old  Hundredth,  and 
after  an  hour  vainly  spent  upon  one 
line,  which  made  no  claim  to  sense  or 
any  serious  purpose,  I  put  the  verse 
away  and  went  out  into  the  square, 
wearing  a  scarf  instead  of  a  collar,  and 
nothing  at  all  instead  of  a  hat.  Unfor- 


7/omc  'Pigeon.  "  WELL,  I-'M  'ni.Mi  TO  B.EE-ONE  OF  YOU  WRETCHED 

ALIENS    HAS    BROUGHT    HIS    OWN  NEST,    FOR    ONCE!" 


It  was. the  policeman's  fault  for  say- 
ing nothing.-  Had  ho  made  some  accu- 
sation, I  should  have  explained  the  truth 
to  him  and  he  would  have  understood. 
As  it  was,  he  passed  on  and  left 'me 
feeling  relieved  for  the  moment,  .but 
guilty.  In  the  matter  of  guilty  or  not 
guilty,  it  is  a  question  of  what  you  feel 
and  not  what  you  are.  So,  wheii  I  saw 
him  returning  long  before  his  proper 
time,  I  was  panic-stricken  and  ran  away. 
It  sounds  foolish,  but  again  it  was  the 
policeman's  fault.  Policemen  have  no 
right  to  wear  sombre  blue  uniforms, 
which  inspire  terror  in  innocent  breasts. 
Had  he  been  dressed  in  pink,  had  he 
blacked  his  face,  had  he  even  been 
wearing  a  cloth  cap,  I  should  have  stood 
my  ground  and  passed  everything  off 
with  a  little  joke.  Instead,  I  ran. 

The  run  soon  became  a  fast  walk,  the 


Curious  Accident  to  a  Governor. 

Seychelles  .  i?;.a  long  way  off 
(for.  the  moment  we  cannot  re- 
member how  long    but  news  of 
— •  the  great  world  does  filter  through 
to  them  at  times.     Thus  (lleuter)  : — 

"The  Governor  o"  California  has  made  a 
statement  that  after  conferring  with,  the  leaders 
on  the  legislature  he  is  convinced  that  no  anti- 
Japanese  legislation  will  be  enacted  at  Alder- 
shot  and  then  fell  ten  feet  and  was  smashed." 

It  seems  like  a  judgment  on  him. 


Under  the  heading  "  Some  current 
Gpionions"  (not  to  be  confounded  with 
the  ordinary  onion),  The  Bloemfonteln 

J'oxt  prints  the  following  : — 

"  A  Zandberg  correspondent  writes  to  One 
Land: — We  trust  our  sensible  members  of 
1'arliament,  if  the  question  of  female  sulTnifjo 
is  again  brought  up,  will  at  once  propose  that 
the  mater  bo  consigned  to  the  waste-paper 
basket." 

We  do  not  like  these  invidious  distinc- 
tions between  the  Mrs.  I'ankhursts  and 
the  Miss  Ghristabels. 
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II  A'   AND  LET   FLY. 

["  It  has  reiTittly  been  pointed  out  by 
that  ....  mi    KiiKlishman's   properly  esteuds 
upwards    In    the     ski.-  /!.     littjen- 

l'ini-1-ll  in  "The  Xntiiiiiiil  /.Vi  inc." 

"  Ciijiis  i's;.  i-uliiiii,  c'jus  cat  usque  ad  cwlmu." 
tfoxim.] 

Y  I:\KS  ago,  when  the  Brothers  WKIGHT 
Were  babies  tucked  into  cots  at  night, 
I  laid  out  several  thousand  pounds 
Ou   a.    country    house    with     r\ttaisi\e 

grounds. 

All  this  is  mine,  but  I  wish  I  knew 
If  I  own  the  adjacent  Central  Blue? 

Oh,  in  the  looming  by-and-by, 
When  even  CODY  has  learnt  to  fly. 
Will    air  -  hogs,   dodging   the   winged 

police, 

Clatter  and  honk  like  migrant  geese, 
And  ram  each  other,  and  smash  in  two, 
And  the  bits  annihilate  me  and  you  ? 

Will  topers,  homing  when  night  is  gray, 
Lurch  and  perch  on  my  roof  till  day  ? 
Matrons,  flocking  from  "  magic  "sales," 
Drop,  with  a  Hop,  their  "  costly  bales  "? 
Pairs  in  parachutes  bill  and  coo, 
The  coy  maid  flutter,  ths  swain  pursue  ? 

Will  clamorous  flights  of  Unemployed 
Come  streaking  over  the  azure  void  ? 
If  Votes  for  Women  are  still  to  gain, 
Will  CniMsr.vr.ia.  charter  an  aeroplane, 
And  load  it  up  with  a  lively  crew 
From  the  National  Women's  S.P;U.? 

Must  I  cower  and  hide  my  spoons 

From  burglars  hovering  in  balloons? 

Must  I  see  sky-terriers  riot 

Over  my  coverts'  hallowed  quiet  ? 

No!     If  the  I»uin  max  in  'e  true, 

If  the  ground  is  mine,  then  theair  is,  too, 

And  the  shooting  rights  therein.  Hooroo ! 


ACADEMIC    OPERA. 

[The  Daily  Ghroiiifle  records  the  fart  that 
Lonl  HOWARD  HE  WAI. DEN  has  started*for  Buenos 
Ayres  with  the  libretto  of  an  opera  entitled 
l)ijlun.  It  forms  the  second  part  of  an  in- 
tended trilogy,  Uic  other  two  lx>ing  entitled 
Don  and  Branauyn,  and  has  been  set  to  music 
hy  Mr.  .losKrii  iloj.DitooKK.  \\lio  has  introduced 
eight  concertinas  into  his  score.] 

LOUD  (we  regret  that  the  Cen- 
sor has  absolutely  forbidden  us  to 
mention  the  name  of  this  interesting 
peer)  recently  started  on  a  tour  tc 
the  Isles  of  Greece,  taking  with  him 
the  libretto  of  a  new  opera  set  to  music 
by  Mr.  Delius,  who  will  accompany  him 
on  his  travels. 

The  work,  which  is  in  three  Acts,  is 
called  Hubert,  and  is  based  on  one  ol 
the  stories  in  the  Busclriijraiimwton,  the 
famous  collection  of  Bavarian  Fairy 
Tales.  Hubert,  it  should  be  explained, 
is  tho  first  opera  in  Lord 's  tri- 
logy, the  other  two  being  entitled  Von 
and  Herkomer.  Meantime  Lord •  is 


Sergeant  of  Royal  Irisli  Constabulary   (intercieuinr/  neic   member  of  tlie   Force).  " 
MAGINNIS,  'TIS    THE    FINE   STHBONO   FLESHY-LOOKIN'   FELLA  YE  ABE.     Now,  it  A  BUTBIT   MAM 

ATTACKED    YE    WID  A  KNIFE  AN1   A  PISTOL,   WOULD  YE  BUN   OB  FIGHT?" 

Keeruit.  "'SHUBE,  YEB  HONOUR,  I  WOULD  ! "  Sergeant.  "  WHAT,  YB  WOULD  ?  " 

Recruit.  "  BEGOBRA,  I  MANE  I  WOULD  XOT,  SOB  ! " 

Sergeant.  "Ail,  sow  THAT'S  BETTHEB  !     O 'LONG  WID  YE,  IIE  BUCKO!" 


desirous  of  giving  some  experimental 
performances  of  the  firbt  opera  in  the 
jEgean,  where  the  very  name  of  Mr. 
Delius  will  act  as  a  passport  to  the 
affections  of  the  islanders.  Still  the 
results  of  the  experiment  are  awaited 
with  a  certain  amount  of  misgiving,  as 
the  orchestration  of  Hubert  is  in  some 
respects  highly  unconventional. 

Thus  in  the  First  Act  the  accompani- 
ment to  the  Seren~.de  is  played  by 
sixteen  Jew's  harps,  four  Nasi-flutes, 
and  two  Lombardophones.  The  plot 
of  the  opera,  again,  is  rather  peculiar, 
as  there  is  no  heroine,  and  the  hero  is  on 
the  stage  all  the  time,  either  singing, 
dancing,  or  exhibiting  one  or  other  of 
his  numerous  accomplishments. 


In  the  Second  Act  he  rides  a  turtle  to 
the  sound  of  sea  trumpets ;  in  the  Third 
Act  he  paints  a  full-length  portrait  in 
ten  minutes,  during  which  he  never  has 
a  bar's  rest ;  and  in  the  Epilogue  he 
swims  the  Hellespont  in  the  full  uniform 
of  the  Bushey  Fire  Brigade. 

The  libretto  is  written  throughout  in 
rhymed  Alexandrines,  and  those  who 
have  enjoyed  the  privilege  of  perusal 
declare  that  the  lyrical  temperature 
throughout  is  higher  even  than  that  of 
the  most  fervid  stanzas  of  "burning 
Sappho." 

Lord  -  -  has  already  mapped  out 
two  other  trilogies,  the  subjects  of  which 
are  (1)  John  (2)  Singer  (3)  Sargent,  and 
|(1)  Solomon  (2)J.  (3)  Solomon. 


180 


PUNCH,   OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


[MAUOH  10,  1909. 


OUR    BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By  Mr.  Punch's  Staff  of  Learned  Clerks.) 

EVERYONE  has  heard  often  of  the  small  boy  in  wiom  a 
course  of  penny-dreadfuls  has  developed  a  suburban  passion 
for  piracy.  His  case,  and  the  severe  magisterial  com- 
ments thereupon,  belong  to  the  routine  of  our  police-courts. 
Well,  the  next  time  that  any  young  lady  is  brought  up  on 
the  charge  of  escaping  from  an  unsympathetic  home  to  dwell 
among  art  students  in  :i  Hloomsbury  attic,  and  with  no  more 
practical  equipment  for  the  battle  of  life  than  red  hair  and  a 
sense  of  humour,  then  I  hope  the  Bench  will  say  some  pretty 
sharp  things  about  "  E.  NESHIT"  and  her  latest  far  too 
fascinating  book,  Daphne  in  Fitzroy  Street  (GEOIIUE  AJ.I.EN). 
Because,  you  know,  I  doubt  very  much  whether  Daphne  and 
that  delightfully  real  child  Doris  would  have  been  quite  so 
happy  in  actual  life.  And  all  those  charming  people  that 
they  got  to  know  almost  directly,  Claude,  the  nice  boy 
downstairs,  Green  Eyes,  and  the  rest  of  them — I  think 
"E.  NESBIT"  ought  to  — 
have  added  a  footnote  to 
explain  that  this  was 
rather  an  exceptional 
bit  of  luck.  The  story 
b?gins,  as  prettily  as 
you  will  have  expected 
from  the  name  of  the 
writer,  in  a  French  con- 
vcut-scliool,  but,  alas ! 
school-days  in  fiction 
seldom  survive  the 
earliest  chapters,  and 
when  Daphne  was  sent 
for  to  interview  the  head- 
mistress 1  for  one  knew 
quite  well  that  her 
father  was  dead,  and 
that  she  was  to  be  re- 
called to  the  u  neon- 
genial  rule  of  aunts. 
That,  however,  does  not 
last  long,  and  once  the 
heroine  is  established 
in  Bohemia  the  tale  of 
her  adventures  goes  for- 


I  think  novel-readers  ought  to  bo  able  to  take  out  in- 
surance policies  against  sudden  accidents  to  characters, 
which  render  them  grotesque  or  repulsive  objects  for  the 
remainder  of  the  book.  It  is  so  disturbing.  In  Mrs.  HEMIY 
DUDKNEY'H  llaeliel  Lorian  (HEINEMANN)  a  quite  guiltless  hus- 
band is  crippled  for  life  by  a  railway  catastrophe  on  the 
first  day  of  his  honeymoon;  and  the  same  kind  of  situation 
is  brought  about  as  that  which  occurs  (to  take  an  instance) 
at  the  end  of  Mr.  E.  F.  BENSON'S  The  Angel  of  Pain.  Rarliel 
falls  in  love  with  her  husband's  btst  friend,  a  romantic 
artist,  whilst  the  invalid  becomes  more  and  more  embittered 
and  morose,  and  dually  takes  religion.  After  a  time  Mrs. 
DUDENEY  kills  him  off,  and  then  I  hoped  that  the  tangle 
would  be  straightened  out.  But  no ;  the  heroine  dooms 
herself  to  a  period  of  widowhood,  and  at  the  end  of  it 
discovers  that  Patrick  Rivers,  with  whom  her  relations  have 
bean  purely  platonic,  has 
intrigue  with  a  very  inferior  persi 
flashes  of  fine  writing,  both  in  the  analysis  of  emotions  and 
the  description  of  scenes,  but  the  style  is  amazingly  jerky. 

-  If  there  were  a  tax 
'on  dashes  Mrs.  DCDENEY 
would  be  the  saviour 
of  the  Budget.  I  think 
it  is  rather  unfair  in 
one  and  the  same 
novel  to  cripple  a 
rising  barrister,  rudely 
shatter  the  promise  of 
a  happy  conclusion,  and 
disjoint  half  your  sen- 
tences. 


been  conducting  a  most  improbable 
jrior  person.     The  book  is  full  of 


F.XI'LODKD    REPUTATIONS. 
WILLIAM  "THE  SILENT." 


ward  briskly  enough  to  an  end  which  I  defy  any  reader,  to 
foretell  with,  accuracy.  All  the  characters  are  well  drawn 
ill  I  make  a  slight  mental  reservation  about  the  rather 
too  brutal  Mr.  Henry?),  and  their  talk  is  full  of  just  those 
intimate  and  expressive  words  that  are  only  used  by  the 
lleally  Nice. 

The  llutchmcn  shown  in  brothers  All, 

By  M.VU;TI<;\  MAMITKNS  ('MKTIII  -EN),  lack — • 
Most  do,  at  least — what  1  would  call 

The  social  captivating  knack  ; 
They  're  simple  louts,  or  men  who  .scheme 

Incessantly  for  selfish  ends, 
And  either  way  yon  wouldn't  dream 

Of  ever  treating  them  as  friends. 

But,  though  I  should  not  greatly  prize 

The  boon  of  their  companionship, 
I  traced  their  stories  through  with  eyes 

That  let  no  single  sentence  slip, 
For,  if  the  mutter  of  the  tales 

Is  not  an  unalloyed  delight, 
The  author's  manner  seldom  fails 

To  put  the  working  balance  right. 


dearly    loves 


rhyme,    will 


a    thief   who, 
do    them 


like 
harm 
melodramatic    type  appears   in   The 


no 


Since  Raffles,  the 
gentleman  burglar, 
found  himself  a  pop- 
ular hero  he  has  had 
many  successors  in 
his  peculiar  line  of 
business ;  and  the 
manufacture  of  the 
rogue  in  fiction  is  in 
small  danger  of  be- 
coming a  forgotten 
art,  for  the  public 
puss  in  the  nursery 
The  latest  of  the 

Hand   of    the  Spoiler 


(RODDER  AND  S'rouGHT IN)  ;  but  Mr.  SIDNEY  PATKKXOSIKII'S 
novel  is  something  different  from  the  ordinary  story  of 
crime.  He  provides  us,  of  course,  with  the  customary 
apparatus ;  for  valuable  pictures  are  stolen  and  acute 
detectives  follow  up  chance  clues  or  surprising  coin- 
cidences ;  and  there  is  also  an  uncomfortably  realistic 
murder-scene  thrown  in  near  the  finish.  But  Mr.  PATER- 
NOSTER possesses  a  gift  for  character-drawing  which  rai-es 
his  people  considerably  above  the  lay-figures  of  the  ordin- 
ary detective  romance  ;  and  if  one  is  inclined  to  carp  at  the 
rather  forced  happiness  of  the  ending  it  must  be  allowed 
that  justice  is  frankly  meted  out  to  everybody  except  the 
hero.  And  he,  by  the  recognised  Statute  of  Authors' Limita- 
tions, is  exempt  from  too  harsh  treatment. 


"A  panic  was  narrowly  averted  in  St.  Patrick  Church,  Dublin,  by 
the  bursting  of  a  gas  main  in  the  adjacent  street." — Daily  Graplrie. 

Surely  some  simpler  method  of  averting  the  threatened  panic 
might  have  been  found. 
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CHARIVAR1A. 

Mis.  II  M.I  i.\\r:  is  nothing  if  n<  >t  thorough, 
and  we  licar  thiit  all  the  inhabitants  of 
our  seaside  towns  are  to  be  provided 
with  cab-whistles,  so  that,  immediately 
they  see  an  invasion  taking  place,  they 
may  call  the  taxi  cabs  which  now  form 
part  of  our  defensive  system  of  transport. 

The  War  Office  is  stated  to  be  seri- 
ously alarmed  at  the  uncompromising 
attitude  of  Labour  towards  the  Army, 
and  considers  that  the  proposal  that  no 
battle  shall  last  more  than  eight  hours 
may,  if  adopted,  seriously  handicap  us 
in  engagements  with  a  less  enlightened 
foe.  «^«, 

Mr.  BimiKM.,  speaking  at  Bristol,  said 
he    would    like    to  see 
women  as  well  as  men 
in    the    Upper    House. 
How  these  Liberal  Min- 

isters love  the  Lords  ! 

*  * 
* 

In  view  of  our  recent 
weather  it  is  a  nice 
question  whether  it  is  a 
very  happy  thought  — 
or  even  go.-'d  business 
—  on  the  part  of  the 
manager  of  the  White 
City  to  announce  that 
one  of  the  chief  attrac- 
tions of  the  forthcoming 
exhibition  will  be  a 
si-ene  representative  of 
the  Arctic  regions.  We 

want  novelties. 

*  * 
* 

Sir  ROBERT  IV.iiNs,  a 
Liberal  M.P.,  has  been 
protesting  against  the 
imposition  of  any  further 
land  taxes.  It  is,  how- 
ever, only  fair  to  Mr. 


templating  ch.iuging  the  names  of  no 
fewer  tlmn  clevea  John  Stre  -t-i,  two  St. 
•Mm  Streets,  one  John's  Road,  one  St. 
John's  Place,  one  St.  John's  Road,  nnd 
ono  St.  John's  Terrace.  Mr.  Augustus 
John,  who  has  always  been  proud  of  the 
nuiulicr  of  streets  named  after  him,  is 
said  to  feel  considerable  resentment  at 
the  proposed  change,  which  he  looks 
upon  as  a  personal  slight. 

The  Times  is  still  moving.  Arrange- 
ments have  now  been  m;ide  to  announce 
one's  death  in  larger  typo  without  extra 
charge.  This  facility  is  not  confined  to 
subscribers.  *  * 

"  Inventions  by  women,  ranging  from 
ba'tleship-protectora  to  parlour  games, 
will,"  we  are  credibly  informed,  "  be  on 


may  be  gathered  from  the  fact  that  the 
delegates  of  the  Senate  and  House  of 
Representatives  have  agreed  to  raise 

tin-    .-alary   attached   to  his    office    from 

£10,000  to  £15,000. 
*  * 

London's  newest  Store  is  equipped 
with  a  complete  first-aid  ward  in  case  of 
accident,  with  trained  nurses  in  attend- 
ance. It  is  believed  that  lack  of  such  a 
convenience  has  hitherto  prevented  many 
nervous  ladies  from  attending  Clearance 

Bales.  *  * 

* 

From  New  York  we  learn  that  Ame- 
rica now  possesses  the  richest  boy  in  the 
world  in  the  shape  of  Master  JOHN  NICHO- 
LAS BKOWK,  who  is  worth  £5,000,000. 
The  local  motorists  are  said  to  be  greatly 
alarmed  lest  they  should  run  over  him 
—  and  be  mulcted  in  appro- 
priate damages. 

V 

With  reference  to  the 
complaints  of  judges 
and  magistrates  as  to 
the  increase  of  perjury, 
a  correspondent  writes 
to  ask  whether  it  may 
not  be  possible  that  the 
false  teeth  through 
which  so  many  witnesses 
speak  exercise  an  ad- 
verse influence  on  their 
evidence. 


MR.  PUNCH'S  SPECIAL  J10TOU-CARS. 
I.— FOB  MUSICAL-COMELY  LADIES. 


Li.on>-(!K.oi;r!K  to  state  that  whoa  he 
considering  this  new  form  of   taxation 
the  case  of  Sir  ROBERT  PKKKS  temporarily 

escaped  him.  *  * 

* 

Germany's  greatest  shipping  line,  the 
Hamburg-Amerika  Company,  has  failed 
to  declare  a  dividend  owing  to  the  com- 
pel it  ion  of  the  Liisitania  and  tfauretanio. 
It  is  odd  to  reflect  that,  if  this  had  hap- 
pened a  short  time  a£O,  before  the  rap- 
•proehemrnt  between  Germany  and  our- 
selves, the  news  might  not  have  caused 
us  any  very  marked  pain. 

V 

Ladies  as  a  rule  are  so  anxious  to  be 
thought  younger  than  they  are  that  we 
were  surprised  to  see  that  there  was 
some  litigaiion  the  other  day  between 
two  artistes,  each  of  whom  claimed  to  be 
the  original  creator  of  the  Salome  dance. 

%*  By-the-by,  some  idea  of   the  "capa- 

|      The  Ixmdon  County  Council  is  con-  eiotisness  "  of  America's  new  President 


view  at  the  forthcoming  Women's  Ex- 
hibition." We  are  most  curious,  to  have 
further  details  as  to  the  battleship-pro- 
tector. According  to  one  account  it  is  a 
tight-fitting  knitted  garment  which  can 
be  slipped  over  the  entire  length  of  a 
war-vessel  in  winter  to  keep  the  crew 

warm.  ^  + 

* 

The  Paris  hatters,  we  are  told,  have 
affirmed  their  belief  that  "the  silk  hat 
cannot  die."  We  are  relieved  to  hear 
this,  as  during  the  recent  boisterous 
weather  we  came  across  one  or  two 
which  certainly  looked  as  if  they  were 
in  extremis.  „  » 

* 

Meanwhile  Mr.  TAFT  will,  we  are  sure, 
be  pleased  to  hear  that  larger  waists  are 
to  he  the  fashion  this  year. 


"  It  is  estimated  thut  by 
letting  26,008  small  panes 
of  glass  on  751  cars  nt  the 
rate  of  £1  ]>er  pane  per 
in i mini  the  sum  of  £'J6,!Ki8 
would  bo  realised,  lly  let- 
ting 12,000  wooden  veneered 
quarter  circles  which  con- 
nect the  sides  and  roofs  of 
COO  cars  at  the  same  rate 
£12,000  additional  could  lie 
obtained."— Glaegow  HeraU. 

We  have  checked  both  of  these  calcu- 
lations and  find  them  correct.  The 
754  and  COO  bothered  us  a  little  until 
we  saw  that  these  figures  had  been  put 
in  to  make  the  problem  look  more 
difficult.  

"  IRONMONGERY.  —  Wanted  at  once,  Junior 
Assistant.  State  experience,  salary,  age  (in- 
doors)."— Advt.  in  Wrtttrn  Mail. 

We  believe  that  in  ironmongery  circles 
it  is  not  etiquette  to  keep  your  hat  on 
indoors,  however  bald  you  may  be. 


The  Great  Granite  Question. 
(Prom  a  Moral  Standiwint.) 

Granite,  like  salad,  is  of  little  use 
without  dressing.  Norwegians  have 
sometimes  been  known  to  let  granite 
leave  their  country  undressed,  a  laxity 
which  the  stern  Aberdonia:i  would  never 
allow. 
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OF    THE    PROPOSED    TAX    ON    BACHELORS. 

[Being  a  vicarious  protest,  made  on  behalf  of  a  certain  celibate 
malgre  lui  who  finds  himself  in  straitened  circumstances.] 

LADIES,  at  whose  repellent  feet 

Times  without  number  I  have  kneeled, 
Laid  bare  a  breast  at  boiling  heat 

And  found  your  own  securely  steeled, 
Thrown  oil'  a  pulmonary  sigh, 

Picked  up  my  heart  in  little  pieces, 
And,  rising,  cast  a  rueful  eye 

Upon  my  trousers'  ruffled  creases  ;— 

Where  lies  the  fault  (go,  hang  your  heads  !) 

That  one  who  wooed  till  he  was  sore, 
Wearing  his  knee-caps  down  to  threads, 

Should  still  remain  a  bachelor  ; 
While  others,  whom  the  nuptial  knot 

Should  rather  stimulate  to  charity, 
Propose  to  tax  his  lonely  lot, 

To  penalise  his  singularity  ? 

Ladies,  if  ever  such  a  fee 

Adds  to  my  hump  the  final  straw, 
If  a  connubial  Ministry 

(HALDANE  objecting)  makes  it  law  ; 
I  shall  protest  against  the  same, 

Urging  that  each  rejected  lover 
From  those  who  snuffed  his  proffered  flame 

Should  be  entitled  to  recover. 

You,  Helen,  promised  me  a  heart 

Just  like  a  sister's,  soft  as  wax  ; 
Well,  you  shall  do  a  sister's  part 

And  help  your  brother  pay  his  tax. 
You  too,  Elise,  shall  take  your  share ; 

With  purer  pleasure  I  award  it, 
Since  you  espoused  a  millionaire 

And  so  can  easily  afford  it 

For  you,  Belinda,  I  am  lot! 

To  have  to  send  you  in  my  bill ; 
I  'd  overlook  my  blighted  troth, 

For  you  are  left  a  spinster  still ; 
But  it  was  greed  :  you  thought  to  find 

Someone  more  solid,  sound,  and  pursy, 
And,  though  you  missed  him,  I've  a  mind 

To  let  my  marrow  know  no  mercy. 

You  others — Ethel,  Judy,  Jean — 

I  '11  see  you  have  your  small  account ; 
The  list  is  long,  and  that  should  mean 

A  relatively  slight  amount ; 
Soon  as  the  grasping  Budgeleer 

Settles  the  size  of  this  extortion, 
I  '11  work  it  out  and  let  you  hear 

(Discount  for  cash)  your  just  proportion. 

But  as  for  you,  perfidious  Jane — 

My  earliest  case  and  far  the  worst, 
Since  I  should  scarce  have  tried  again 

If  you  had  not  refused  me  first  — 
The  wound  is  nicely  healed  to-day 

(By  now  my  IK  art 's  as  tough  as  leather), 
But  you  will  clearly  have  to  pay 

As  much  as  all  the  rest  together.  0.  S. 


DISCLAIMER. — Mr.  HALDANE  has  made  us  familiar  with  the 
idea  of  The  Nation  in  Arms.  We  understand  that  the 
insinuation  is  stoutly  denied  by  Mr.  H.  W.  MASSINOHAM  on 
behalf  of  himself  and  his  staff. 


CROSS-EXAMINATIONS    FOR    THE    HOME; 

OR,    LITTLE    ARTHUR'S    ROAD    TO    KNOWLEDGE. 
(Little  Arthur,  aged  12  ;  Papa,  aged  48.) 

Little  Arthur.  Papa,  do  you  want  me  very  much  to  learn 
German  ? 

Papa.  Certainly,  my  boy.  A  knowledge  of  foreign  lang- 
uages is — ah — um — essential  to  a  business  man  in  these  days, 
and  German  is  particularly  important. 

L.  A.  But.  Papa,  you  don't  like  Germans,  do  you  ? 

Papa.  Well,  ah.  I  don't  know  many  Germans  myself.  I 
daresay  they  're  all  very  well  in  their  way,  you  know. 

L.  A.  But,  Papa,  you  said  yesterday  that  you  never  knew 
where  you  were  with  these  confounded  Germans ;  and  you 
said  if  they  went  on  building  ships  they  'd  be  a  terrible 
danger  to  us,  and  you  didn't  know  what  was  coming  over 
the  Government  letting  them  go  on  like  that.  And  then  you 
said  you  hated  the  very  name  of  Germans,  and  if  there  was 
to  be  a  war  it  had  better  come  quick.  You  said  all  that  to 
Mamma,  didn't  you? 

Papa.  Oh,  you  heard  that,  did  you  ?  I  didn't  know  you 
were  in  the  room. 

L.  A.  Yes,  but  you  said  it,  didn't  you,  Papa? 

Papa.  Well,  we'll,  what  if  I  did  ? 

L.  A.  Oh,  nothing,  Papa  ;  only  if  you  hate  Germans  so  I 
don't  see  why  you  want  me  to  learn  German.  If  they  're  all 
such  wicked  people,  it  can't  be  a  nice  language  to  learn. 

Papa.  Well,  you've  got  to  learn  it  anyhow. 

L.  A.  Yes,  Papa,  I  know.  But  you  said  you  wanted  me  to 
be  .1  thorough  Englishman,  didn't  you,  Papa? 

Papa.  Of  course  I  do— and  you  '11  be  one,  I  hope.  I  don't 
want  any  foreign  tricks  in  my  family.  John  IBull  's  good 
enough  for  me. 

L.  A.  Yes,  Papa,  I  want  to  be  like  that,  too.  But  if  I  learn 
German  I  'm  afraid  I  shall  have  to  learn  some  foreign  tricks, 
shan't  I?  Of  course  I'm  only  a  little  boy,  I  know,  and 
perhaps  I  don't  understand  thefe  things. 

Papa.  Now  look  here,  Arthur,  the  fact  is  you  talk  too 
much.  I  don't  know  where  you  get  that  from,  but  it 's  a  bad 
habit.  You  must  learn  to  follow  the  advice  of  your  elders 
without  questioning  it. 

L.  A.  Yes,  but,  Papa,  if  I  learn  German  I  shall  be  able  to 
talk  in  German  as  well  as  in  English ;  and  then  there  's 
French  too.  That  '11  make  three  languages. 

Papa.  You  've  got  to  learn  German,  I  tell  you,  whether  you 
like  it  or  not.     It 's  a  very  fine  language,  one  of  the  finest  in 
the  world  after  English,  and  very  useful  too. 
[A  Pause.] 

L.  A.  Papa,  can  you  talk  German  ? 

Papa.  Not  fluently,  my  boy  ;  but  I  can  rub  along,  you  know. 

L.  A.  Mr.  Schmitz  is  a  German,  Papa,  isn't  he  ? 

Papa,  Of  course  he  is— a  regular  old  Sauerkraut. 

L.  A.  But  I  heard  you  tell  Mamma  you  couldn't  under- 
stand a  word  of  his  silly  lingo.  He  was  talking  German, 
wasn't  he? 

Papa.  Yes,  he  was  talking  German  all  right. 

L.  A.  But  if  it's  a  silly  lingo,  Papa,  why  do  you  want 
me 

Papa.  You  've  talked  quite  enough. 

L.  A.  Yes,  Papa,  but  I  only  want  to  understand.  And  if 
you  hate  Mr.  Schmitz,  why  do  you — 

Papa.  Who  said  I  hated  him  ? 

L.  A.  You  said  you  hated  the  very  name  of  Germans,  Papa, 
and  Mr.  Schmitz  is  a  German,  so  I  thought  — 

1'apa.  Oil,  did  you?  Well,  you've  thought  enough  for 
one  clay.  Go  and  take  the  dogs  out.  I'm  busy. 

"  There  is  no  reason  that  I  can  see  why  the  nightingale  should  not 
sing  in  every  part  of  Britain." — The.  Countryside. 
Are  the  nightingales  aware  of  this  ? 
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THE   BREAKFAST   HOUR   :   A   FORECAST. 

EAUI.Y  W<M;M.    "  i'<  iNTOUND    THIS    DAYLIGHT    SAVFXC,    RILL!      HERE'S    THE    EARLY    BIRD    AN 
HOUR    EARLIER   THAN    USUAL.      I   SHALL    HAVE    TO    HURRY   UP,    OR   I   SHAN'T   (JET   CAUGHT!" 
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"  MOMMY,  AHE  TIIEIIK  BMU.T  MERMAIDS  ?"—"  YES,  DEAR.    THET  ABE  THE  SEA-FAIRIES."    (Paine.) 

"  MUMMT,  TOD  no  WANT  ME  TO   GO  TO  SEA,  DON'T  YO0  ?  "— "  YES,   DABLINO  ;     I   WANP   TOO  TO  OO   IKTO  THE   NAVY." 
"  WEI.!,,  THEN,  I  THINK  I  'tl.   BE  A   DIVEB." 


SLEUTH. 

Two  very  interesting  and  suggestive  experiments  have 
recently  been  carried  out  by  Major  RICHARDSON'S  bloodhounds, 
and  convincing  proof  of  the  value  of  these  animals  as  aids  to 
the  police  force  has  once  more  been  given.  A  fortnight  ago 
the  two  hounds,  Don  and  Pluto,  were  taken  by  the  Major  to 
the  New  Forest,  the  greater  part  of  the  journey  being  accom- 
plished by  rail  to  Brockenhurst.  Thence  they  were  conducted 
to  the  spot  where,  according  to  tradition,  WILLIAM  RUFUS 
was  slain  by  an  arrow  discharged  by  one  of  his  hunting 
men.  The  hounds  were  at  once  Jaid  on  the  trail,  and  imme- 
diately betrayed  evidence  of  great  excitement.  With  their 
owner  in  attendance  they  ran  at  a  great  pace  through  the 
Forest,  stopping  every  now  and  then  to  bay  at  one  of  the 
trees.  After  a  most  interesting  chase  of  an  hour  they 
returned  to  the  place  where  they  had  started,  and,  owing  to 
the  gathering  darkness,  Major  RICHARDSON  was  compelled  to 
c.ill  them  off  just  as  matters  appeared  to  be  assuming  a 
critical  phase.  Major  RICHARDSON  is  well  satisfied  with  the 
experiment,  though  he  naturally  regrets  that  he  was  not 
called  in  earlier.  He  believes  that  there  can  be  no  doubt  as 
to  the  guilt  of  WALTER  TIREL.  An  important  historical 
question  has  thus  been  definitely  set  at  rest. 

On  hearing  of  this  performance  the  Italian  Government 
asked  Major  RICHAHDSON  to  bring  his  hounds  to  Rome,  and 
the  gallant  Major  promptly  assented.  The  object  of  the 
visit  was  to  investigate  the  circumstances  attending  the 
assassination  of  JULIUS  C.KSAR  some  years  aa;o.  Don  and 
Pluto,  having  had  an  excellent  meal  of  polenta  overnight, 
were  led  in  procession  to  the  statue  of  POMPEY,  which 
CTSAH,  it  may  be  remembered,  bathed  with  his  blood  when 
he  expired  as  a  result  of  twenty-three  dagger  wounds.  Here 
both  the  hounds  were  manifestly  uneasy,  Pluto,  in  particular, 
circling  round  and  round  tlie  statue  with  every  sign  of  anger 


and  alarm.  Hence  they  proceeded  at  top  speed  to  the  Forum> 
being  watched  with  great  interest  by  a  numerous  and  dis- 
tinguished company  of  German  and  American  visitors  who 
had  gathered  at  this  celebrated  spot.  The  story  goes  that 
the  body  of  C.CSAR  was  burnt  here,  and  both  the  intelligent 
animals  evidently  had  this  circumstance  in  mind,  for  they 
refused,  in  spite  of  Major  RICHARDSON'S  entreaties,  to  proceed 
any  further.  In  conversation  with  our  representative  Major 
RICHARDSON  afterwards  declared  his  firm  belief  that  the 
murder  took  place  in  the  manner  described  in  the  histories. 
He  thinks  that  CASCA  and  BRUTUS  were  certainly  implicated 
in  it,  though  he  is  not  prepared  to  say  who  struck  the  first 
blow.  Of  course  he  regrets  that  he  was  ui.able  to  arrive  on 
the  scene  at  a  moment  more  nearly  approximating  to  the 
date  of  the  assassination,  but  the  results  actually  attained 
leave  him  more  satisfied  than  ever  as  to  the  necessity  of 
employing  bloodhounds  in  erery  case  of  crime. 


A  SONNET  OF  SPRING  MICROBES. 

WHAT  art  thou,  Spring,  that  poets  oft  have  sung 
Thy  praises,  and  the  beauties  thou  dost  wear. 
In  sonnet,  madrigal,  and  lyric  fair? 

Not  so  do  I,  but  rather  tends  my  tongue 

To  speak  of  those  small  microbes,  freshly  sprung 
From  winter  sleep,  that  fill  the  waking  air, 
And  mumps  and  measles  through  the  country  bear, 

Thy  sign  to  mortals  that  the  year  is  young. 

The  jaded  city  man,  with  heartfelt  sigh, 
Returning  in  the  evening  from  his  work 

\Vitli  that  affliction  KIPI.IXI;  calls  the  hump, 
Although  he  longs  a  bunch  of  flowers  to  buy, 

Must  now  refrain — who  knows  but  there  may  lurk 
In  each  frail  bloom  a  measle  or  a  mump  ? 


186 


PUNCH,   OR  THE   LONDON   CHARIVARI. 


[MARCH  17,  1909. 


THE    DAILY    PROGRAMME 

OF  AN   AVERAGELY  BlISY   MAN. 

Showing  how  to  get  through  life  irith  the  mini- 
mum of  discomfort  ami  icaatc  of  time,  and 
with  the  ijreatest  satisfaction  to  himself 
and  others  (particularly  others). 

[In  humble  imitation  of  the  new  Carmelite 
advertising.] 

I  rise  at  10  a.m. 

My  cold  bath  is  ready  when  I  am 
ready  for  if.  I  suppose  I  really  am 
ready  for  it  now,  tliougli  I  don't  want  it 
a  bit.  Still  there  is  nothing  like  a  cold 
bath  to  start  the  day  with.  Each  morn- 
ing I  purchase  some  of  the  Metropoliian 
Water  Board's  magnificent  water,  and 
there  is  no  trouble  at  all  about  getting 
it  cold.  It  is  always  beautifully  cold. 
Don't  forget ;  the  Metropolitan  Water 
Hoard.  Sample  pint  on  receipt  of  a 
stamped  addressed  envelope. 


I  return  to  bed  at  10.1  a.m. 
Generally  speaking,  when  I  am  up  I 
stay  up,  but  I  find  I  have  forgotten  to 
call  attention  to  my  astounding  brass 
bedstead,  such  an  improvement  on  the 
old  one.  I  got  it  at  the  South- Western 
Furnishing  Company's  palatial  show 
rooms.  As  I  spend  nearly  half  my  life 
in  bed  I  always  feel  that  a  bedstead  is 
a  really  important  matter.:  How  many 
of  us —  [MEM.— I  mtist.  stop  this 
habit  of  moralising.] 

I  cut  myself  shaving  at  10.30  a.m. 
Time  was  when  the  ten  minutes  spent 
in  shaving  was  one  of  the  trials  of  the 
day.  Now,  thanks  to  Blenkinsop's  In- 
credible Safety  Razor,  I  have  half  an 
hour's  unalloyed  pleasure.  You  simply 
cannot  cut  yourself  with  this  razor ;  but 
should  you  do  so  a  Jones'  Plaster  will 
stop  tbe  bleeding  at  once.  (Two  ads.  in 
there.  Heavy  work.) 


I  breakfast  at  11  a.m. 
All  the  time  we  have  been  chattering 
about  bedsteads  and  such,  my  breakfast 
has  been  keeping  cool  in  front  of  the 
fire.  Those  little  black  things  you  see 
on  the  top  of  the  poached  egg  are  bits  of 
coal  which  have  shot  out.  I  use  only 
the  very  best  coal,  and  the  consequence 
is  that  I  don't  mind  the  extra  taste  a  bit. 
Try  Old,  King  and  Co.,  and  you  will  see 
for  yourself. 


I  smoke  a  pipe  at  11.30  a.m. 

I  wanted  to  give  you  a  picture  of  jiio 
in  my  dressing-gown  smoking  a  pipe 
at  11.30  A.M. — in  fact  I  really  wanted  a 
whole  lot  of  pictures  done,  but  somehow 
the  artist  and  I  couldn't  come  to  terms. 
I  offered  him  all  the  loot  from  any  one 
firm,  but  he  insisted  on  half  of  every- 
thing, which  was  absurd.  Well,  what 
I  wanted  to  say  now  was  that  I  always 
light  my  pipe  with  one,  of  SpifFkin'd 
remarkable  circulars.  He  sends  me  one 


a  day,  and  they  make  excellent  spills.     I 
forget  what  it  is  he  advertises. 


I  look  for  my  collar  stud  at  11.45  a.m. 

It  is  only  necessary  to  say  that,  if  I 
find  the  darned  thing  this  morning,  the 
fool  who  sold  it  to  me  and  swore  that  it 
never  got  lost  was  William  Winks  of 
193,  High  Street,  May  fair. 


I  arrive  outside  at  12.30  p.m. 
Yes,  I  am  always  out  by  12.30  P.M. 
It  is  a  very  jolly  day  outside,  much 
jollier  than  I  thought.  To  think  that 
Messrs.  Fahrenheit  and  Reaumur  give  us 
this  wonderful  weather  !  (Sample  thaw 
on  receipt  of  a  postcard.) 


I  buy  an  engagement  ring  at  1  p.m. 
This  is  not  really  a  part  of  my  "daily" 
programme,  but  The  Oyster  Pearl  Com- 
pany simply  insists  on  my  saying  some- 
thing about  its  magnificent  half-hoops. 
Where  should  we  be  without  The  Oyster 
Pearl  Company's  matchless  half-hoops  ? 
I  cannot  tell.  I  know  that  I  do  not  feel 
that  my  day  has  been  complete  unless  I 
have  purchased  one  of  its  amazing 
half-hoops.  This  enterprising  company 
will  send  you  one  of  its  stupendous 
half  hoops  on  receipt  of  thirty  shillings. 

I  luach  at  1.45  p.m. 
Yes,  I  have  a  heavy  lunch  at  the  club, 
and  my  doctor's  address  is  399,  Harlcy 
Street,  W. 


I  have  a  short  nightmare  at  3  p.m. 
I  always  go  to  sleep  after  lunch  and 
dream  that  I  am  being  pursued  by  a 
wild  horse — not  at  all  the  sort  of  de- 
lightful horse  you  can  hire  so  cheaply 
from  Watson's  Livery  and  Bait  Stables, 
Park  Lane,  W. 


I  start  work  at  3.30  p.m. 

Humorous  articles  a  speciality.  Light 
verse  at  Qd.  a  foot  or  10s.  the  piece. 
Heavy  verse  by  arrangement.  I  can  do 
you  a  good  line  in  leaders  or  articles  on 
Old  London.  Come  to  me  for  style  ;  no 
split  infinitives.  Do  you  want  a  column 
on  the  coming  cricket  season  ?  I  only 
charge  two  guineas,  including  one  refer- 
ence to  Gaukrodgcr.  With  no  reference 
to  Gaukrodger,  three  guineas. 

(Might  as  well  advertise  myself  for 
once.) 


I  go  to  the  Bank  at  3.45  p.m. 
The  London  and  North  Western  looks 
after  my  over-draft.  No  matter  how 
badly  a  cheque  is  written  they  will  give 
you  jeal  gold  in  exchange.  What  a 
boon  it  is  to  have  places  like  the  London 
and  North  Western  Bank  to  go  to. 


Tire  Hoi;  us  FROM 
4—9.30 

ARE 

To  Li-vr. 

Apply  to  my  agent ;  I  am  prepared  to 
do  anything. 


I  put  on  my  spurs  at  9.30  p.m. 
Yes,  I  get  my  magnificent  spurs  from 
The  London  Spur  Company.  They  are 
beautifully  rowelled  and  have  ball 
bearings  throughout.  I  always  put 
them  on  before  I  play  the  pianola. 


I  play  the  pianola  at  10  p.m. 
When  I  write  to  the  man  underneath 
to  inform  him  that,  on  the  contrary,  he 
has  no  ear  for  music,  I  use  Messrs. 
Slaker's  special  scented  hand-woven 
note-paper.  They  have  an  astounding 
assortment,  which  is  well  worth  a  visit. 


I  go  to  bed  at  1  a.m. 

After  rather  a  good  day's  business  on 
the  whole.  A.  A.  M. 


CLOTHES  AND  THE  CLEEK. 

[A  man's  golfing  garb  ....  affords  no  clue 
to  his  golfing  ability." — Golf  Illustrated.'] 

IN  weeds  of  unassuming  brown 

The  woodland  nightingale  is  dressed, 
But  can  the  peacock  take  her  down, 

Or  pipe  so  long  without  a  rest  ? 
Ah  no  !  it  is  the  works  inside, 

And  not  the  hide, 

That  form  the  heaven-born  artist's  only 
test. 

And  so  when  yow  observe  me  stand 

Some  morn  upon  the  dewy  tee, 
And  pile  the  votive  mound  of  sand, 

These  trousers  bulging  at  the  knee, 
This  coat  indubitably  torn, 

Forbear  to  scorn, 
But  reuse  upon  the  inward  soul  of  me. 

Haply  beneath  this  seamy  stuff 

(So  old,  to  pitifully  frayed) 
May  hide  a  TAYLOR  in  the  rough, 
A  soon-to-be-discovered  BRAID  ; 
While  yonder  peerless  suit  that  zones 

The  sides  of  Jones 
May  mask  the  tyro  witless  of  his  trade. 

His  is  the  coat  with  patent  sleeves, 

The  fancy  vest  by  buttons  starred, 
The  softly  tinted  woollen  greaves,  — 

But  who  shall  say  his  final  card, 
For  all  that  Bond  Street  gear  complete, 

Will  look  so  neat 

As  this  stout  fellow's  (meaning  me,  the 
bard) ? 

Thus  would  I  have  you  muse  and  say, 
"  How  truly  modest  are  the  strong  !  " 
And  so  depart ;  for  should  you  stay 

To  watch  me  welt  the  sphere  along 
(Full  sure  that  one  accoutred  thus 

Was  scratch  or  plus), 
You  might  be   pained  to  find  that  you 
were  wrong. 


"WALKER  TO   RUN   IN   ENGLAND." 

Headline  of  telegram  from  Johannesburg  in 
The  Vnilij  Telegraph. 

Anything  for  a  change. 
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PRESENCE    OF    MIND. 

Perfect  Stranger.  " OH !  IF  YOU  PLEASE,  CODLD  TOO  TEI.L  ME  THE  EIGHT  TIME?" 


THE  INVADERS.' 

[Tin*  terrible  Htory  is  written  by  a  patriotic 
Uriton  who  nwnts  perpetual  invasions.  Mr. 
I.K  QUKUX,  with  admusUe  impartiality,  has  led 
both  a  (iermati  anil  a  Uusso-Krench  anjiv  into 
111.'  heart  of  his  land.  .Mr.  \\'i:i.i,s.  after  first 
horrifying  him  with  Maiiians,  has  terrorised 
liiiu  with  MropIanistK  Mr.  SIIIKI.  has  brought 
thr  Yellow  Terror  to  his  very  coast  Ami  now 
two  popular  weeklies  are  simultaneously  letting 
loo>e  some  nioie  German  armies  on  his  devoted 
country.  The  lime  has  come  for  Retaliation — 
even  Sir.  CmiKriui.i.  admits  that.  But  let  us 
get  to  the  story.] 

CIIAI-TEII  I.     BERLIN. 

ON  a  bright  suimner  day  in  I'.Hi'. 
Berlin  was  tin1  picture  of  prosperity  ;uul 
secimt.y.  Happy,  unsuspecting  Teuton.-- 
drank  lager  Ju  their  beer-gardens  to  the 
accompaniment  of  music  from  admirable 
military  bands.  Little  did  they  think 
that  far  across  the  North  Sea  a  treacher- 
ous War  Olliee  had  been  planning  and 
tcbeming  for  years,  that  the  prepara- 
tions for  invasion  were  complete  to  the 
last  button,  and  that  at  any  moment  a 
mighty  power  might  swoop  down  on  a 
trusting  land. 

The  natives  smiled  as  they  watched 


the  familiar  spectacle  of  British  excur- 
sionists sniffing  about  Berlin.  It  did 
not  seem  strange  to  them  that  the  Tariff 
Reform  League  and  the  Free  Trade 
Union  should  each  send  over  five  thous- 
and delegates  to  settle  the  fiscal  problem 
by  personal  investigation — the  Tariff 
Reformers  led  by  Mr.  LEO  MAXSE,  and  the 
Free  Traders  by  Mr.  BVLES.  Even  the  Ger- 
man  policemen  were  compelled  to  smile 
when  they  noticed  that  each  excursionist 
carried  a  large  red-bound  guide-book. 

As  the  clocks  of  the  city  struck 
twelve  a  series  of  deafening  explosions 
took  place.  The  excursionists  had  all 
discharged  their  guide-book  bombs, 
and  the  railways,  telegraphs,  barracks, 
gas  works,  and  electric  power  stations 
oi  Merlin  were  blown  to  smithereens. 
Mr.  LV.II  MAXSK,  rescuing  the  .Mayor  from 
the  ruins  of  the  Town  Hall,  sternly  de- 
manded the  surrender  of  the  city. 

Hurriedly  a  few  scattered  troops  had 
gathered  in  I'ntcr  </<•»  Linden.  There 
were  only  fifteen  thousand  men,  but 
enough  to  make  a  gallant  effort.  Sud- 
denly a  dark  object  appeared  in  the  sky 
overhead.  "It  is  the  British  army 
aeroplane,'1  cried  a  keen-eyed  sergeant. 


"  It  may  fall  anywhere !  Save  your- 
selves." It  was  too  much ;  the  awed 
troops  fled  for  the  shelter  of  cellars. 
Berlin  and  the  British  aeroplane  fell 
together. 

CHAPTER  II.    POTSDAM. 

Nothing  was  known  in  Potsdam  of 
the  strange  happenings  in  Berlin,  when 
a  motor-car  drew  up  outside  the  Imperial 
Palace.  Nor  did  the  guard  recognise 
in  the  goggled  motorists  those  intrepid 
dare-devils  Messrs.  LEO  MAXSE  and 
WILUAM  LE  QCEUX.  The  first  had 
called  by  appointment  to  see  Piince 
Bi'Low.  With,  the  utmost  confidence 
the  Prince  received  him.  He 
courteously  submitted  when  Mr.  MAXSE 
proposed  to  read  him  extracts  from  the. 
Tariff  Commission's  report.  Soon  the 
Prince  began  to  nod.  Wake,  Prince, 
wake,  before  it  is  too  late !  But  the 
Prince  falls  into  a  deep  slumber. 

In  the  meantime  Mr.  WILLIAM  LE 
QiT.rx,  with  the  confidence  of  one  born 
and  bred  in  the  purple,  had  penetrated 
to  the  innermost  recesses  of  the  Palace. 
The  KAISER  received  him  graciously,  and 
even  listened  with  an  air  of  politely 
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affected  interest  when  Mr.  LE  QUEUX 
related  anecdotes  of  compliments  he  had 
received  from  other  crowned  heads. 
Again  the  fatal  slumber!  Then  I  lie 
wily  LE  QUEUX  steals  to  the  Imperial 
telephone  and  demands  to  be  put 
through  to  Kiel. 

He  receives  the  reply,  "  Who  is  there  ?  " 

"William,"  is  his  truthful  answer; 
"  put  me  on  to  the  Admiral  commanding 
the  fleet."  .  [This  would  look  better  in 
German,  but  English  is  the  recognised 
language  of  all  paper  invasions.] 

While  the  Admiral  is  trembling  at 
the  other  end  of  the  telephone  be  re- 
ceives the  fateful  order,  "  Blow  up  the 
Kiel  ('anal  and  take  out  the  fleet  at 
once  for  realistic  collision,  practice.  I 
propose  to  tost  the  resources  -of  my 
repairing  yards." 

Three  hours  later  there  is  no  Kiel 
Canal  aiul  the  Herman  battle-fleet  is  a 
contused  mass"  of  shattered  hulks. 

English  cunning  had  triumphed. 

ClIAFl'ER    IIL 

[The  other  chapters  were  quite  easy, 
but  tills  one  is  so  difficult  that  we  must 
hold  it  over  till  next  week  or  even  later.] 


MUSIC    HATH    CHARMS. 

THE  piecemeal  transformation  of  the 
legitimate  drama  into  musical  comedy, 
so  well  inaugurated  by  the  success  of 
Butterflies  and  The.  Dashing  Little  Duke, 
still  continues.  It  is  reported  that  The 
Dictator  is  to  be  the  next  subject  of  ex- 
periment. As  the  idea  is  bound  to 
spread,  we  have  pleasure  in  anticipating 
below  some  theatrical  paragraphs  of  the 
immediate  future:— 

Mr.  BEERBOH.M  TUKE  announces  that 
the  birthday-week  of  PAUL  RUBENS  will 
be  celebrated  at  His  Majesty's  Theatre 
in  an  especially  graceful  and  appropriate 
fashion.  This  will  take  the  form  of  a 
programme  comprising  revivals  of  cer- 
tain past  productions  at  this  house,  all 
of  which  have  since  been,  metrically 
adapted  by  the  famous  author-composer. 
Amongst  various  attractive  items  for  the 
week  we  might  mention  Little  Mi.-m 
Mar/jiii'-rili'.  I'lir/ile  /•,'/n/«r<i,-.s  (originally 
called  //('/•(></)  and  The  Quisebury  '•'<<•/ 
(the  last  with  additional  lyrics  by  Mr. 
(I.  R.  SIMS).  The  oci-.isioii  will  be 
awaited  with  considerable  interest. 

Meanwhile  the,  instantaneous  triumph 
of  Ophelia  at  the  Lyceum  proves  how 
well  advised  were  Messrs.  SMITH  and 
CARFBNTEB  in  thus  bringing  their  latest 
revival  into  line  with  popular  taste.  In 
the  title  role  Miss  ELLALINB  TEHUISS  sings 
and  dances  as  daintily  as  ever,  perhaps 
her  most  taking  number  being  the  tune- 
ful 1'iof/ii',  lii-Hjii:,  Boo!  arranged  as  a  duet 
with  the  Ghost.  The  accompanying  snow- 
effects  are  especially  striking.  Mr.  Krr- 
LAND  BARRINGTON,  as  a  melodious  Hamlet, 


scores  heavily  by  his  humorous  deli  very 
of  Since  Pom-  Old  Father  Died  ;  and  the 
Play  scene,  with  its  delicious  burlesque 
of  the  methods  of  Mr.  PKLISSIER,  is 
another  factor  in  a  success  which  opens 
up  golden  vistas  for  managements  with  a 
Shakspearean  repertoire. 


VICEREGAL  CAPERS. 
A  PIKUIC  TRIUMPH. 

SOME  details  of  the  St.  Patrick's  Eve 
Pageant  of  Industries  and  Fancy  Ihvss 
Ball  to  be  held  at  the  Castle  in  Dublin 
to-night  were  given  in  The  Observer  of 
March  7.  From  these  we  gather  that, 
while  gupsts  in  ordinary  evening  dress 
may  watch  the  pageant,  only  those  who 
don  a  costume  illustrative  of  Irish 
industries  will  be  permitted  to  take  part 
in  the  ball.  Also  that  the  list  of  Irish 
industries  prepared  by  l^ady  ABERDEEN 
as  a  guide  to  the  wearers  of  fancy  dress 
includes  the  following:  — 

Minerals  and  Marbles.  Poultry  Funning. 

Shipbuilding.  Agricultural   Imple- 
Fifmeries.  ments.     .  ,• 

Tobacco-growing.  Matches. 

Mosaic.  M:nenil     Water      and 
Rope-making.  Cyder. 

Candles.  Bacon-curing. 

Soap  and  Perfume.  Peat. 

Brushes  and  Baskets.  Horse -rearing,   Hunt- 
Early     Flowers      and        ing,  &c. 
Vegetables. 

Curiosity  is  stimulated  by  the  state- 
ment that  a  Minerals  Quadrille  has 
been,  arranged,,  in  which  General  and 
Mrs.  -BUNBURY  will  represent  coal,  and 
Lord  and  Lady  HADDO  salt.  Mr.  Punch 
is  fortunately  able  to  supplement  theie 
meagre  detaib  with  further  information 
of  the  chorographic  dispositions  of  Lord 
and  Lady  ABERDEEN,  whose  incorrigible 
humour  has  teen  greatly  enhanced  by 
I  heir  sojourn  amongst  the  vivacious  and 
quick-witted  Irish. 

Immense  and  ebullient  enthusiasm 
prevails  amongst  those  who  are  respon- 
sible for  the  Mineral  Waters  Two-step. 
An  attempt  was  made  to  secure  the 
cooperation  of  the  Bishop  of  SOTOR  AOT> 
MAN,  but  that  Tailed.  Fortunately  Lord 
PIRHIE,  K.P.,  has  come  to  the  rescue  with 
characteristic  y.eal,  and  has  heroically 
agreed  on  this  occasion  only  to  alter 
his  name  to  Lord  PKHIIIER.  Mr.  Cm;mtY, 
the  Attorney-General,  will  represent 
a  non-alcoholic  Cherry  Whisky,  while 
Mr.  HEAI.Y  will  figure  as  Dry  Ginger 
Ale  and  Mr.  KKITLE  as  Potash. 

The  Fish  Lancers  will  be  full  of 
quaint  and  adorable  conceits.  Lord 
HADIJO  will  represent  a  Finnan  Haddie. 
General  BUNIHJRY,  as  he  wittily  puts  it, 
expects  to  take  the  cake  as  a  Red 
Herring.  Lord  TRIMLESTOWN  will  appear 
as  a  Sun-fish.  Other  notables  who  will 
take  part  in  these  scaly  revels  are  Sir 
FREDERICK  POLLOCK, 'Mr.  RICHARD  WHITE- 


INC,  the  Sisters  FINNKY,  Messrs.  SALMON 
AND  GLUCKSTEIN,  and  Miss  DAISY  BUCK- 
TROUT.  As  the  leading  "fish-lancer" 
Ixml  PIRRIE  will  carry  a  harpoon,  in  the 
use  of  which  he  has  been  carefully 
coached  by  Mr.  FRANK  T.  BULLEN. 

The  Mosaic  Polka  will  be  another 
striking  feature  of  to-night's  Fancy  Ball. 
The  immigration  of  Polish  Jews  into 
Ireland  will  enable  the  national  dance 
of  Poland  to  be  executed  entirely  by' 
experts,  and  to  lend  local  colour  to  the 
performance  the  baud  for  this  item  will 
consist  solely  of  Jew's  harps  in  place  of 
those  of  Tara. 

Special  pains  are  being  lavished  on 
the  Bacon-curing  Barn  Dance.  Lord 
PIRRIE  has  designed  a  lovely  garbage 
for  himself  in  the  role  of  "  Gammon  and 
Spinach."  Canon  BEECHINO  and  Mr. 
SIDNEY  LEE  will  wear  two  daring  costumes 
as  "  Rasher  and  Rasher"  ;  and  General 
BUNBURY,  in  view  of  his  commanding 
stature,  will  represent  "Brawn." 

No  set  dances  have  been  arranged  by 
those  representing  agricultural  imple- 
ments, but  we  understand  that  Mr. 
DEVLIN,  M.P.,  will  figure  as  a  working 
threshing-machine,  Mr.  CREAN,  M.P., 
being  the  wheat. 

Perhaps  the  most  sensational  ilcm  in 
this  wonderful  programme  is  the  Dairy- 
ing Dance  for  Irish  cowboys  specially 
trained  by  Mr.  GINNEI.L,  M.P.  Here 
again  Lord  PIRRIE,  K.P.,  may  be  ex- 
pected to  take  a  prominent  part,  and, 
indeed,  has  promised  to  perform  what 
he  wittily  calls  a  Pirrie-ouette. 

Lastly,  a  Musical  Ride  for  Rearing 
Horses  is  being  organised  by  that 
staunch  patriot,  Alderman  SIIANKS,  whose 
famous  mare  is  expected  to  perform 
prodigies  of  equine  valour. 


"Births. 

MACKIRDY. — At  Orchard  Way,  Haywards 
Heath,  on  8th  March,  the  wife  of  Archibald 
Mackirdy  (nee  Olive  Christian  Malvery,  author 
of  '  The  Soul  Market,'  etc.),  a  son." 

Glastjow  Herald. 

"  A  Son  "  promises  to  be  a  work  of  per- 
manent interest.  It  is  frankly  realistic, 
and  we  feel  certain  that  anyone  who 
takes  it  in  hand  will  be  compelled  to  sit 
up  to  all  hours  of  the  morning  with  it. 
The  flannel  binding  is  a  novelty. 


"Even  Lord  Byron,  who  was  supposed  to  be 
a  callous  sort  of  person  in  so  far  as  caring  for 
tin1  \vnrld's  verdict  was  concerned,  is  s;iid  to 
have  l>een  completely  wretched  at  the  first 
production  of  his  play,  Dearer  than  Life." 

So  says  JOHN  KENDRICK  BANGS  in 
Success,  and  if  he  cares  for  our  verdict 
we  may  mention  that  the  confusing  of 
GEOROH  GORDON  BYRON  with  II.  J.  BYRON 
prevents  his  article  from  doing  perfect 
justice  to  the  title  of  the  paper  in  which 
it  figures. 
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<!mnnie  (anxious  to  be  alloiced  to  read  In  peace).  "AND  «I:AT  AKE  YOU  coixn  TO  DO  NOW,  iiy  r>EAn?" 

Elizabeth.  "\VEI.L,  GBANNIE,  I'VE  THOUGHT  IT  OVER,  AND  I've  DECIDED  TO  DEVOTE  LYSEI.F  TO  YOU  TILL  r.  F.I  .TIME." 


PROBLEMS  OF  A  GREAT  MIND. 

Mi  ST  emphasise  in  every  possible  way 
determination  to  be  (in  my  own.  Tired 
to  death  of  this  Roosevelt-puppet  myth. 
Hut  what  can  I  do? 

Entertaining  TEDDY'S  old  foes,  the 
Stellamy  Borers,  a  very  bold  move,  and 
it  seems  to  have  come  off.  I  must  follow 
iij)  that  line.  There's  HAIIUIMAK,  for 
example;  I  might  ask  him  to  an  alligator 
lunch,  aud  I  daresay  PULITZF.U  wouldn't 
rel'iiM' a  possum  ten.  And  then  there's 
FOI;\M:I;,  \\<>  might  give  him  a  chic  little 
rait!e.-nakt!  sapper  and  have  it  well 
paragraphed.  But  there  's  an  end  even 
to  TEDDY'S  foes,. and  I  must  say  I'm  not 
too  fond  of  them  myself.  I  \vouldrather 
lind  a  way  that  meant  less  personal 
Inconvenience  and  distaste. 

Me:  l>i:i'i:\v  to-day,  and  mentioned  the 
problem  to  him.  His  advice  to  have  the 
White  House  painted  black.  That  will 
show  independence  if  you  like,  he  says. 
I  wonder  if  it  isn't  rather  drastic,  and 
perhaps  a  little  too  suggestive  of  affection 
for  negnxs,  which,  when  one  remem- 


bers TEDDY'S  passion  for  BOOKER  WASH- 
INMON,  seems  a  mistake  likely  to  defeat 
the  very  end  I  am  making  for. 

Might,  however,  paint  it  red !  Will 
think  this  over. 

Or  black  and  white,  like  a  chess  board 
or  a  fox  terrier  ? 

Have  drawn  up  an  interview  on  the 
subject  of  big-game  hunting  which  I 
think  of  getting  printed  on  the  day 
that  TEDDY  sails.  Deprecate  the  wanton 
slaughter,  in  the  name  of  sport  and 
science,  of  these  beautiful  and  scarce 
creatures,  and  so  on.  There  could  be 
no  misunderstanding  that;  independ- 
ence is  crystallised  in  such,  a  manifesto. 

Could  1  protest  against  large  families, 
F  wonder?  I  fear  not.  That  would  be  a 
little  too  thin. 

Philander  Knox,  a  very  cute  fellow, 
suggests  consulting  DOOLEV.  1  think  I 
will. 

POOUOY  very  sympathetic  and  en- 
couraging. "How  to  show  your  inde- 
pendence of  TEDDY  ROSEXKEI.T?  "  he  said. 
"Why,  it's  as  aisy  as  laughing.  Be 
yourself."  I  believe  he 's  right. 


From  The  Evening  News  Enquiry 
Column : 

"  How  can  I  rub  a  tin  of  tomatoes  through  it 
sieve  ?  " 

Answer. — The  quickest  way  is  to  cut 
a  hole  in  the  sieve  and  drop  the  tin 
through.  Rubbing  will  be  found  tedious 
work. 

Judicial  Humour. 

"Mr.  Wynne,  for  the  prosecution,  said  that 
we  were  all  under  the  rpifpi  of  low,  and  onplit 
not,  if  «e  could  help  it,  to  resort  to  self-help. 

"  Mr.  Justice  Darling. — Why  someone  wrote 
a  book  about  it.  (Laughter)." 

In  this  instance  "(Smiles)  "  would  have 
met  the  case. 


An   Indian    firm   with   a   branch   in 

Sydney  ( N.S.  W.)  advertises  in  the  $i/<lnci/ 
Daily  YY/i';/r<i;>/i  : 

"  Jap    Silk.        All   French,    and    our    own 
mamifarhnv." 

We  always  suspected   the  silkworm  of 
i  being  something  of  a  cosmopolitan. 
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4liescuer  (to  Major  Dash-Blank,  uho  is  giving  adcice  In  his  most  forcible  manner).  "  IF  YOU'D  KINDLY  GO  A  LITTLE  FARTHER  UP  AND  CAM 

TOf  8TBSA1I,  YOU   MIGHT   BK   OF   SOME  ASSISTANCE,   Silt  !  " 


MNEMONIC  AIDS. 

[Loss  of  memory  is  oace  more  becoming  a 
common  complaint.] 

A  GREAT  thing  in  the  art  of  remember- 
ing is  association  of  ideas.  You  are  in- 
troduced to  a  Mr.  Smith,  and  so  that 
you  may  not  forget  his  name  you  think 
of  the  poem  concerninur  the  man  who 
toiled  and  rejoiced.  This,  of  course, 
may  prompt  you  later  to  address  Mr. 
Smith  as  Mr.  Chestnut,  or  Mr.  Sparks, 
or  even  as  Mr.  Longfellow  ;  but  all  roads 
to  success  are  paved  with  danger. 

This,  however,  only  illustrates  part  of 
the  metha.1,  and  \ve  commend  the  fol- 
lowing mnemonic  aids  to  the  reader's 
attention.  We  do  not  claim  for  our 
system  that  it  represents  anything  like 
a  full  course  of  mind  development ;  we 
simply  wish  to  let  the  public  have  the 
benefit  of  a  few  practical  hints,  for  which 
we  ask  nothing  in  the  way  of  fee  or 
subscription. 

No.  1.  You  are  a  Bridge  enthusiast 
and  wish  to  remember  to  return  your 
partner's  lead.  Write  the  name  of  the 
required  suit  on  your  cuff,  or  get  a  card 


of  it  from  another  pack,  and  keep  it  in 
evidence.  The  latter  method,  however, 
is  open  lo  misinterpretation,  especially 
if  the  cjrd  borrowed  Lc  an  ace  or  a 
trump,  and  you  absent-mindedly  take  a 
trick  with  it.  A  safer  pl-m  is  to  have 
one  of  lhos3  fancy  handkerchiefs  bearing 
designs  of  the  .four  suits,  and  to  put 
it  down  your  sleeve,  leaving  the  right 
picture  exposed. 

No.  2.  You  are  the  husband  of  a  lady 
who,  under  excitement,  Leeomes  rhe- 
torical. She  has  given  you  a  letter  to 
post.  You  might  paint  your  face  a  post- 
office  red  so  that  every  glance  in  the 
mirror  reminds  you  of  your  commission. 
A  still  better  plan,  since  yo  i  are  likely 
to  not'u  e  them  more  often,  is  to  incarna- 
dine your  fingers,  or  wear  red  knitted 
gloves  or  mittens. 

No.  3.  A  lady  visitor  at  your  house 

has  had  the  unhappiness  to  marry  a  Mr. 

Sudds.     You   naturally   wish   to   avoid 

any  mention  of  soap  or  washing  in  her 

presence,  and  a  good  mnemonic  aid  to 

this  end  is  to  put  a  cake  of  soap  in  y<mr 

.  pocket.     Be   careful,  of  course,  not  to 

'  bring  it  out  with  your  handkerchief,  or 


instead  of  your  cigarette-case,  and  above 
all  don't  leave  it  in  your  visitor's  hand 
when  she  bids  you  good-bye. 

No.  4.  You  are  in  the  habit  of  leaving 
one  or  more  of  your  bath-taps  running. 
Tie  a  knot,  in  the  centre  of  your  towel. 

No.  f>.  You  wish,  perhaps,  to  remem- 
ber to  return  a  borrowed  book  or  um- 
brella  But  this  is  a  contingency 

not  likely  lo  arise,  and  in  dealing  with 
it  we  should  only  bo  wasting  our  space 
and  the  reader's  time. 


Announcing  "  The  Discovery  of  a 
New  Elephant,"  The  Hull  Eastern 
Morning  News  says:  — 

"It  has  been  appropriately  named  Nippo- 
rium  .  .  .  Its  symbol  will  be  Np.  and  its 
at  mic  weight  has  been  ascertained  to  be  pro- 
bably 100." 

We,    however,     shall     call    it    "  Little 
Willie." 

"  New  —  —  Camera.  Cost  158.,  take  20s." 
— The  Amalcur  Photographer. 

Can   we   not   induce   him   to   accept  a 
guinea  ? 
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PEOTECTION. 

'  II  \vever  imperfect  tliey  ("the  Territorials"  may  be  as  soldiers,  Inmvver  incapable  they  may  l>r>.  with  their  present  degree  of  training, 
for  imvlinj;  on  an  i-.|ua]ily  forri^n  ten  >i>s.  1  '-(ill  think  that  the  nrga-iisati.m  which  the  right  lion,  goiitlcinan  has  given  'hem  in  some  futnro 
time  may  pi\.vu  absolutely  invaluable  for  the  safety  of  the  country."  .Vr.  I'ulioiir  on  I  he  Arnnj  Kxtimate*.] 
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ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 

I'.MIIV  ll.li   FKOM   TUE   DlARY   OK   ToBY,  M.I'. 

'  <>i  I'tiiiiiiionx,  Monday,  Marcli  8. 


Thero  happened  to-night  one  of  those 
little  incidents  which  show  that,  after! 
all,  the  House  of  Commons  is  almost' 
human.  VEKXKY  asked  DNDEB-SBGBETAIT! 
ion  t'oii'Mi.s  whether  he  could  state  the 
profit  of  gold-mining  companies  in  the  j 
Transvaal  during  the  last  ten  years.  , 
Si.i  i.i:\  advanced  to  Table  with  pro- 
digious sheet  of  foolscap  in  hand.  Cit- 
ing the  year  1  !»!).">- 1,  he  in  studiously 
([iiic-t.  voice  named  the  result.  It  was 
a  trifle  under  throe  and  a  half  millions. 
•  listened  languidly.  As  year  by 
\ear  showed  increase,  Members  began 
to  move  uneasily  in  their  seats.  Strange 
lights  gleamtd  in  eyes  which,  as  far 
as  larlier  observation  went,  had  no 
speculation  in  them.  Here  and  there 
on  back  benches  were  heard  sounds  as 
of  one  licking  his  lips  in  keen  antici- 
pation of  sharing  a  sumptuous  meal. 
Si:i:i  i.v,  insensibly  sharing  growing  ex- 
citement, raised  his  voice  in  continuation 
of  the  da/./.ling  record. 

"Nineteen      hundred    and     five -six, 
£4,622,000." 

On  the  benches  where  Labour  Mem- 
bers gather, emotion  grew  uncontrollable. 
Had  .Ions  Hi  UN'S  happened  to  be  sitting 
in  their  midst,  they  would  hive  shaken 
hands  with  him,  so  far  were  they 
he.Mde  themselves  at  this  display  of 
wealth  hitherto  untold.  SEELEY  went  on 
piling  it  up.  Jupiter  calling  upon  Danae 
in  her  brazen  tower  was  no- 
thing compared  with  UNDEK- 
Si-;rit|. TM,"I  FOB  i  UK  COLONIES. 

"1900-7,"  he  trumpeted, 
"  £5,U5,OOd!" 

This  too  muc!..  "1907-8," 
said  SEEI.KY  with  a  shout. 
Members  could  stand  no  more. 
"  Agreed  !  Agreed  !  "  they 
cried.  And  I'M  >EK- SECRETARY 
sank  back  exhausted  in  his 
seat,  leaving  untold  the  out- 
put of  the  last  year. 

Alter  this  tin-  great  granite 
question  turmd  up  a^ain, 
AHMIK.U,  Me  Ki  \\  \  confined  to 
his  hunk.  Imported  to  h.i\c 
caught  a  chill.  Gentlemen 
opposite  know  that  .a  chunk  of 
Norwegian  granite,  after  the 
manner  of  a-  similar  sample 
of  old  red  sandstone,  has 
caught  him  in  a  tender  part, 
and,  as  in  the  ease  of  the 
recipient  of  the  red  sandstone 
aforesaid,  deprived  subse- 
quent proceedings  of  all  inte- 
rest. In  his  absence  the 
schoolmaster  is  abroad.  M.vc- 
NAM.VRV  takes  the  floor,  with 
a  long  lead  pencil  held  in 


FIGURE  STII.L 
Nineteen  hundred  :mil  li  \v-six,  ,t  l.iIl'l'.OOO." 
(Colon.-I  S 

hand  ferule-wise,  as  if  he  were  back  in 
the  old  days  conducting,  instead  of  sub- 


present  Government  would  be  guilty  of 
such  mean  unpatriotic  penny-wise  per- 
versity. 

Turns  out  that  Admiralty  have  strictly 
followed  precedent  established  in  ISllli, 
when  Unionist  Minister  was  at  the 
helm.  i.  )vcr  tliree  million  sterling  being 
expended  on  extension  df  dockyard  at 
Devonport,  Admiralty  of  the  day  ap- 
proved action  of  contractors  in  using 
Norwegian  granite  and  did  not  insist 
upon  clause  securing  fair  wage  for 
foreign  workmen. 

This  a  little  awkward.  Confederates 
changed  the  subject;  but  are  they  down- 
hearted? No.  Have  another  card,  so 
to  speak,  up  their  sleeve.  HEKBKRT 
(liuisioNi:  has  been  buying  abroad 
material  for  making  mail-bags.  (What 
Home  OHiee  want  with  mail-bags  not 
clear.  That  a  detail.)  Won't  do  to  have 
him  showing  that  his  predecessor  in 
similar  manner  also  bought  in  cheapest 
market.  Will  look  matter  up.  If  the  land 
is  clear,  will  shake  out  the  mail-bags  and 
give  granite  the  go-by. 

BusincKH  done.  —  In  Committee  of 
Supply  on  Army  Kstimates. 

Tiirn<l,i!/.-  "  ilasn't  Mr.  SATISII  CHAT- 
TEIUKI-:  been  talking  more  than  enough?" 


'Twas  the  voice  of  UEES  of  India.  I 
knew  he  'd  complain.  In  truth,  he  well 
might.  India  looms  large  in  both  Houses 


milting  to,  the  Catechism. 

Singular  coalition  formed.  Irish  Mem 
bcrs,  Scotch  Members  and  the  Confede- 
rates want  to  know  why  Admiralty  have  to-night.  In  the  Lords  the  SECRETARY 
consented  to  employment  of  Norwegian  <>;  STATE  pilots  through  another  stage  a 
granite  in  construction  of  works  at  Hill  recognised  as  containing  the  most 
Rosyth  ?  Denounce  procedure  as  un-  important  proposals  popularising  British 
patriotic  in  principle,  in  detail  harmful  i  government  in  India  introduced  since 
to  the  Unemployed.  None  but  the  Ih/./.Y  made  his  Royal  Mistress  Empress 

over  teeming  multitudes.  In 
the  Commons  the  usual  snip- 
ing of  LTNDf:ii-SKeRi;rARY  by 
pat  riots  of  a  class  known  and 
hymned  by  CANNING  : 

No  narrow  bigot  he  ;  his  reasoned 

view 
Thy  interest,  Kngland,  ranks  with 

thine,  Peru. 

A  'tfady  I'.ilriot  of  the  world  ali>ni>, 
Tlie  friend  of  every  I'onnlry  but  his 

own. 

Time  was  when  such  epi- 
sodes were  impossible.  Mr. 
Speaker  Gn.i.Y,  taking  tin- 
view  that  Stand  ng  Orders  in- 
sist on  due  notice  of  enquiry 
addressed  to  Ministers,  sternly 
limited  number  of  Supple- 
mentary Questions.  Mr. 
S|  e.-iker  LowTHKR,  regarding 
freedom  in  questioning  as 
sort  of  safety-valve,  lavishly 
permits  the  practice.  Per- 
haps a  little  hard  on  Ministers, 
who,  Licking  opportunity  for 
acquirement  or  consideration 
of  latest  information,  may  be 
entrapped  into  indiscretions. 
IV.n  i\-Si'EAKF.R  in  Chair  to- 
night properly  refrains  from 


THE  SWORN  FOE  OF  TUE  JAM  SATISH  CIIATTERJEES  (Hunisii  I'.i 
(Mr.  J.  D.  Recs.     A  most  useful  jn-rsuu  wlien  utti-Imperialistt 
about.) 
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ADMIRAL   McKEMU   CONFINED   TO   HIS  BUNK. 

(With  good  wishes  for  a  speedy  recovery.) 

fit  will  be  noticed  that  Oap'n  Tommy  Bowles,  having  seen  that  Mr.  McKenna  had  had  some 

Norwegian   granite  dropped   on  his   toes,  has,   with  characteristic    kindness,  forwarded    hii 

"  timber  toe "   for  Mr.   McKeuna's  temporary  use.    Having  taken  his  "  hook "  for  Centra 

Glasgow,  he  has  sent  that  along  too,  in  case  it  may  be  useful.] 


interfering  with  daily  usage.  Accord- 
ingly for  ten  minutes  by  Westminster 
clock,  being  a  full  fifth  of  whole  time 
allotted  to  Questions,  statesmen  below 
Gangway  on  both  sides  badgered 

BUCHANAN. 

Don't  get  much  out  of  that  eminent 
Scotsman.  No  harm  done  in  House  of 
Commons  where  we  know  our  Satish 


Chatterjees. 
performance 


In  only  less  degree  is  the 
hurtful    throughout    the 


country.  Quite  a  different  thing  in 
India,  a  section  of  whose  native  popula- 
tion of  late  did  honour  to  DON'T  KEIU 
HARDIE.  These  wranglings,  reported 
verbatim  in  morning  newspapers,  are 
eagerly  reproduced  in  native  press.  To 
its  readers  one  M.P.  is  as  good  as 
another ;  a  great  deal  better  too,  if  he 
only  asserts  or  insinuates  that  Govern- 
ment of  India  is  mendacious,  suborned, 


certain  political  agitators.  UNDER-SECRE 
TAEY  having  made  reply,  up  sprang  half 
a-dozen  Members  of  British  branch 
Satish  Chatterjee  family — MACKARNESS 
COTTON,  RUTHERFORD,  DON'T  KEIR  HARDIE 
and  others. 

Meanwhile  on  topmost  Bench  below 
Gangway  sits  up  aloft  JACK  REES,  keepin 
watch  over  UNDER -SECRETARY.  Play 
part  of  what  HALSBURY  would  call  " 
sort  of"  Greek  Chorus.  Now  and  then 
amid  clamour  of  the  Chatterjees,  he  get 
in  elaborately  framed  question,  to  whic' 
nobody  pays  any  attention.  The  Chat 
terjees  cry  "Caw!  Caw!";  the  I'M  MI 
SECRETAPY  endeavours  in  reply  to  say  a 
nearly  nothing  as  possible  ;  and  atlengt 
DEPUTY -SPEAKER  timidly  suggests  tha 
other  questions  should  have  a  turn. 

J?«siw.s-.s-   time  —The   Satish    Chatter 
jee  family  take  the  floor. 


tyrannical.  Thursday.  —  Since  at   historic   crisi 

It  was  SATISH  CH1TTEBJEE  MACDONALP  embattled  Europe  was  reassured  an 
who  gave  the  kick-off  to-night.  Wanted  sustained  by  editorial  assurance  on  th 
to  know  about  arrest  and  deportation  of  '  part  of  the  Xhiliberccn  Eagle,  "We  bav 


ur  eye  on  Louis  Napoleon,"  there  has 
een  nothing  like  Mr.  SWII-T  M.U'Xmi.L's 
ttitude  at  the  present  time  towards  hU 
lovorcign.  Across  sea  and  land  a 
earching  eye  beams  on  Biarritz.  Mr. 
IAC\EILL'S  trouble  is  indicated  in  notice 
ppearing  on  paper  to-day  directing 
ttention  to '"advice  given  by  the 
FOREIGN  MINISTER  to  the  KING  to  go 
.broad  without  a  Minister  responsible  to 
his  House  for  the  KING'S  transactions  in 
nternational  politics." 

Cari  make' nothing  but  of  EDWARD  GREY, 
who  affects  indifference  to  apprehensions 
md  constitutional  objections.    If  Foreign 
Office  are  th  us  neglectful  of  vital  interests 
f 'Empire'; let-private  citizenship  sacrifice 
personal  conveuience'*on  country's  altar, 
f  no  Minister  of  the  Crown  is  forth- 
joming    in    attendance    on  ''travelling 
Majesty,  is  there  not   in  the  House  a 
iiieal- descendant  of  WILLIAM  -LipiTHAix, 
Speaker  in  the'  .Long  Parliament,  also 
GODWIN  SWIFT,  late  of  this  parish,  uncle 
and  guardian   of   DEAN  SWIFT?    Is  he 
not  Ex-Professor  of  Constitutional  and 
Criminal  Law,  King's  Inns,  Dublin  ? 
'ersuasion  tips  his  tongue  whene'er  he  talks, 
And    he    has  chambers  in  the  King's   Bench 
..Walks:      • 

When  next  the  FOREIGN  SECRETARY  goes 
-fishing,  he  might  think  over  this  sug- 
gestion. 

Business  done — Still  in  Committee  of 
Supply.  HERBERT  GIADSTONE,  in  reply  to 
question,  declares,  there  is  not  shadow 
of  foundation  for  mail-bag  story.  Must 
aark  back  to  granite. 

ERRATA. 

(Being    some    necessary    corrections    in 
"  Johnson's  Dictionary.") 

BURLESQUE.  —  An  amusing  and  cor- 
rective entertainment  necessary  for  the 
health  of  the  drama.  (Obsolete,  except 
in  a  potted  form.) 

COMMON. — A  tract  of  public  land  upon 
which  the  commonalty  sometimes  stray 
to  the  annoyance  of  golfers. 

DRAMA. — An  expedient  for  killing  the 
time  between  dinner  and  supper.  A 
mirror  of  life.  (Obsolete.) 

FOOTBALL. — -A  profession,  formerly  a 
game.  The  only  spectacular  preoccupa- 
tion of  a  working-man. 

GOLF. — An  obsession,  formerly  a  game 
The  most  serious  occupation  of  a  busi- 
ness man. 

HIGHWAY. — A  track  maintained  at  the 
public  charges  for  the  use  of  mechani- 
cally propelled  vehicles.  A  track  for  the 
use  of  all.  (Obsolete.) 

Pi/wen. — An  implement  of  agriculture 
to  which  public  orators  and  statesmen 
put  their  hands,  at  the  same  time  under- 
taking not  to  look  back. 

SALE. — A  free  fight  between  women 
in  which  the  victors  save  three-farthings. 

SERIAL. — A  test  for  the  survival  of  the 
fittest  among  readers  of  fiction. 
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Sportsman.  "  HALLO,  COUNT,  WHAT  DID  YOU  FALL  OVEH  ?  " 
he  Count.  "  WHAT  I  FALL  OVER  ?    I  FALL  OVEB  ZE  'BAD  or  MT  'OHSE." 


THE   HOOK  OF  THE  REAPER. 

["  The  revival  of   the  mougtacho  is  imminent.  .  .  .  Let  women  but 
i»Mk  die  vntnt  iiiul  we  shall  not  have  a  clean-shaven  man  in  our  land.1 

'  .nit/'*  1'ii-lnrial.] 

ALAS*,  Neaera !  think  not  that  the  dash 
(if  fledgling  days  can  lightly  be  renewed, 

Now  (hat  the  jaws  of  Strephon,  like  his  cash, 
Are  permanently  blued. 

'Twere  easier,  nt  a  time  when  tresses  moult 
And  barbers  comment  on  my  balder  head, 

To  roust1  a  hair  in  every  cranial  holt 
Whose  occupant  has  fled, 

Than  here  upon  this  barren  waste  of  lip 
To  reproduce  the  ludf-forgotteu  bloom, 

The  yet  untonsured  foliage  whose  tip 
I  twined  (but,  ah  !  for  whom?). 

Have  you  beheld  the  silkworm's  envelope, 
The  barn-door  chicken  in  its  suit  of  fluff, 

The  petal  of  the  moss-rose  newly  ope, 
The  pendants  of  a  muff  ? 

Such  and  so  soft  as  these,  till  Fashion  chose 
To  deem  it  graceless,  was  the  wealth  I  wore  ; 

The  bright  death  quivered  then  beneath  my  nose, 
Touched,  and  I  grew  no  more. 

And  now,  if  I  should  stay  the  morning  scythe, 
Those  silken  tassels  would  not  bud  again, 

But  .something  far  less  comely  and  less  lithe, 
Some  awful  brand  of  Cain. 


The  wind  is  tempered  to  the  fleeceless  lamb, 
But,  if  I  came  to  woo  you,  lady  mine, 

With  loathly  bristles,  such  as  those  that  damn 
The  "  fretful  porpentine," 

You  would  not  like  it.     Therefore  plead  instead 
Wkh  boys  that  still  await  the  virgin  sprout ; 

But  as  for  me,  whose  crop  has  long  been  shed, 
I  '11  scrape  along  without. 


"  As  the  year  runs  its  course,  we  find  the  car  introducing  us  to  inacces- 
sible golf  courses  and  experiences  of  strange  lies  and,  mayhap,  bonkers 
malevolent,  to  the  scene  of  keen  struggles  between  wickets,  or,  per- 
chance, to  white-bordered  polo  ground,  as  an  onlooker  or  participant  in 
that  king  of  games,  where  the  horse,  or,  rather,  pony,  perhaps,  is  seen 
at  his  best,  revelling  in  keen  enjoyment  of  every  moment  in  each 
'  quarter,'  no  less  than  the  rider." 

Meanwhile  The  Motor  "  introduces  "  us  to  that ! 


"Last  night's  ball  at  Ladv  N 'a  was  a  very  brilliant  affair.     Lady 

N — -•  married,  firstly,  Sir  R A ,  and,  secondly,  Lord  N 

The  Globe. 

Not  bad  for  one  evening. 


"  Mar.  -li.— Elderly  people  born  on  this  day,  in  any  year,  will  b-nefit 
in  health  anil  fortune  ;  but  it  is  an  unfortunate  birthday  for  young 
persons." — Weldon' a  T^adifg  Journal. 

If  you  must  be  born  on  a  day  like  that,  it  seems  best  to  leave 
out  your  first  childhood  and  go  straight  on  to  the  second. 
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A    DEAD    CERTAINTY. 

THIS  was  the  posture  of  affairs  :  it  was 
half-past  two,  and  the  matinee  was  at 
three.  But  the  notices  in  the  shop- 
window  said  ''Last  reductions.  Sale 
now  on.  Genuine  bargains";  and  Cecilia, 
who  was  only  up  for  the  clay,  said  it 
would  be  positively  sinful  to  let  the  chance 
slip,  and  she  wouldn't  be  two  minutes. 

In  a  woman's  shopping  vocabulary 
two  minutes  means  half-an-hoiir  ;  so  I 
objected,  and  painted  a  vivid  picture  of 
the  annoyance  of  tlie  people  in  stalls 
Row  C  when  we  scram- 
bled in  over  their  feet.  But 
Cecilia  looked  at  the  shop 
window  plaintively,  and  I  re- 
membered that  there  were 
cogent  reasons  why  bargains 
should  appeal  strongly  to  the 
wife  of  a  country  parson  —  of 
a  parson,  moreover,  who  has 
no  immediate  prospect  of  exer- 
cising archidiaconal  functions. 
However,  the  feet  of  the  people 
in  Row  C  had  to  be  considered 
too,  so  I  said  promptly,  "  Look 
here,  it  takes  a  man  to  do 
shopping  quickly.  Tell  me 
what  you  want,  and  I  '11  be  in 
and  out  again  in  less  than  five 
minutes." 

Cec  lia  looked  at  me  with 
an  enigmatical-smile.  '  "I  bet 
you  you  won't,"  she  said. 

&  0  *  9 

"I  want,"  I  said,  going 
with  forthrighty  masculine 
directness  to  -  the  .  baroness 
nearest  the  door,  "  I  want  "- 
she  was  writing  poetry  or 
anagrams  or  something  in  a 
little  black  book—  "I  want 
five  yards  of  insertion  at  about 
nine-three." 

She  ,  found  the  rhyming 
word,  looked  up,  and  replied  : 
"  Oh,  yes.  This  is  the  mantle 
department.  Would  you  mind 
going  Right  Through  ?  " 


stumbled  against  a  foot-ledge,  knocked        'Then  I'm    afraid    it's   a 


lowed,  and  added — not  very  bravely  I 'in 
afraid — "  and  I  'm  in  rather  a  hurry." 
Juno  stuck  a  pencil  in  her  dre.-s,  gave 


too 


she  ox- 


"  The  piece,  or  only  nine  yards  ?  " 

"Yes, nine.     Xo,  five." 

She  waited,  compassionately  now,  as 


a  cursory  glance   at   me,   to   ?ee   what  a  wise  elder  might  await  the  result  of 
manner  of  a  cheap  bargain  I  might  be,  'an  infant's  painful  effort  after  articulate 
and  asked  coldly  :    "  Did    you   want 
niched  or  puckered  ?  " 

Perhaps    those   were   not    the    exact  ] 
alternatives  offered  ;  but  it  seemed  that  after-thought;  Cecilia  should  not  taunt 


it  vo;cing  of  its  wants. ' 

"  Five  yards,  please,"  I  said  meekly. 
"But"  —  this     was    rather    a  brilliant 


A  nobleman  who  had  come 
in  to  have  his  hat  ironed,  on- 
seeing  rtw  dilemma,  very  civilly  came 
forward  "and  pointed  the  way  to  Right 
Through.  I  expect  he  had  sometimes 
been  there  for  his  wife. 

I  only  fell  into  one  error  on  the  way. 
"T  want,"  I  said  to  a  rather  prepossess- 
ing viscountess — "  I  want  nine  yards  of 


Rescued  Maiden.  "On,  SIR   KNIGHT,  I   WOULD   FAIN   RETURN  TO  MY 

BOWER.       I    HAVE    FORGOTTEN    MY    TAMBOUR-FKAME  !  " 


insertion  at  about  five-three." 
"Oh,  yes,"  she  said  brightly. 


is  the  glove   department.     Would   you 
mind  going  Right  Through?  " 

There  was  a  cathedral-like  dimness 
about  this  region  when  I  did  finally 
reach  it,  and  it  seemed  very  far  from 
the  street.  Time  had  not  been  standing 
still  any  more  than  I  had  ;  so  I 
the  counter,  over-linn  iedly, 


there  were  two  kiujls  of  insertion,  and 
my  sister  had  riot  prepared  me  for  this. 
The  situation  was  serious. 

"  I  'd  better  see  some  of  each,"  I  said 
brilliantly. 

Juno  deftly  spun  out  four  or  five 
rolls  of  lace,  and  I  fingered  one  piece, 
not  without  certain  misgivings. 

"  Er — I  suppose  this  is  insertion  ?  "  I 
asked.  For  I  had  expected  something 
heavier — something  strong,  for  patching. 

Juno  was  sure  of  it. 

"Then  I'll  have  nine  yards  at  three- 
five,  please.  No,  five  yards  at  nine- 


This 


nding 
ent  to 
rhaps, 

three,"  I  said. 
"  But     this 
observed. 

is     eleven 

-three," 

she 

"but  it  doesn't  matter  since  you    have 
to  pay.      You  've   kept   me  twenty-one 
minutes." 

me  with  making  a  bad  bar- 
gain —  "  but  is  eleven-and- 
three  the  sale  price,  or — 

But  Juno  was  wrestling 
with  the  multiplication  table. 
I  made  the  answer,  fifty-six 
and  threepence,  but  appa- 
rently my  hint  about  sale 
price  had  pot  fallen  on  d<>af 
ears.  "  Four- and -tepp^nce 
three-farthings.  Sign  !  "said 
Juno — a  really  handsome  re- 
duction. I  tendered  a  sove- 
reign. Then  came  an  inter- 
lude. "Your  change  will  be 
here  in  a  minute,"  she  said. 

She  said  ;  but  I  saw  very 
little  chance  of  it,  and  glanced 
anxiously  at  the  clock  at-  the 
far  end  of  Right  Through. '  T 
was  to  pay  the  bill  if  I  lost 
the  bet ;  and  no  one  seemed 
to  be  bothering  about  my 
change.  Of  course  it  was  out 
of  the  question  that  J  uno  her- 
self should  go  in  starch  of  it, 
and  the  countesses  about  the 
place  were  all  gracefully  statu- 
esque, or  .were  serving  cus- 
tomers. 

.  Time  went  heavily  ;  then, 
with  dramatic  suddenness, 
something  like  an  inverted  tor- 
toise came,  by  way  of  aerial  rail- 
way, direct  to  where  Juno  was 
standing.  She  took  some  heavy 
change  out  of.  its  maw,  and 
handed  this'  to  me,  together 
with  a  paper  packet.  She  was 
very  particular  about  the  jacket..  ,.~ 

"  Do  I— do 1 1  —  do  I  leave  this  at  the 
desk  ?  "  I  gasped  at 'parting. 

"That  is  your  farthing  change,"  she 
said  scornfully,  on  one  of  her  rich 
middle  notes. 

I  clutched  my  paper  of  pins  and  fled. 

Cecilia,  when  I  found  her,  was  in  the 

act  of  coveting  a  hat  in  the  window — a 

hat  that  had  been  greatly  reduced  in 

price,  but  not  in  circumference.  , 

"  You  've  spent  tenpence  more  than 
you  should  have  done,"  she  said,  when 
I  had  boasted  of  my  genuine  bargain ; 
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A  GREAT  PLAY. 

IT  is  very  difficult  to  write  praise; 
very  easy  to  find  fault.  As  I  have 
nothing  but  praise  for  Mr.  GAI.SWOKTIIY'S 
new  play,  Strife,  I  find  it  difficult  to  say 
calmly  what  I  think  of  it.  Perhaps  the 
Us!  thing  I  can  say  is  that  I  feel  proud 
to  think  that  it  was  written  by  an 
Englishman,  and  acted  by  English  men 
and  women.  You  know,  ours  is  a  poor 
country.  Our  Trade  is;  rotten  and  our 
Navy  futile.  On  another  count  we  are 
in  danger,  if  we  are  to  believe  a»  emin- 
ent Member  of  Parliament,  of  becoming 
the  laughing-stock  of  Europe.  Think 
how  awful  that  will  be!  And  only  re- 
cently The  Saturday  Review  announced 
that  one  German  conscript  would  be  a 
match  for  a  hundred  Territorials  (Eng- 
lishmen). So  it  is  jolly — is  it  not? — to  be 
able  to  reflect  that  at  least  we  have 
written  and  acted  a  play  which  can 
stand  comparison  with  anything  the 
Drama  of  the  superior  countries  can 
show. 

Strife  tells  the  story  of  a  strike  at  the 
Trenartha  Tin  Plate  Works.  In  the 
struggle  between  Capital  and  Labour, 
the  protagonists  arc  old  John  Anthony, 
Chairman  of  the  Company,  and  David 
J'uhfrts,  leader  of  the  workmen.  Old 
Anthony  dominates  the  other  directors 
(one  of  whom  is  his  son),  just  as  Roberts 
sways  the  other  members  of  his  com- 
mittee. Both  of  them  are  looking  to  the 
future  rather  than  considering  present 
needs.  "  If  you  give  in  now,"  says 
AnUwmj  to  directors  thinking  of  divP 
dends,  "Labour  wins  for  ever."  "If 
you  give  in  now,"  cries  Roberts  to  work- 
men thinking  of  food,  "  Labour  loses  for 
ever."  But  Roberta' I  wife  dies.  "  It  will 
be  our  wives  next  time,"  say  the  other 
men ;  and  they  are  ready  for  compromise. 
"A  woman  dead  !— this  is  too  terrible," 
say  the  other  Directors,  and  they  also  are 
ready  for  compromise.  iSo  terms  are 
agreed  to,  and  Antliuni/  and  Uobcits  are 
thrown  overboard — Anthony  on  the 
verge  of  a  paralytic  stroke  at  his  betrayal 
by  his  own  son,  Roberts  on  the  edge  of 
in  ulness  at  the  death  of  Annif  .... 

And  then  it  is  discovered  that  the 
new  terms  are  actually  the  very  terms 
which  had  been  drawn  up  before  the 
strike  as  a  basis  of  agreement.  Which, 
as  the  Trades  I'nion  U'licial  says,  is 
where  the  fun  comes  in. 

I  have  seen  it  said  by  critics  that 
Mr.  GAI.SWOUTIIY'S  moral  is  this,  that  and 
the  other.  1  don't  think  Mr.  (!  UNWORTHY 
bothers  about  a  moral.  It  is  his  business 
to  make  other  people  uncomfortable. 
When  people  are  thoroughly  uncomfort- 
able they  begin  to  think ;  after  they 
have  thought  a  little  they  decide  vaguely 
to  "  do  something."  Mr.  GALSWORTHY 
longs  for  somebody  to  "  do  something." 
If  Strife  has  a  moral  it  is  simply  that 


ART. 

Wealthy  Parvenu  (to  Fashionable  Portrait  Painter).  "I  DON'T  MIND  PAYING  i  srirr  PRICE  FOR 
THIS -MONEY'S  NO  OBJECT  TO  HE — BDT  1  MUST  'AVE  IT  TIP-TOP.  LOOK  'ERE,  PAINT  *  BECKIPT  m 
MT  'AND  DOMING  RIGHT  ACROSS  THE  PICKSHUR,  WITII  YOCR  NAME  OVER  A  PENNY  STAMP,  AND  THE 

FIOVBXS   \ESY   CLBAB-  THAT  'LI,  GIVE  PEOPLE  AN    1DEAR   0'   WOT  IT'S  CORST   ME!" 


the  problem  of  Capital  and  Labour  will 
have  to  be  settled. 

Though  the  play  is  great  the  acting  is 
worthy  of  it.  I  refuse  to  single  out  any 
player  for  special  praise  ;  if  once  I  began 
I  should  not  stop  until  I  had  mentioned 
every  name  on  the  programme  (including 
probably  those  of  the  Business  Manager 
and  the  Musical  Director).  They  are  all 
perfect.  You  must  go  to  one  of  the 
matinees  at  The  Duke  of  York's  to  see 
for  yourself.  It  is  much  to  be  hoped, 
though,  that  Mr.  FitoiiuAS'  will  be  able 
:o  put  Mr.  GALSWORTHY'S  play  on  in  the 
evening  before  long.  If  some  of  the 
thousands  who  are  turned  away  nightly 


from  .In  Englishman  s  Home  had  an 
opportunity  of  seeing  Strife  they  would 
discover  that  there  are  other  problems 
to  which  a  patriot  may  give  his  mind  — 
with  equal  advantage  to  his  country. 

Hi 


"  XrRslSG.  —  Constant  attendant  (single) 
wanted.  Must  have  unex'  eptionable  character 
and  references;  an  abstainer;  quiet,  gentle, 
willing,  obliging,  quirk,  thor.  experi.,  good 
teni|irred.  intelligent,  •jmpathefic,  pleasant, 
ciimjiamnnaUe,  clean,  tidy,  strong,  heallhy."  - 
I  In-  ScirfxmtJH. 

.Ycm-  we  know  why  the  last  attendant 
left. 
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OUR    BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By  Mr.  Punch's  Staff  of  Learned  Clerks.) 

COMMANDER  C.  N.  ROBINSON  has  laid  all  sailormen  and 
those  who  are  even  remotely  interested  in  the  sea  under  a 
heavy  load  of  obligation  by  writing  The  British  Tar  in  Fact 
and  Fiction  (HARPER).  Tlie  gallant  Commander  is  a  master 
not  merely  of  his  subject  but  of  a  capital  style,  breezy,  as  a 
sailor's  style  should  be,  and  most  admirably  graphic  and 
entertaining.  He  has  produced  a  fascinating  book,  describ- 
ing the  sailor  both  as  he  actually  was  and  as  he  was  repre- 
sented in  prose  and  verse  through  the  centuries.  I  wis-li  I 
could  do  justice  to  the  interest  of  this  record  in  the  space  at 
my  command.  I  venture  to  say  that  no  marine  library  can 
henceforth  be  considered  complete  without  it.  A  word  of 
praise,  too,  must  be  given  to 
the  illustrations,  which  have 
been  selected  with  great  dis- 
crimination. Many  of  them 
bear  witness  to  Jack's  secular 
association  with  the  fair  sex 
and  to  his  sentimental  gal- 
lantry. Indeed,  the  matrimo- 
nial proclivities  of  the  sailor 
were  notable  two  hundred 
years  ago : — "  The  Duhe  and 
Duchess  privateer  ships," 
writes  Commander  ROBINSON, 
"set  out  from  Bristol  on 
2nd  August,  1708,  with 
other  vessels  bound  for  the 
Cove  of  Cork.  Arrived  at 
that  place  to  victual  and  ship 
additional  mariners,  Woocles 
Rogers  [master-mariner  and 
author  of  a  journal  of  the 
voyage]  notes  the  strange 
behaviour  of  his  men  in  the 
fact  '  that  they  were  con- 
tinually marrying  while  we 
stayed  there,  though  expected 
to  sail  immediately.'  They 
were  not  all  Englishmen. 
A  Dane  who  was  on  board 
was  united  by  an  Irish 
priest  to  an  Irish  woman, 
though  neither  understood  a 
word  of  the  other's  language, 
and  they  had  to  use  an  interpieter.' 


Who  were  the  Oriel  "Noetics?  "  It  is  a  question  which 
would  puz/.le  many  informed  minds.  The  Oriel  Noetics 
were  EVELKIGII,  COPI.KSTON,  WHATELY,  Dr.  ARNOLD,  HAMPDEN, 
HAWKINS,  BADEN-POWELL,  and  BLANCO  WHITE — eight  good  men 
whose  characters  are  set  forth  by  Mr.  TUCKWELL,  the  "  Radical 
Parson,"  in  J'rc-Truetarian  Oxford  (SMITH,  ELDER).  The 
book  has  not  the  raciness  of  the  same  admirablp  writer's 
Reminiscences  of  Oxford  ;  but  then  it  is  made  of  sterner  stuff, 
and  what  it  lacks  in  fun  it  makes  up  for  in  seriousness. 
The  papers  on  WHATELY  and  ARNOLD  are  models  not  only  of 
lucidity  and  brevity  but  of  sane  criticism  and  sympathetic 
understanding.  Better  biographical  essays  I  have  not  read 
for  many  years.  One  of  WHATELY'S  trenchant  obiter  dicta 
(shall  I  say  ?)  is  timely  to-day  :  "  People  who  think  it  easy  to 
govern  Ireland  because  it  is  poor,  half-civilised,  full  of 
ignorance,  are  like  the  young  medical  student  who  imagined 
that  he  had  learned  enough  of  medicine  to  doctor  very  little 
children."  The  old  joke  about  the  undergraduate  and  the 
funeral — "I  wish  it  had  been  a  nearer  relation" — is  fixed  by 


Mr.  TUCKWELL  as  the  work  of  HAWKINS  when  Provost  of  Oriel. 
Other  claimants  will  please  recede  into  the  background. 

I  have  not  for  some  time  penetrated  into  the  subterranean 
kingdom  of  the  Central  London  Railway,  and  so  cannot  say 
whether  Mr.  DESMOND  COKE'S  new  novel,  The  Golden  Key 
(CiiArMAN  AND  HALL\  has  had  as  good  a  show  there  as  its  pre- 
decessor The  Pedestal,  which  at  one  time  seriously  threatened 
Miss  LENA  ASHWELL'S  reputation  as  the  best  advertised  man, 
woman  or  thing  below  the  surface  of  the  earth.  But  I  have 
no  d'.mbt  which  is  the  better  book  of  the  t\vo.  The  (!vl<lcn 
Key,  like  another  panacea  which  does  not  disdain  the  uses 
of  advertisement,  touches  the  spot — the  sore  and  aching  spot 
hidden  beneath  too  many  of  the  fancy  waistcoats  and  blouses 
of  our  island  race.  It  is  the  story  of  an  ordinary  rather 
lovable  young  Londoner  who  is  emotionally  dumb.  Even  to 

his  mother,  and  to  his  loved 
and  loving  wife(whom  he  for- 
bids to  call  him  "  darling  "), 
ho  cannot  for  the  life  of  him 
express  his  real  feelings,  be- 
cause of  a  foolish,  reserved, 
ultra -British  pride  which 
believes  that  to  be  demon- 
strative is  to  be  undignified. 
The  "golden  key,"  gift  of 
his  unborn  child,  stands  for 
the  idea  of  unselfish  love, 
strong  to  cast  out  even  the 
fear  of  seeming  ridiculous. 
With  it  he  unlocks  the  door 
I  of  his  prison-house  and  walks 
j  abroad  a  free  man,  no  longer 
ashamed  to  feel  and  to  sbow 
that  he  feels.  Mr.  COKE'S 
story  is  so  true  to  life  that  I 
think  it  may  be  a  real  help 
to  some  of  the  unfortunate  s 
who  have  not  yet  found  the 
way  out. 

Georye  Canning  and  His 
Friends  (MURRAY)  is  a  disap- 
pointing book.  I  heard  Mr. 
GLADSTONE,  in  the  House  of 
Commons,  in  that  vibrant 
voice  that  marked  deep  emo- 
tion, declare  he  was  "  bred 
under  the  shadow  of  the 
great  name  of  CANNING."  Through  two  ponderous  volumes 
Captain  BAGOT  leaves  the  shadow  vague.  He  has  no  grip 
of  the  man  either  in  his  personal  relations  or  in  his  public 
work.  There  are  in  all  over  800  pages  of  printed  matter, 
much  of  it  in  the  form  of  laborious  notes.  Heaps  of  letters 
filling  the  pages  suggest  the  process  of  taking  them  hap- 
hazard out  of  the  waste-paper  basket.  As  far  as  the  interest 
or  value  of  many  is  concerned,  they  had  better  have  been 
left  there.  A  solitary  gleam  of  humour,  and  that  borrowed 
from  CUNNINGHAM'S  Horace  Walpole,  illumines  the  massive 
tomes.  In  CANNING  's  inscription  on  the  monument  to  WILLIAM 
PITT  it  was  written,  "He  lived  without  ostentation,  and 
died  poor."  An  alderman,  his  feelings  outraged  by  the 
application  of  such  a  word  to  the  deceased  statesman,  pro- 
posed to  bubstitute  for  "poor"  the  phrase  "in  indifferent 
circumstances."  

"  AN  OBDES  FROM  GEBUANY. — The  contract  for  the  erection  of  a 
refuse  destructor  for  the  city  ot  Rotterdam  has  been  placed  with 
Messrs. of  Manchester." — The  Birmingham  Daily  Post. 

So  the  KAISER  has  taken  Holland  already  ! 


THE  LOST  MOUNTAINEER;  AN  ENCOURAGING  FIND. 


MAIICII  LM,  1900.] 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


CHARIVARIA. 

SOMK  of  us  were  inclined  to  be  down- 
hearted last  week  over  the  official 
statements  as  to  our  Navy.  But  if 
our  supremacy  is  threatened  in  one 
quarter,  it  is,  thank  Heaven,  safe  in 
another.  In  Germany,  Lord  Gi 
II  \\iii  i<>\  tell-  us,  there  are  only  five 
golf  courses ! 

V 

Meanwhile  it  is  good  to  know  that 
England  still  possesses  a  Man.  "Let  the 
Germans  build  fleets  by  the  score,"  said 
Mr.  Lri'ToN  in  the  courss  of  tlie  Navy 
debute,  ''  I  am  not  afraid  of  them." 
The  effect  of  this  statement  in  Gennany 
is  said  to  be  incalculable. 

V 

New  and  attractive  re- 
cruiting posters  will,  we 
hear,  shortly  be  issued 
by  the  War  Office,  bear- 
ing the  words,  "  Free 
Motor  Rides  to  Seaside 
Resorts,"  in  large  tvpe. 

*  •:::• 

The  French  Poa< 
Office  Officials  who 
struck  work  last  week 
evidently  failed  to  real- 
ise one  great  inconveni- 
ence likely  to  result 
from  their  action.  The 
interruption  of  the  te'e- 
gni|'h  s"rvice  rendered 
it  impossible  for  us  to 
obtain  a  good  account 

of  their  strike. 

*  * 

* 

A  well-known  (iennaii 
actress  has  published  a 
remarkable  book^t  con- 
fessions, in  which  she 
dec'ares  that  an  actress 
ought  not  to  marry,  as 
she  can  never  be  a  good 
housewife.  Many,  of 
course,  take  an  e.irly  opportunity  of  cor- 
recting their  error. 

.V 

The  Ladies'  Silence  Room  was  a 
feature  which  attracted  wide  attention 
among  male  visitors  to  a  certain  New 
Emporium,  and  several  married  men 

ordered  one. 

*  * 

A  medical  writer  recommends  the 
eating  of  young  raw  onions  by  children. 
It  is  found  to  be  the  simplest  way  of 
avoiding  kisses  with  their  attendant 
dangers. 

A  Hindu  gentleman  is  recommending 
breathing  exercises  as  a  cure  for  in- 
fluenza and  many  other  ailments.  It 
is,  wo  believe,  becoming  more  and  more 
a  recognised  fact  that  so  long  as 
one  can  earn*  out  these  exercises  one 
cannot  die. 


*  * 

* 


In  view  of  the  increasing  expense  of  j  According  to  one  account  a  number  of 
our  Navy,  "ECONOMIST"  writes  to  a>k  enterprising  journalists,  to  attain  their 
whether  it  would  not  be  possible  for  object,  intend  todisgui.se  themselves,  as 
some  of  our  cruisers  to  take  paying  lions,  elephants,  and  okapis,  with  bullet- 
guests  during  the  summer  season.  proof  undervests. 

Believing  himself  to  be  the  strongest 
man  in  the  world,  a  Bengali,  the  other 
day,  wagered  that  he  would  stand  iu 
front  of  a  motor-car  and  stop  it.  He 
made  the  attempt  in  the  presence  of  a 
large  crowd.  When  he  recovered  con- 
sciousness he  declared  that  the  car  took 
him  by  surprise.  We  trust  that  the  car 
was  of  British  make,  and  that  the  inci- 
dent is  prophetically  symbolic. 

"Considerable  speculation   has  been 


«j  went  into  prison  .,  niarlvr  to  imU. 
gpstion  an,i   headaches,   and   came  out 
,"  a  Suffragette  informs  us.     It  is 
to    know    that    prison 


no 


longer  makes  martyrs,  but  cures  them. 
*  * 

A  mummified  duck,  estimated  to  be 
3,000,000  years  old,  has  been  found  in  a 
sandstone  stratum  in  Wyoming.     It  has 
been  secured  for  the  American  Museum 
of  Natural  History.    The  local  poulterers 
were  evidently   caught 
napping. 


MR.  PITCH'S  SPECIAL  MOTOR  CAK8. 
II. — FOB  LITERARY  BOOMSTERS. 


"  Providing  the  Derby 
defence  could  hold  the  sup- 
posedly superior  Forest  for- 
wards, the  Second  Leaguera 
were  generally  expected  to 
win,  if  their  own  vanguard 
was  good  enough  to  score." 
— The  Daily  \rirx. 

This  seems  quite  sound. 


"  It  is  rumoured  that 
diamonds  h.ive  been  found 
in  Brazil."  —  -fjirerpool  Eren- 


From  "  News  in  a  Nut- 
shell." These  Brazil- 
nuts  are  quite  as  tooth- 
some as  the  ordinary 
chestnut. 


caused,"  The  Obsen-er  tells  us,  by  a 
remark  recently  made  by  Mr.  ROOSEVELT 
at  a  reception.  The  ex-PitEsmENT  shook 
hands  with  a  negro,  who  said,  "I've 
carried  the  ROOSEVELT  banner  in  two 
campaigns  and  I  hope  to  have  the  honour 
of  doing  so  again."  To  this,  we  are  told, 
Mr.  ROOSEVELT  replied,  "Tilme  alone 
will  tell  you  whether  you  will  be  afforded 
that  opportunity."  Kveryone  now  is 
asking.  Who  is  Tilme  ? 

By  the  way,  in  view  of  Mr.  ROOSEVELT'S 
well-known  hustling  methods,  why  not 

call  him  now  "  The  Expressident  "  ''. 

*  * 

Meanwhile  preparations  are  being 
made  by  the  Yellow  Press  of  America  to 
secure  full  reports  of  Mr.  ROOSEVELT'S 
African  trip  in  spite  of  his  having 
stated  that  he  will  do  all  that  he  i 
blv  can  to  baffle  unwelcome  followers. 


The  final  round  of 
the  Amateur  Billiard 
Championship  appears 
to  have  been  an  exciting 
affair.  According  to  The 
.S';X')-/*»H»I  Major  FLEM- 
iN«  ended  the  afternoon 
sitting  with  "50  (un- 
finished), making  30  after  losing  the 
red  ball."  Whether  the  red  ball  was 
ever  found  again  we  cannot  say,  but 
its  disappearance  seems  to  have  affected 
the  Major's  play,  for  we  read  that  "  Major 
Fleming  made  his  unfinished  break  into 
51."  That  last  1,  even  with  the  red 
ball  off  the  table,  was  unworthy  of  him. 


Hunting  Note*. 

"An  ;iinuMMt:  >i  >i y  <>f  hmv  ;i  fox  li;ilf  wrecked 
the  dinner  tulile  around  which  were  sitting  it* 
sworn  euemii'S,  members  of  ihr  Iliigliv  I'xMgli1)., 
came  from  Redhill  yesterday."  Uogft  Weekly. 

••  Nine  years  ago  heeM;ibli»h>-d  Ihp  Quantook 
Pack  of  Staghounds,  which  he  maintained  at 
his  own  expense  (the  only  sulwrriptiou  !>eing 
fora  poultry  fun  I  ."-  Hrislol  Keho. 
The  chicken  and  the  stag  appear  to 
be  sworn  enemies  too. 


IIFLE     roit     NIAV      i 
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[MARCH  24,  1909. 


NO   OFFENCE    INTENDED. 

[The  following  lines  are  supposed  to  be  address-d  to  tlie  Gemiar 
people  by  the  I'KI.MK  MINISTKK  and  the  FIRST  LORD  OF  THE  ADMIDALTY  ir 
extenuation  of  their  candour  during  the  debate  on  the  Navy  Estimates. 

LAROE  and  beloved,  0  amphibious  Power, 
If  we  have  seemed  to  you  a  touch  too  candid, 

If  in  a  really  rather  awkward  hour 

We  had  to  let  your  sacred  name  be  bandied 

As  that  of  our  most  likely  foe, 
Permit  us  to  explain  why  this  was  so. 

It  all  began  about  November  last. 

We  gathered,  in  the  very  act  of  nailing 
Our  glorious  Two-Power  Standard  to  the  mast, 

Firm  as  a  Suffragette  lashed  to  a  paling, 

That  you  (we  never  dreamed  you  would) 

Were  building  Dreadnoughts  faster  than  you  could. 

Of  course  we  don't  dispute  your  perfect  right 

(Why,  who  are  we  to  circumscribe  your  freedom?) 

To  keep  your  Knupps  a-boiling  day  and  night 

With  thirty  thousand  extra  hands  ;  you  need  'em  ; 
Your  merchant-ships — may  they  increase  ! — 
Require  protection — one  Dreadnought  apiece. 

(Since  penning  this  remark  we  learn,  dear  friends, 
That  your  commercial  needs  are  not  as  stated  ; 

We  hear  that  Admiral  TIRPITZ  now  intends 
To  have  his  fighting  navy  concentrated, 

For  local  objects,  nearer  home, 
And  not  dispersed  about  the  general  foam.*) 

And  if  you  said  you  wouldn't  push  the  pace, 
That  was  no  pledge,  but  just  a  "  declaration," 

Not  binding,  though  it  gave  us  heart  of  grace, 
And  nerved  us  to  a  little  relaxation ; 

And  if  thereon  you  fail  to  act, 
Your  bona  fides  still  remains  intact. 

We  should  have  liked  to  draw  a  veil  about 

Matters  that  hardly  lend  themselves  to  mincing, 

Only,  you  see,  we  had  to  blurt  them  out 

Because  our  own  side  takes  so  much  convincing  ; 

We  had  to  talk  in  tragic  metres 
So  as  to  flabbergast  our  Little-Fleeters. 

Against  our  will  we  gave  your  schemes  away, 
Not  all  of  them,  of  course,  but  all  we  knew,  Sirs ; 

On  painful  facts  we  turned  the  light  of  day, 
Simply  to  shock  these  Armament-Reducers, 

Fearing  they  might,  unless  we  stirred  'em, 
Vote  for  the  Fleet's  reduetia  ad  absurdum. 

Pity,  don't  blame  us  ;  we  were  bound  to  hedge, 

Px>und  to  employ  ambiguous  resources, 
Exposed  upon  the  cliff's  appalling  ledge, 

With  just  the  choice  of  two  repugnant  courses, 

The  balance  being  fairly  level — 
That  side  the  deep  sea,  and  on  this  the  devil. 

0.  S. 

f'  Last  Thursday,  in  the  ReicliMag,  Admiral  von  Tirpitz  "declared 
that  henceforth  the  battle  fleet  will  be  kept  commissioned  exclusively 
for  a  'home  war,'  i.e.,  <>i»M-atiiins  in  waters  immediately  adjacent  to 
(lennan  coasts,  instead  of  being  kept  in  a  state  of  preparation  for 
fighting  in  any  possible  region." — "  l)<iily  .U</i/V  lli'iiiii  Correspondent. 

An  advertisement  in  The  Amateur  (Jardemr: 

"  Last  spring  we  dug  in  a  good  dressing  of  Vaporite  underneath  our 
pear  trees  with  a  view  to  checking  the  chrysalides  of  the  Pear  Midge. 
The  results  are  that  we  secured  a  good  crop  of  peas." 

Though  checked,  the  Pear  Midge  was  by  no  means  rebuffed, 
and  seems  to  have  put  in  some  particularly  useful  work. 


CROSS-EXAMINATIONS    FOR    THE    HOME: 

OR,  LITTLE  ARTHUR'S  ROAD  TO  KNOWLEDGE. 
(Little  Arthur,  <i<jcd  12;  Mamma,  ayed  41.) 

Little  Arthur.  Mamma,  was  the  Pantomime  very  funny  last 
Wednesday  ? 

Mamma.  What  a  queer  question.  You  were  there  your- 
self. You  ought  to  be  able  to  say  as  well  as  anyone  else. 

L.  A.  Yes,  Mamma,  I  know ;  but  what  I  mean  is,  did  they 
mean  it  to  be  funny  ? 

.l/i! mow.  Well,  yes,  I  suppose  they  did.  The  audience 
laughed,  didn't  they  ? 

L.  A.  Oh,  yes,  they  laughed  all  right,  but  I  didn't  always 
laugh  when  they  did. 

Mamma.  Didn't  you  ? 

L.  A.  No,  I  didn't.  When  the  big  man  came  in  dressed  as 
a  landlady  most  of  them  laughed.  Papa  laughed  a  lot,  but 
I  didn't,  and  you  didn't  either,  Mamma. 

Mamma.  No,  I  thought  it  vulgar. 

L.  A.  What  does  "vulgar"  mean,  Mamma? 

Mamma.  Oh,  "  vulgar"  means  common  and  disagreeable. 

L.  A.  Then,  of  course,  nice  people  don't  like  disagreeable 
things,  do  they  ? 

Mamma.  No,  of  course  not. 

L.  A.  But  if  Papa  laughed  he  must  have  liked  it.  Isn't 
Papa  a  nice  man  ? 

Mamma.  You  mustn't  speak  of  your  father  in  that  way. 
He  's  perfectly  capable 

L.  A.  Bttt,  Mamma 

Mamma.  Don't  interrupt  me.  I  say  he 's  perfectly  capable 
of  judging  for  himself  in  these  matters,  and  it  isn't  for  us  to 
criticise  him. 

L.  A.  But,  Mamma,  you  said  it  was  vulgar. 

Mamma.  So  it  was. 

L.  A.  But  if  you  didn't  want  to  criticise  Papa  you  ought 
to  have  thought  it  funny,  and  you  ought  to  have  laughed  at 
it,  oughtn't  you  ? 

Miinnnii.  I  daresay — I  daresay;  but  then  people  don't 
always  do  what  they  ought.  Possibly,  if  I  thought  it  over 
again  quite  calmly,  I  might  come  to  think  it  very  funny. 

L.  A.  Oh,  no,  Mamma,  I  don't  think  you  could.  I  couldn't. 
If  I  have  to  think  funny  things  over  quite  calmly  I  can  never 
laugh  at  them.  Ought  I  to  ? 

Mamma.  It's  close  on  lunch-time,  I'm  sure. 

L.  A.  Not  very  close,  Mamma.  There  's  about  a  quarter  of 
an  hour.  Mamma,  is  a  red  nose  always  called  a  "  boko  "  ? 

Mamma.  A  irliat  ? 

L.  A.  A  "  boko,"  Mamma.  The  man  who  dressed  up  as  a 
landlady  had  a  very  red  nose,  and  when  the  other  man  hit 
him  on  it  he  said  he  had  "  ketched  him  one  on  the  boko." 
They  all  laughed  like  anything  at  that. 

Mamma.  I  suppose  it's  one  of  those  bits  of  American 
slnng.  I  don't  understand  it.  You  'd  better  ask  your  father 
;o  explain  it. 

L.  A.  Yes,  Mamma,  I  will.  But  I  'm  sure  it  must  be  very 
terrible  to  have  a  red  nose  like  that,  mustn't  it  ? 

Mamma.  Yes,  dear,  it  must. 

L.  A.  But  if  it 's  so  terrible,  we  oughtn't  to  laugh  at  it, 
ought  we?  You  told  me  we  ought  never  to  take  notice  of 
jersonal  peculiarities.  Isn't  a  red  nose  a  personal  peculiarity  ? 

Ma iti ma.  Of  course  it  is. 

L.  A.  But  they  all  laughed  at  it  and  talked  about  it  all 
.h rough  the  Pantomime.  Don't  you  remember,  Mamma,  they 
ill  came  up  and  wanted  to  warm  their  hands  at  it  ?  That 
nade  me  laugh  a  little. 

(A  pause.) 

L.  A.  Mamma,  isn't  Grandmamma  Papa's  mother-in-law  ? 
Mamma.  Certainly  she  is. 
L.  A.  And  doesn't  Papa' like  Grandmamma? 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVAIM.     Muini  -JJ,  1!M)<>. 


POSTE     RESTANTE, 

THE    PARIS    STRIKE. 
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fiasll.   "HoTIIEK,   HOW   IS   IT  TUAT   SOLDIEBS'   MUSIC  ALWAYS   MAXES  ME   FEEL  SO   MUCH   HAITI KK  THAN   I   REALLY  AM?  ' 


Mamma.  Of  course  ne  does. 

L.  A.  But  the  other  man,  who  was  supposed  to  be  the 
husband  of  the  one  with  the  boko,  said  some  dreadful  things 
about  mothers-in-law.  He  sang  a  whole  song  about  them, 
and  said  they  were  awful  people,  and  Papa  laughed  at  that. 

Mamma.  If  your  father  laughed  it  must  have  been  on 
account  of  the  silliness  of  the  song. 

L.  A.  Perhaps  that  was  it,  Mamma.  I  hope  it  was.  Shall 
\vi>  go  to  the  Pantomime  again  next  year,  Mamma  ? 

liamma.  No,  not  to  the  Pantomime.  Perhaps  we  '11  go  to 
a  play  of  SiiAKSpKMtu's. 

L.  A.  Yes,  Mamma ;  but  why 

Mamma.  There's  the  gong.  Away  with  you  quick  and 
wash  your  hands. 

Socialists  and  the  Navy. 

DEAU  MR.  PUNCH, — I  have  been  reading  your  "  Cross- 
Examinations  for  the  Home."  I,  too,  have  a  young  son,  a  very 
intelligent  boy,  who  asks  questions,  and  I  try  to  answer  them. 
He  wanted  to  know  if  the  building  of  a  battleship  means  em- 
ployment for  anybody,  and  I  said  I  thought  it  must  be  so. 
And  then  he  said,  "  Well,  why  do  the  Labour  people  want 
us  to  have  no  battleships  ?  "  I  thought  a  little,  and  then 
said  that  if  all  the  money  we  spend  on  battleships  was  ;/m-» 
to  the  unemployed,  then  they  wouldn't  need  to  be  employed 
in  ship-building  or  anything  else.  Can  any  of  your  readers 
tell  me  if  that  was  the  ri^ht  answer  ?  MOTHER  OF  ONT.. 


WINE  WHEN  IT  IS  RED. 

[It  is  said  to  he  a  scientific  fact  that  the  effect  of  alcohol  upon  llie 
brain  is  increased  if  it  be  consumed  amidst  red  surroundings.] 

JUST  a  glass  of  sherry  with  the  soup ; 

One  of  Marcobrunner  with  the  sole; 
Then,  when  haughty  Cbloe  would  not  stoop, 

Four  or  five  of  Heidsieck  Monopole ; 
Perfecting  the  ice,  a  petit  ven-e; 

Port  in  moderation  at  dessert ; 
Fine  old  brandy  in  the  coffee — where 

Was  there  anything  in  that  to  hurt? 

Ah,  but  I  remember !     Every  light 

From  its  ruby  shade  had  caught  a  stain  ; 
Bowk  of  scarlet  flowers,  baleful-bright, 

( 'list  a  Bacchic  spell  upon  the  brain  ; 
Down  the  walls  there  ran  a  crimson  line; 

Chloe's  hair  was  gloriously  red  ; — 
//  there  lurked  a  mischief  in  the  vine, 

It  was  colour  brought  it  to  a  "  head." 


A  Lesson  from  a  Pre-historic  Past. 

"  The  wild,  untrained  girls  are  worse  than  useless  as  sen-mils,  but 
the  discipline  and  obedience  of  n  really  good  club  often  works  wonders 
in  the  way  of  improvement." — The  Globe. 
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SPRING    GARDENS. 

[If  you  think  this  article  has  anything  to  do 
with  the  L.  (_'.  ('.  you  :ire  in  error.  It  is  an 
instructive  contribution  by  Our  Own  Horticul- 
turist.] 

Now  that  Spring  lias  officially  arrived 
it  is  time  that  \ve  turned  our  thoughts 
to  our  gardens  once  more.  Perhaps 
some  of  you  have  been  doing  this  for 
several  weeks  past,  but  for  myself  I  wait 
reverently  until  the  22nd  of  March  is 
here.  Then  I  step  out  on  to  the  lawn 
and  summon  my  head-gardener. 

"James,"  I  say,  "the  winter  is  over 
at  last.  What  have  we  got  in  that  big 
brown-looking  bed  in  the  middle  there  ?" 

"  Well,  Sir,"  he  says,  "  we  don't  seem 
to  have  anything,  do  we,  like?  " 

"  Perhaps  there  's  something  down 
below  that  hasn't  pushed  through  yet  ?  " 

"  Maybe  there  is."  ;  • 

"I  wish  you  knew  more  about  it,"  I 
say  angrily  ;  "  I  want  to  bed  out  the 
macaroni  there.  Have  we  got  a  spare 
bed,  with  nothing  going  on  under- 
neath ?  " 

"  I  don't  know,  Sir.  Shall  I  dig  'em 
up  and  have  a  look  ?  " 

"  Yes,  perhaps  you'd  better,"  I  say. 

Between  ourselves,  James  is  a  man  of 
no  initiative.  He  has  to  be  told  every- 
thing. 

However,  mention  of  him  brings  me 
to  my  first  rule  for  young  gardeners — 

Never  sow  Spring  Onions  and  New 
Potatoes  in  the  same  bed. 

I  did  this  by  accident  last  year.  The 
fact  is,  when  the  onions  were  given  to 
me  I  quite  thought  they  were  young 
daffodils  ;  a  mistake  anyone  might  make. 
Of  course,  I  don't  generally  keep  daffodils 
and  potatoes  together;  but  James  swore 
that  the  hard  round  things  were  tulip 
bulbs.  It  is  perfectly  useless  to  pay 
your  head-gardener  half-a-crown  a  week 
if  he  doesn't  know  the  difference  between 
potatoes  and  tulip  bulbs.  Weil,  anyhow, 
there  they  were,  in  the  Herbaceous 
Border  together,  and  they  grew  up  side 
by  side ;  the  onions  getting  stronger 
every  day,  and  the  potatoes  more  sensi- 
tive. At  last,  just  when  they  were  ripe 
for  picking,  I  found  that  the  young 
onions  had  actually  brought  tears  to  the 
eyes  of  the  potatoes — to  such  an  extent 
that  the  latter  were  too  damp  for  baking 
or  roasting,  and  had  to  be  mashed. 
Now,  as  everybody  knows,  mashed  pota- 
toes are  beastly. 

The.  L'lutbarb  Border 
gives  me  more  trouble  than  all  the  rest 
of  the  garden.  I  started  it  a  year  ago 
with  the  idea  of  keeping  the,  sun  off  the 
young  carnations.  Jt  acted  excellently, 
and  the  complexion  of  the  flowers  was 
improved  tenfold.  Then  one  day  I  dis- 
covered James  busily  engaged  in  pulling 
up  the  rhubarb. 


"  What  are  you  doing?"  I  cried.  "Do 
you  want  the  young  carnations  to  go  all 
brown?  " 

"  I  was  going  to  send  some  in  to  the 
cook,"  he  grumbled. 

"  To  the  cook !  What  do  you  mean  ? 
Rhubarb  isn't  a  vegetable." 

"  No,  it 's  a  fruit." 

I  looked  at  James  anxiously.  He  had 
a  large  hat  on,  and  the  sun  couldn't 
have  got  to  the  back  of  his  neck. 

"My  dear  James,"  I  said,  "I  don't 
pay  you  half-a-crown  a  week  for  being 
funny.  Perhaps  we  had  better  make  it 
two  shillings  in  future." 

However,  he  persisted  in  his  theory 
that  in  the  spring  people  stewed  rhubarb 
in  tarts,  and  ate  it ! 

Well,  I  have  discovered  since  that 
this  is  actually  so.  People  really  do  grow 
it  in  their  gardens,  not  with  the  idea  of 
keeping  the  sun  off  the  young  carna- 
tions, but  under  the  impression  that  it 
is  a  fruit.  Consequently  I  have  found 
it  necessary  to  adopt  a  firm  line  with 
my  friends'  rhubarb.  On  arriving  at 
any  house  for  a  visit,  the  first  thing  I 
say  to  my  host  is,  "May  I  sec  your 
rhubarb  bed  ?  I  have  heard  such  a  lot 
about  it." 

"  By  all  means,"  he  says,  feeling 
rather  flattered,  and  leads  the  way  into 
the  garden. 

"  What  a  glorious  sunset,"  I  say, 
pointing  to  the  west. 

"Isn't  it?"  he  says,  turning  round; 
and  then  I  surreptitiously  drop  a  pint 
of  weed-killer  on  the  bed. 

Next  morning  I  get  up  early  and 
paint  the  roots  of  the  survivors  with 
iodine. 

Once  my  host,  who  for  some  reason 
had  got  up  early  too,  discovered  me. 

"  What  are  you  doing?  "  he  asked. 

"  Just  painting  the  roots  with  iodine," 
I  said,  "to  prevent  the  rhubarb  falling 
out." 

"  To  prevent  icliat  ?  " 

"  To  keep  the  green  fly  away,"  I  cor- 
rected myself.  "  It 's  the  new  French 
intensive  system." 

But  he  was  suspicious,  and  I  had  to 
leave  two  or  three  stalks  untreated.  \Ve 
had  those  for  lunch  that  day.  There  was 
only  one  thing  for  a  self-respecting  man 
to  do.  I  obtained  a  large  plateful  of  the 
weed  and  emptied  the  cream  jug  over  it. 
Then  I  took  a  mouthful  of  the  pastry, 
gave  a  little  start,  and  said,  "  Oh,  is  this 
rhubarb  ?  I  'm  sorry,  I  didn't  know." 
Whereupon  I  pushed  my  plate  away 
and  started  on  the  cheese. 

Asparagus. 

Asparagus  wants  watching  very  care- 
fully. It  requires  to  be  tended  like  a 
child.  Frequently  I  wake  up  in  the 
middle  of  the  night  and  wonder  if  James 
has  remembered  to  put  the  hot-water 
bottle  in  the  asparagus  bed.  Whenever 


I  get  up  to  look  I  find  that  he  has  for- 
gotten. 

He  tells  me  to-day  that  he  is  beginning 
to  think  that  the  things  which  are  coming 
up  now  are  not  asparagus  after  all,  but 
young  hyacinths.  This  is  very  annoying. 
I  am  inclined  to  fancy  that  James  is  not 
the  man  he  was.  For  the  sake  of  his 
reputation  in  the  past  I  hope  he  is  not. 

Potting  out. 

I  have  spent  a  busy  morning  potting 
out  the  nasturtiums.  We  have  them  in 
three  qualities — mild,  medium,  and  full. 
Nasturtiums  are  extremely  peppery 
flowers,  and  take  offence  so  quickly  that 
the  utmost  tact  is  required  to  pot  them 
successfully.  In  a  general  way  all  the 
red  or  reddish  flowers  should  be  potted 
as  soon  as  they  are  old  enough  to  stand 
it,  but  it  is  considered  bad  form  among 
horticulturists  to  pot  the  white. 

James  has  been  sowing  the  roses.  I 
wanted  all  the  pink  ones  in  one  bed,  and 
all  the  yellow  ones  in  another,  and  so 
on  ;  but  James  says  you  never  can  tell 
for  certain  what  colour  a  flower  is  going 
to  be  until  it  comes  up.  Of  course,  any 
fool  could  tell  then. 

"  You  should  go  by  the  picture  on  the 
outside  of  the  packet,"  I  said. 

"  They  're  very  misleading,"  said 
James. 

"  Anyhow,  they  must  be  all  brothers 
in  the  same  packet." 

"You  might  have  a  brother  with  red 
hair,"  says  James. 

I  hadn't  thought  of  that. 

Grafting. 

Grafting  is  when  you  try  short  ap- 
proaches over  the  pergola  in  somebody 
else's  garden,  and  break  the  best  tulip. 
You  mend  it  with  a  ha'penny  stamp 
and  hope  that  nobody  will  notice ;  at 
any  rate  not  until  you  have  gone  away 
on  the  Monday.  Of  course  in  your  own 
garden  you  never  want  to  graft. 

I  hope  i»  a  future  article  to  be  allowed 
— even  encouraged — to  refer  to  sucli 
things  as  The  A/o.s-f  Artistic  \\~ay  to 
i'l'iunn  Cucumbers,  How  to  Stop  Tomatoet 
Blushing  (the  Homoeopathic  method  of 
putting  them  next  to  the  French  beans 
is  now  discredited),  and  Spring  Fashions 
in  Fo.e  <.!loces.  But  for  the  moment  I 
have  said  enough.  The  great  thing  to 
remember  in  gardening  is  that  (lowers, 
fruits  and  vegetables  alike  can  only 
be  cultivated  with  sympathy.  Special 
attention  should  be  given  to  backward 
and  delicate  plants.  They  should  be 
encouraged  to  make  the  most  of  them- 
selves. Never  forget  that  flowers,  like 
ourselves,  are  particular  about  the 
company  they  keep.  If  a  hyacinth 
droops  in  the  celery  bed,  put  it  among 
the  pansies. 

But  above  all,  mind,  a  firm  hand  with 
the  rhubarb.  A.  A.  M. 
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HOW    I    ADAPTED. 

I  HAVE  been  a  good  deal  wornet 
lately  over  my  play.  To  speak  candidly 
so  have  some  other  people,  but  the* 
were  chiefly  managers,  strong  men,  who 
could  cuiiure  in  silence.  And  usuall 
did.  The  trouble  appeared  to  be  that 
though  my  central  idea  was  excellen 
and  dramatic  enough  (Adetfphut  in  love 
with  Atigrlinn.,  who  is  betrothed  to 
/./"/»)  the  treatment  was  not  so  satis 
factory.  Or  so  I  gathered  from  the 
advice  of  the  only  friend  whom  I  couk 
persuade  to  read  it.  What  he  said  was 
briefly,  "Adapt  !  Look  about  yc 
select  your  management,  and  adapt 
accordingly.  Don't  be  discouraged  by 
one  failure.  Adapt  again !  "  So 
adapted — with  what  result  the  following 
extracts  from  my  notebook  will  show. 

VERSION  A. 
Aiiaifhui,  a  rugged  Colonial,  uncul- 
tivated but  enormously  wealthy,  loves 
.silently  the  Lady  Angelina,  a  society 
butterfly  betrothed  dc  convenance  to  Lord 
n.  bloated  nmi:  Act  I. — Ball-room 
scene,  heartless  epigrams  interrupted  by 
Adnl/ilnix,  who  enters  in  a  ready-made 
suit  and  exposes  the  corruption  of  the 
Smart  Set.  Act  II. — Adolplnm's  City 
office,  fonl  tftlirui  proposes  to  exchange 
Aniji-lina  for  the  straight  tip  on  Austra- 
lian mines.  Adolphus  consents  to  deal, 
and  inadvertently  posts  the  contract  note 
to  Angelina.  Act  III. — Adolplins's  flat. 
Hero  packing  to  return  to  Colonies, 
having  received  snub.  Enter  Angelina. 
Strong  scene  a  deux.  Finally,  Angelinii  : 
"  You  are  going  to  cross  the  sea  alone?" 
Adolphua  (quietly)  :  "  AJone,  Lady  Ange- 
lina." Angelina :  "  So,  then,  there  is  one 
process,  Adolphus,  that  your  business 
training  has  not  taught  you "  (turns 
aside  and  tlntmps  cushions).  Adolphus 
ia  great  light  coming  into  his  eyes): 
"What  is  that?"  Anydlna  (with  a 
wonderful  smile):  "The  carry  over!" 
He  catches  her  in  his  strong  arms. 
Curtain. 

hi'i-lini'J  bi/  Mr.  Artlrr  B-rclir. 

VERSION  B. 

Angelina,  a  frivolous,  flaSy-minded 
lady,  is  engaged  to  Edicin,  but  fancies 
she  might  prefer  Adolphus.  Act  I.— 
Drawing-room  at  Badinage  Towers. 
Enter  Edwin,  Adolphus,  Angelina,  and 
witty  house-party.  They  talk.  Act  II. 
—Conservatory  at  Badinage  Towers. 
Enter  Edirin,  etc.,  as  before.  They  talk. 
Engagement  broken  off.  Act  III. — 
Royal  Courts  of  Justice.  Breach  of 
Promise  action.  Enter  everybody.  An- 
gelina talks.  Curtain. 

Declined  by  Miss  M-nj  M-rc. 

VERSION  C. 

For  the  purposes  of  this  version 
Btiwtf)  and  Angelina  are  already  mar- 


Old  Lady.  "PORTER!   PORTER!    DID  I  GIVE  YOU  THE  WRONG  HALF  JUST  sow?' 


ried,  and  are  staying  as  guests  at  the 
country  house  of  Adolphus,  who  loves 

\ngclina   silently  but  less   strenuously 

han  in  A.    Act  I.— Hall  of  AdolpJius's 

louse.  Host  announces  that  his  gold 
trouser-press  lias  mysteriously  disap- 

>eared,  and  that  all  the  footmen  arc 
really  detectives.  Sensation  among 
guests.  Act  II.  (The  Great  Scene) 

—  Angelina's  bedroom.  Discovery  by 
Edu-in  of  pawn-ticket  for  the  missing 

property  in  Angrl'inn's  jewel-case.    Enter 

\d<i! II/IHH,  guests,  and  detectives.  First 
detective:  "I  arrest  you,  Adolpltus, 
on  the  charge  of  pawning  your  own 
'rouser-press,  and  forgetting  it."  An- 

lelinn  is  silent.  Adolplius  glances  at 
her,  shrugs  shoulders,  and  smiles 

vanly.  "It  is  true!"  Act  III.-  A>I<>1- 
9/1  us,  still  smiling  wanly.  alx>ut  to  be 

ed  out  to  prison.  Angelina  :  "  Stop  ! 
stole  the  trouser-press  !  "  Edirin  : 
You!  Why?"  Angt-linti :  "Because1 


"  (falter*).     Adolplius:    "Because, 

ah,  do  you  not  see  ?  Because,  Edwin,  she 
could  not  bear  that  your  trousers  should 
be  less  creased  than  mine.  Because — 
she  loves  1/011 !  "  Joins  their  hands,  and 
exit,  smiling  wanly.  Curtain. 

Declined  by  Mr.  G-rge  Al-x-nd-r. 

VERSION  D. 

In  this  version  also  Angelina  is  already 
married  to  Edwin,  hut  is  carrying  on  a 
flirtation  (just  not  too  far  for  the  Censor) 
with  Adiiliiliii",  who  is  now  younger  and 
more  romantic  than  Edirin.  Act  I. — 
Departure  of  Edicin,  vaguely  suspicious, 
on  supposed  tropical  tour.  Arrival 
of  extra  character,  inserted  for  this 
version  only,  "CSkortw,  his  friend," 
loquacious,  elderly  philosopher.  Situa- 
tion explained  to  newcomer,  who  grunts 
eloquently.  Act  II. — Kc.-taurant  Palais- 
Hoyal.  Adulplinx  and  Angelina  dining 
together  in  private  room.  Unexpected 
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return  of  Edicln.  "  What  does  this 
mean  ?  "  Philosopher  (entering  pron- 
dentlalli/) :  "  Mean— why,  that  we  arc 
both  late  for  Adolpkus'*  party ! "  Tableau. 
Act  III. —  Chambers  of  philosophical 
friend.  Enter  Adolplnm  and  Angelina, 
i'ii  route  for  Paris.  Friend  :  "  Go  by  all 
means,  but  not  till  you  have  first  heard 
my  monologue  on  the  Social  Fabric." 
Gives  it  at  length.  Enter  Edwin.  Hurried 
reconciliation  of  everybody.  Curtain. 
Declined  by  Sir  Ch-ti-s  W-ndh-m. 

VERSION  E. 

Suburban  atmosphere.  Act  I.— Scene, 
a  Villa  Residence.  Angelina,  a  typical 
English  girl,  has  betrothed  herscl!  to 
Edwin  (who  teaches  her  roller-skating) 
rather  than  to  Adolplius,  an  ex-BADEN- 
POWELL  scout.  Tlie  happy  home ;  Adol- 
phuss  warnings  unheeded.  Sudden 
noise  without.  Enter  the  invading 
army  of  the  Princess  of  Monaco.  Sen- 
sation. Act  II. — Same  scene  as  Act  I, 
only  less  of  it.  Continued  noise  without. 
Edwin  shot.  Act  III. — Hardly  any  of 
Scene  I.  Alarums  and  excursions. 
Death  of  Adolplius.  Angelina:  "Can 
roller-skating  save  England  now?" 
She  goes  mad.  Curtain. 

Declined  by  Mr.  Fr-nk  <J-rz-n  (and 

ichen   I   wrote  arjaln,  offering  to 

put  on  a  happy  ending,  lie  didn't 

antwer). 

VERSION  F. 

Most  of  dialogue  omitted  in  this 
version.  Act  I.  — •  Drawing-room  at 
Buckingham  Palace.  Presentation  of 
Auydlna  and  gorgeously  attired  supers. 
Adolphus  steals  the  Crown  jewels,  and 
falsely  accuses  Edicln,  who  is  forced  to 
escape  with  Angelina  in  a  motor,  pur- 
sued by  Adolplius.  Act  II. — Still  escap- 
ing. The  motors  cross  the  St.  Gothard 
in  realistic  snow-storm.  Act  III. — The 
earthquake.  Motors  blow  up.  Rescue 
of  Edwin  and  Angelina  by  airship.  The 
seismic  wave ;  entire  arena  converted 
into  a  gigantic  sea,  and  Ailalpliua  sub- 
merged beneath  two  million  gallons  of 
actual  water.  Curtain. 

Declined  by  Mr.  Fr-nk  ]'-rk-r  for 

the  Hippodrome. 
What  on  earth  to  do  with  it  now  ? 


"FORBES  ROBERTSON 

in 

Tim  PACING  OK  THE  THE  THIRD  FLOOR  BACK." 
Adtt.  in  "  The  Sunday  Chronicle." 

It  sounds  like  a  minor  poet,  busy  lucu- 
brating. 

"Ilia  chin,  at  tlie  psychological  moment  of 
delivery,  actually  touches  his  chin—  anew  ex- 
perience to  me  among  all  the  billiard  players  I 
have  known." — The  Xew  World  of  Billiards. 

We  are  glad  to  say  that  not  even  the 
italics  are  ours. 


ST.  CECILU    AT  THE    SALES; 

mi,  THE  NEW  HANDMAID  OF  COMMERCE. 

MESSRS.  Torrey  and  Dems,  of  the  great 
Emporium  on  Campden  Hill,  announce 
a  monster  musical  entertainment  to  be 
held  under  the  dome  of  their  new  build- 
ings on  May  Day  in  celebration  of  the 
2oth  anniversary  of  their  association 
with  Kensington.  The  proprietors,  with 
an  enterprise  which  does  them  infinite 
credit,  have  placed  Sir  EDWARD  ELGAR'S 
Symphony  in  the  forefront  of  their  pro- 
gramme. This  epoch-making  work,  we 
may  note,  will  be  conducted  for  the  first 
time  by  Mr.  GEORGE  ALEXANDER,  and  the 
sermon  will,  of  course,  be  preached  by 
Dr.  TonuET,  who  comes  from  America 
for  the  purpose. 

The  programme  of  the  great  tercen- 
tenary celebration  at  Messrs.  Black  and 
Crosswell's  is  now  complete.  Naturally 
music  forms  a  prominent  feature  in  tlie 
function,  and  the  proprietors  are  to  be 
congratulated  on  their  originality  in  in- 
cluding in  the  programme  Sir  EDWARD 
EI.GAK'S  Symphony,  which  will  be  con- 
ducted for  the  first  time  by  Mr.  WILKIE 
BARD.  Mr.  JOSEF  HOLBROOKE  has  com- 
posed a  superb  set  of  Symphonic  Varia- 
tions, entitled  "  Pickled  Walnuts,"  and 
Mr.  GRANVILLE  BANTOCK,  already  famous 
for  his  Oriental  compositions,  will  con- 
duct a  new  Symphonic  Poem  illustrating 
the  life,  adventures  and  death  of  a 
Bombay  Duck.  

Messrs.  Bark  and  Bark,  the  well-known 
Kensington  outfitters,  propose  to  com- 
memorate their  jubilee,  which  falls  on 
tlie  anniversary  of  the  battle  of  Waterloo, 
by  a  grand  orchestral  concert,  at  which 
Sir  EDWARD  ELGAR'S  Symphony  will  be 
conducted  for  the  first  time  by  Mr. 
LEWIS  WALLER.  The  proprietors,  we  are 
glad  to  see,  have  announced  that  in 
future  the  style  and  title  of  the  firm 
will  be  John  Sebastian  Bark  and  Sons, 
and  that  all  relatives,  direct  or  collateral, 
of  their  great  namesake  will  be  allowed 
a  discount  of  25  per  cent,  on  cash  pur- 
chases. 

Messrs.  Pinker  and  Mute,  the  well- 
known  undertakers,  propose  to  celebrate 
the  centenary  of  the  establishment  of 
their  iirm  by  a  Musical  Festival,  at  which 
all  the  compositions  performed  will  be 
in  harmony  with  the  nature  of  their 
business.  Mr.  ALGEHN'ON  ASHTON,  who 
will  act  as  conductor,  has  composed  a 
new  Symphonic  Funebre  in  honour  of 
the  occasion,  and  the  programme  will 
include  GOUNOD'S  Funeral  March  of  a 
Marionette,  and  STRAVSS'S  Tod  und  Verklti- 
)•((/(;/.  We  are  also  glad  to  note  that  Sir 
EDWARD  ELGAR'S  Symphony  will  be  con- 
ducted in  the  Silence  Room  for  the  first 
time  by  Lord  SIILTTLEWORTH. 


Messrs.  Banter  and  Guzzard,of  Berke- 
ley Square,  announce  a  most  attractive 
Conceit  for  April  1st,  which  happens  to 
be  the  birthday  of  Mrs.  Guz/ard,as  well 
as  of  the  late  Prince  BISMARCK.  In 
honour  of  so  auspicious  an  occasion, 
M.  Rir/  has  most  kindly  undertaken  to 
conduct  Sir  EDWARD  ELGAR'S  Symphony 
for  the  first  time,  and  the  National 
Anthem,  which  will  open  the  programme, 
will  be  prefaced  by  a  new  Golden  Roll 
on  tlie  drums. 

Messrs.  Dormy  and  Mendo/a,  the  pro- 
prietors of  the  famous  house  so  long 
consecrated  to  the  habiliments  of  Mor- 
pheus, or  "  slumberwear,"  as  of  late  we 
have  been  taught  to  call  them,  are 
celebrating  their  diamond  jubilee  next 
month,  and  have  resolved  to  mark  the 
occasion  by  a  grand  musical  demonstra- 
tion. Being  anxious  to  strike  out  a 
wholly  new  line  in  the  entertainment, 
they  have  decided  to  make  Sir  EDWARD 
ELQAR'S Symphony  the  piece  de  resistance, 
and  this  monumental  work  will  be  con- 
ducted for  the  first  time  in  the  Pyjama 
Saloon  by  Sir  JOHN  FISHER.  This  great 
sailor  has  also  kindly  promised  to  sing  his 
favourite  appeal  to  the  nation,  Dormi 
pure,  together  with  several  German 
Wiegenlieder  of  a  most  deliciously  nar- 
cotic and  tranquillising  character. 


Messrs.  Brown,  Jones  and  Robinson, 
the  world-famous  manufacturers  of  hy- 
gienic hosiery,  propose  to  commemorate 
the  coming  of  age  of  young  Mr.  Cad- 
waladr  Jones  by  a  magnificent  musical 
demonstration  on  the  roof  garden  which 
now  crowns  their  superb  premises  in 
Oxbridge  Circus.  After  long  and  care- 
ful deliberation  they  have  decided  to 
make  Sir  EDWARD  ELGAR'S  Symphony  the 
clou  of  the  entertainment,  and  have 
been  fortunate  in  securing  no  less  dis- 
tinguished a  celebrity  than  Lord  GUTHRIE, 
the  famous  Scottish  judge,  to  conduct 
this  work  for  the  first  time.  Lord 
GUTHRIE  has  always  been  an  ardent 
musician,  and  he  wields  the  baton  with 
a  tact,  an  amiability  and  a  charm  which 
would  fit  him  for  any  society,  no  matter 
how  exalted. 

"  We  give  it  up,  unless  it  be  that  the  one  is 
the  mould  of  fashion,  like  Hamlet's  father,  and 
the  other  isn't." — Manchester  Kcenin/jCIironiele. 
This  must  have  been  hereditary.  Any- 
how, we  know  that  Hamlet  himself  was 
the  "mould  of  form"  because  Ophelia 
said  so. 

"  At  present  there  are  but  two  honorary  free- 
men of  the  borough  of  Darlington — the  Right 
Hon.  Frederick  Sleigh  and  Karl  Roberts." 

Northern  Echo. 

By  a  curious  coincidence  the  names  of 
these  two  veterans  come  next  to  each 
other  on  the  rolls  of  freedom  of  several 
other  boroughs. 
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TO  THE 

AMERICAN 
lNTERPKlTEl 

~ 


COMFORT  IN  six 


1  \v\    'tv1    \v\\\ 
oil  l\.l    18   ALL  VERY   WELL,   BUT  THIS   HOJIT  OF  THING   IS  A   BIT  EMBARIUSS1XO   WHEN    OXK   IIA8  ONLY  COME  TO   BCY  A  COLLAR-8TCD. 


BENEDICK. 

YK  lessening  company  of  single  men, 
Weep  for  the  letter  tidings  I  impart ! 

For  Benedick  is  booked,  the  wary  Ben, 
Old  Benedick,  esteemed  in  every  art 
Second  to  none  : 

E'en  he,  for  all  his  richly-coloured  past. 
Has  done  it  once  too  often     he  has  done 

It  once  too  often — now  the  die  is  cast, 

And  Benedick,  our  chief,  is  caught  at  last. 

Ay,  weep  for  Benedick  !     He  was  well  wont 
Himself  to  weep  when  others  went  astray. 

lias  it  not  ever  been  his  counsel,  Don't ! 
To  them  that  would  ?    Have  we  not  heard  him  say, 
How  tame,  how  trite 

Was  wedlock  ?    And,  with  suffering  eyes  grown  dim, 
Mourning  some  fallen  comrade's  evil  plight, 

Oft  would  he  vow,  with  more  than  common  vim, 

To  see  us  further  ere  we  wept  for  him. 

1  le  was  no  scorner  of  the  sex.     Not  he ! 

To  him  the  merest  flutter  of  a  gown 
Was  draw  enow  ;  but,  like  the  busy  bee, 

He  loved  to  sip  from  every  flower,  one  down 

T'other  come  on ; 
Seeking,  or  when  the  owl  complaining  mopes 

Or  otherwise,  t'improve  each  hour  that  shone, 
Yet  ever  coy,  and  ever  raising  hopes 
For  ever  vain,  so  well  he  knew  the  r<*/pes. 

And  you,  dear  charmers  of  those  earlier  days, 
Will  you  not  weep  what  time  you  hear  his  fall  ? 


You  will  recall,  I  trust,  his  airy  ways, 

His  nods,  tli'  alluring  becks  he  wooed  withal, 
His  wreathed  smiles  ; 

Also  I  charge  you  that  you  should  attend 

The  last  sad  rites,  thronging  the  pews  and  aisles, 

For,  as  a  fact,  one-half  of  you  would  lend 

A  gloomy  echit  to  his  fearful  end. 

But  you,  0  mothers,  which  of  you  will  shed 
One  tear,  one  kindly  tear,  on  this  lost  swain  ? 

For  this  is  he  for  whom  your  nets  were  spread 
So  often  and  so  utterly  in  vain 
(Wily  old  bird !). 

You  will  not  weep,  go  to !     But  we,  his  peers, 
We,  relicts  of  an  ever-dwindling  herd, 

Reft  of  our  champion  and  our  chief  of  years, 

May  1*2  excused  some  horror-stricken  tears. 

Ah,  me !     And  yet  what  profit  that  we  mourn 
And  tell  our  loss  in  due  and  wailful  chant  ? 

For  Benedick  is  Ixxikcd  !     The  nuptial  bourn 

Yawns  for  his  trembling  footsteps— and  you  can't 
Get  out  of  that ! 

Better  it  were  to  rally  'ncath  the  blow 

And,  with  fad  foresight,  circulate  the  hat, 

Clubbing  together,  that  he  may  not  go 

(Jiftle.-s  to  wed  ;   and  it  comes  chea]><T  MI. 

I"   i  Dcu. 


"Nr,-Iii  my  letter  published  to-day,  in  tin-  la>t  line  of  the    . 
i!n-  \\iTil  Tangle  '  should  read ' caugle.'  " — The  Scotsman. 

By  all  means. 
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Belated  Reveller  (after  rainly  chasing  fiiv-eitr/ine).  "ALL  ni',  ALL  BI' !     You  CAS  KEEP  YOUR 
BLOOMIN'  BAKKU  POTATOES !  " 


THE    NUT. 

A  STUDY  IN  PHI  hi:. 
arc  many  forms  of  pride,  and 
all  are  amusing  to  study,  but  I  doubt  if 
any  variety  is  more  satisfying  and  viva- 
cious than  that  of  a  man  standing  in  the 
pit  of  a  music-hall  who  happens  to  know 
personally  one  of  the  performers  on  the 
stage.  I  say  this  because  I  know ; 
because  I  observed  such  a  man  the 
other  evening,  and  I  saw  his  honest  face 
light  up  as  he  passed  the  word  round 
among  his  neighbours,  who  until  then 
had  been  strangers  but  were  now 
admirers  ;  and  their  rapture  at  being  so 
near  the  rose  I  saw  reflected  back. 


aristocratic  customer. rushed  on.  "That's 
him,"  said  the  man,  "  that 's  old  Charley. 
He's  a  nut,  I  can  tell  you."  I  had  not 
heard  the  phrase  before.  A  nut.  Hut 
it  had,  like  all  London  slang,  its  merits. 
A  nut,  I  lake  it,  is  what  we  used  to  call 

dog,  with  a  touch  more  of  irrespons- 
bility  and  high-spirited  idiocy.  It 
seemed  to  fit  old  Charley,  who  was,  by 
he  way,  quite  young.  He  indulged  in 
a  variety  of  eccentricities.  I  can  imagine 
nothing  more  nuttish. 

"Isn't  he  a  nut?  "  the  man  asked  us 
ill  with  a  radiant  sweeping  glance  of 
nquiry.   How  could  we  disappoint  him  ? 
[  caught  myself  nodding  in  acquiescence. 
A   nut,   surely.     "  Oh,    he 's   a   boy,   I 
promise  you.     I  'ye  had  some  rare  times 
Ivith  old  Charley,"  his  friend  went  on. 
You   should  see  him  at  Forest  Gate ! 
[  tell  you  he's  a  nut." 

The  nut  continued  to  do  his  best  to 
prove  his  character.  He  screwed  an 
eyeglass  in  his  eye,  he  dashed  the  girls 
under  the  chin,  he  fell  over  his  walking- 
stick,  he  flung  his  tall  hat  on  the  ground. 
His  friend  was  in  ecstasies.  "  Good  old 
Charley!"  he  cried  again  ;  "isn't  he  a 
nut  ?  By  Jingo,  but  he  "a  a  nut !  " 

f  left  him  exulting  in  the  acquaint- 
anceship, while  the  youths  round  him 
glowed  in  the  glory  of  even  the  tem- 
porary acquaintance  of  a  man  who  knew 
intimately  a  nut  on  the  music  -  hall 
stage. 

And,  after  all,  that  is  no  small  thing. 


He  seemed  to  be  an  old  habitue,  for 
without  a  programme  he  had  known  all 
that  was  coming.  And  then  suddenly 
he  came  to  his  own  ;  for,  "  Watch  this," 
he  said,  as  a  new  number  went  up ;  "this 
is  good.  I  know  a  chap  in  this.  I  '11 
tell  you  when  he  comes  on."  We 
watched  and  waited.  It  was  a  furious 
knockabout  sketch,  the  scene  of  which 
was  a  grocer's  shop,  staffed  by  comic 
grocers.  Humorist  after  humorist  came 
upon  the  stage,  fell  over  each  other,  and 
went  through  the  usual  antics  ;  but 
there  was  no  news  of  our  friend' 
friend. 

And  then  at  last  a  young  man,  more 
than  commonly  foolish,  representing  an 


-  THE  STATION  PATHWAY. 

THERE  's  a  rock  upon  a  headland 

Where  the  hoarse  gulls  wheel  and  cry, 

Where  the  fierce  waves  break  in  thunder, 
Flinging  foam  across  the  sky  ; 

It  was  there  we  watched  the  sunset, 
You  and  I,  in  days  gone  by. 

There  's  a  little  country  orchard 

Where  the  rosy  apples  fall, 
There  we  two,  one  autumn  morning, 

Sought  them  where  the  grass  grew  tall ; 
And  we  ate  them  in  the  shadow 

Of  the  crumbling,  moss-grown  wall. 

Even  though  these  recollections 

Never  fail  to  wake  a  thrill, 
There  's  a  narrow  gravel  pathway 

That  to  me  is  dearer  still, 
Sweeter,  though  defaced  by  hoardings, 

Marred  with  many  a  garish  bill. 

When  I  journey  to  the  station, 
Morn  and  evening,  to  nnd  fro, 

Floods  of  gratitude  o'erwhelm  me 
As  along  that  path  I  go ; 

It  was  there  that  I  said,  "  Will  you  ?  " 
It  was  there  you  answered,  "No!  " 


The  Age  of  Specialisation. 

"  Wanted  by  a  gentleman,  residing  in  Accra, 
a  good  Governess  able  to  read  and  write." — Gold 
Coast  Advocate . 
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COPYRIGHT   EXPIRES. 


GERMAN  TAB.  "  '  WE   DON'T   WANT  TO   FIGHT,  BUT,  BY  JIXGO,  IF   \VF.   DO, 

WE'VE   GOT  THE   SHIPS,   WE'VE   GOT  THE   MEN*,   WE'VE   GOT  THE   MoXEY  TOO.'" 
.IKIIN  HULL.  "I   SAY.   THAT'S  MY    OLD   M>NG." 
<;I:I;M.VN  TAIL  "WELL,    IT'S    MINK    NOW." 
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ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 

:  VOTED   FROM   TIIE   DlAHY   OF  TOBY,   M.P. 


iif  <  -ommont,  Monday,  March  15. 

Truly  the  wind  is  tempered  to  the 
shorn  lamb.  DIXI/.U.U  being  played  out, 
tried,  convicted  and  sentenced,  it  seemed 
that  time  would  hang  heavy  on  the 
hands  of  the  British  Branch  of  the  Sutish 
(  'hatter  jee  Family.  It  is  true  LONG  JOHN 
O'CONNOR,  whose  altitude  is  so  great  that 
he  can  easily  keep  one  eye  on  Ireland 
and  another  on  South  Africa,  complains 
that  the  Chief  has  been  "deprived  of 
his  own  clothing."  Members  reflect  that, 
after  all,  this  doesn't  necessarily  amount 
to  much  in  Natal. 

Just  as  DIN  i  ZULU  disappears  from  the 
scene,  curtailing  opportunity  for  the 
Chatterjees  to  show  how  treacherous, 
how  cruel,  how  lost  to  all  sense  of 
honour  and  humanity  are  their  country- 
men representing  England  in  foreign 
parts,  enters  the  Mad  Mullah.  SEELY, 
who  has  of  late  had  some  correspondence 
with  him,  took  the  opportunity  of  re- 
marking that  "anyone  less  mad  than 
this  potentate  he  could  not  imagine." 

"Hear!  hear!"  assented  BYLES  of 
BiiAwoiti)  (First  Baron,  cr.  19  —  ). 

(  Vrtuinly,  as  extracts  from  his  corre- 
spondence read  to  the  Committee  show, 
he  its  a  polite  letter-writer.  Others  in 
course  of  debate  described  him  as  a 
bloodthirsty,  cruel  despot  whose  iniqui- 
ties were  equalled  only  by  those  of  the 
KAI.IFA. 

MAN<;NALL'S  QUESTIONS  ASHLEY  caine  to 
the  conclusion  that  "  the  only  thing  to 
do  is  to  kill  him  and  have  nothing  more 
to  do  with  him."  This  last  portion 
of  the  remark  characteristically  partakes 
of  the  character  of  the  superfluous  sup- 
plementary question.  House  felt  that 
the  first  proposition  comprised  the 
\vhok'. 

Hi-.ra  of  India,  inexorably  logical, 
objected  that  "  you  cannot  kill  a  Mullah. 
As  soon  as  he  is  dead,  another  turns  up." 
Which,  if  one  remembers  rightly,  was 
the  case  with  those  early  Turks  the 
AMI  ii  \ms. 

SATISH  CIIATTF.RJEE  RUTHERFORD,  dis- 
tantly alluding  to  the  Mullah  as  "  this 
gentleman,'1  hoped  that  if  he  were  cap- 
tured he  would  be  granted  a  fair  trial. 
At  this  veiled  attempt  to  "get  in  one" 
in  connection  with  the  Indian  branch 
of  the  family,  Mr.  Bi  CIIANKN  truculently 
blew  his  nose. 

It  was  left  to  JOHN  DILLON  to  disclose 
the  amiable,  hospitable  nature  of  the 
Mullah.  Five  years  ago,  when  JOHN 
happened  to  be  more  prominently  on 
the  warpath  "agin  the  Government,'' 
he  received  a  lengthy  communication 
from  the  sympathetic.  Mullah,  inviting 
him  to  go  and  spend  three  months  with 
him.  None  of  your  niggardly  week-end 
cartels.  A  quarter  of  the  whole  year  to 


THE  MAD  MULLAH. 

"  Me  bery  glad  'a  see  Massa  Dill'n.     Me  show  you  some  de  bery  best '  cattle-drive '  in  Somali- 
land.     You  make  a  bery  nice  '  Mullah  '  you'self,  Massu  Dill'u !     He-he  ! ! ! !  " 


be  spent  in  close  companionship.  Com- 
mittee lingered  lovingly  over  the  prospect 
here  opened  :  the  Midlah  and  JOHN 
DILLON,  seated  by  the  camp  fire,  perhaps 
having  exchanged  hats,  smoking  the 
pipe  of  Peace,  the  Mullah  dwelling  on 
the  arbitrary  conduct  of  successive  occu- 
pants of  the  Colonial  Office,  JOHN  gently 
but  persistently  endeavouring  to  lead 
the  conversation  in  direction  of  WILLIAM 
O'BRIEN'S  connection  with  the  Irish  Par- 
liamentary Party  and  some  traits  in  the 
character  of  TIM  HEALY. 

Unfortunately  J.  D.'s  public  engage- 
ments elsewhere  prevented  his  packing 
up  a  few  things  and  going  out  to  Somali- 
land.  Whereby  the  world  is  poorer  by 
lark  of  a  picturesque  episode. 

litixiucHS  done. — Colonial  votes  inCom- 
miltee  of  Supply. 

Tm'stlay. — Just  as  well  the  Strangers' 
Galleries  fore  and  aft  were  empty  to-day. 
Otherwise  panic  with  possibly  deplora- 
ble results  might  have  taken  place. 
House  crowded  in  every  part.  Members 
on  both  sides  wound  up  to  rare  pitch  of 
excitement.  In  speech  a  model  of 
lucidity,  occupying  only  an  hour  in 
delivery,  ADMIRAL  MoKr.NXA  expounded 
Navy  Estimates  for  coming  year. 

PRINCI:  ARTHUR  came  next  with  speech 
io  which  exceptional  emphasis  of  delivery, 
.inusual  solemnity  of  manner,  added 


weight.  Unfortunately  plan  involved 
setting  forth  of  some  intricate  figures. 
Figures  not  his  strong  point.  As  he 
proceeded  to  demonstrate  how,  year  by 
year  up  to  1912  inclusive,  Germany  will 
be  overtaking  British  Fleet  in  respect 
of  number  of  Dreadnought*,  there 
loomed  out  of  the  fog  four  phantom 
ships,  which,  falling  in  line  with  tin- 
rest,  hopelessly  complicated  matters. 
That  a  detail  prosaically  corrected  by 
the  ADMIRAL  and  the  PREMIER.  There  re- 
mained the  conviction  possessing  PIIIMT 
ARTHUR'S  mind,  forcibly  conveyed  to 
listening  throng  that,  "  for  the  first  time 
in  comparatively  modern  history,  the 
country  is  face  to  face  with  a  naval  situa- 
tion so  new,  so  dangerous,  that  it  is 
dillicult  thoroughly  to  realise  all  its 
importance." 

PREMIER  followed.his  uiood  and  manner 
deepening  impression  created  by  pre- 
ceding speakers.  Whilst  correcting 
PHINI  i:  Aurin  it'-1  figure-,  and  demonstrat- 
ing that  in  191:2  Great  Britain  will  have 
afloat  twenty  Dn&ktougkt*  against  Ger- 
many's seventeen,  he  made  significant 
admission.  Twelve  months  ago,  stand- 
ing in  the  same  place,  speaking  on  same 
theme,  he  had  boasted  that  in  the  matter 
of  building  these  great  ships  Great 
Britain  enjoyed  substantial  advantage. 
Could  turn  out  a  Dreadnought  in  twenty- 
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ANXIOCS  SPECTATORS   ON  THE   GUKAT  DllEADXOCVHT  NIGHT. 

(TiiE  SAILOBS'  GALLERY.) 

His  Royal  Highness  the  Prince  of  Wales  (representing  the  future  of  England)  was  prolwldy 
unaware  of  the  presence  of  many  distinguished  representatives  of  her  past. 


four  months,  whereas  the  Germans  could 
not  do  it  under  thirty.  That  pleasing 
state  of  things  no  longer  exists.  In  the 
matter  of  rapidity  of  building  and 
arming  battleships,  Germany  has  reached 
plane  of  equality  with  British  dockyards. 

Curiously  little  cheering  broke  in  on 
delivery  of  these  momentous  statements. 
Members  sat  silent,  intently  listening. 
Expression  on  faces  indicated  how  deeply 
stirred  was  emotion  in  presence  of  swiftly 
developed  crisis. 

When  PREMIER  sat  down  a  strange 
silence  fell  on  crowded  Chamber.  Motion 
was  that  the  SPEAKER  leave  the  Chair  in 
order  to  go  into  Committee  on  Navy  Esti- 
mates. Opposition  was  threatened  from 
the  Cockleshell  Fleeters.  Amendment 
stood  on  paper  protesting  against  further 
expenditure.  Now  was  the  time  to  move 
it.  Fully  half  a  minute  sped.  No  one 
stirred.  Hereupon  befell  the  incident 
that  might  have  affrighted  packed 
Strangers'  Galleries,  their  occupants 
not  realising  its  import.  Suddenly, 
with  one  impulse,  the  spellbound  throng 
leapt  to  its  feet  and  with  loud  chattering 
rushed  to  the  door. 


What  had  happened?  Was  PRINCE 
ARTHUR'S  phantom  fleet  materialised? 
Were  four  Flying  Dutchmen,  shaped  like 
Dreadnoughts,  moored  off  the  Terrace, 
their  guns  trained  on  the  SPEAKER'S 
Chair  ?  No.  It  was  only  Mr.  LUPTON 
rising  to  continue  the  debate. 

Business  done — ADMIRAL  McKESXA  ex- 
plains Navy  Estimates. 

Wednesday. — Fractious  persons,  accus- 
tomed to  question  the  necessity  or  de- 
sirability of  continued  existence  of  House 
of  Lords,  will,  in  common  with  Mr.  MYER, 
of  Vauxhall  Walk,  be  inclined  to  re- 
consider their  position.  If  there  were  no 
House  of  Lords,  BLACK  ROD  might  not 
be  dispatched  with  summons  to  summon 
faithful  Commons  to  its  bar.  If  BLACK 
ROD  so  dispatched  had  not  entered 
the  Commons'  Chamber  at  a  critical 
moment,  it  might,  as  Miss  Fanny 
Squeers  testified  in  connection  with, 
the  state  of  the  paternal  schoolroom 
after  Nicholas  Nlckleby  had  paid  ofl 
old  scores  against  his  employer,  have 
been  "  steepled  in  the  gore"  of  the 
Member  for  North  Lambeth. 


As  is  frequently  the  case,  storm 
suddenly  arose  over  placid  sea.  CATII- 
•MIT  WASON  expressed  the  hope  that  the 
•orti'ge  of  motor  cars  hastening  to 
;  fastings  with  troops  eager  for  the  blood 
if  the  invader  would  not  on  their  journey 
ixceed  the  speed  limit. 

N ATOi.EON'  I!.  MALDANE  explained  that 
ic  had  nothing  to  do  with  the  arrange- 
ments. 

"They  are,"  he  said,  "made  by  an 
Association  inspired  by  the  public- 
spirited  endeavour  of  a  Member  of 
;his  House." 

Up  gat  Mr.  MVEK. 

"Is  it  not  the  fact,"  he  asked,  "that 
:lie  whole  business  is  an  advertisement 
[or  the  Member  for  Hastings  ?  "  (Mr. 
>i  ( 'itos). 

I  lad  a  bomb  exploded  in  midst  of 
Dpposition  Camp  uproar  would  not 
:iave  been  greater  or  more  sudden. 
Storm  of  cries  burst  forth.  "  Oh !  Oh  !  " 

h'iK  in  note,  of  pained  anguwli.) 
"Withdraw!  Withdraw!"  (This  an- 
grily imperative.) 

Mr.  MYER  sat  silent. 

In  face  of  his  stubborn  immobility 
uproar  grew.  Had  reached  stormiest 
lieight  when  the  doorkeeper,  advancing 
to  the  Bar  with  obeisance,  cried  aloud, 
'BLACK  ROD!"  Dead  silence  fell. 
BLACK  ROD  came  in ;  Mr.  MvtR,  remem- 
bering an  engagement  in  Vauxhall  Walk, 
went  out. 

BttetneM  r/one— Cockleshell  Fleeters 
Irop  their  amendment  denouncing  in- 
creased expenditure  on  the  Navy.  On, 
motion  that  SPEAKER  leave  the  Chair 
83,  chiefly  Labour  Members  and  Irish 
Nationalists,  with  a  score  of  Radicals, 
offered  harmless  protest  by  going  into 
"No  "Lobby. 


KAISI.NG  THE  WHIRLWIND. 
"  Up  gat  Mr.  Myer." 
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JliinlHman.  "HERE!    LOOK  IIEKE,  WHAT  DO  TOC  MEAN,  MI  us'  ODB  Fox?" 
Tramp.  "GABu!  THAT'S  WOT  YE  WANT  TO  DO,  AIN'T  IT?" 


BLANCHE'S    LETTERS. 

TUE  LITTLE  SEASPH. 

Park  Lane. 

DKVKKST  DAPHNE,— The  present  is  a 
particularly  lively  Little  Season  in  town. 
I /'Is  of  the  nicest  people  seem  to  be 
here.  Myself,  1  always  prefer  the  Little 
Season  to  the  Big  one  after  Easter. 
Kvcryone  and  everything  have  more 
snap  in  them. 

The  Masses-and-( 'lasses  Dance  at  the 
(Itvrian  Galleries  the  other  night  was  a 
howling  success.  Its  ohjeet  was  to  bring 
the  two  ends  of  the  social  what-d'-you- 
call-it  together  and  make  them  under- 
stand each  other's  point  of  view;  and  we 
all  think  the  object  was  thoroughly 
attained. 

Long  beforehand  people  had  been 
simply  tumbling  over  each  other  to  have 
quadrilles  given  them  to  arrange.  Mine 
was  the  Capital-and-Labour  quadrille, 
and  was  voted  easily  l>est.  I  wore  white 
satin  with  a  pattern  of  bank-notes 
printed  round  the  edge  of  the  skirt,  an 
•timpire  sash  of  golden  tissue  with 
million-fringed  ends,  gold  coins  on  my 
neck  and  anus,  and  my  hair  powdered 
with  gold  dust.  My  partner  was  one  of 


the  Labour  Members,  Bill  Batters,  of 
Houndsditch.  He  had  on  the  dress  of  his 
former  calling — corduroys — with  a  hod 
on  his  back.  He  was  great  fun.  His 
eyes  and  smile  aren't  at  all  bad,  and  the 
way  he  says,  "  Wotsay  ?  "  and  "  Dunno" 
is  simply  quite.  I  think  of  adopting  both 
expressions.  Wee- Wee  was  my  ris-a  VIK. 
Her  frock  meant  landed  property.  It  was 
carried  out  in  green  chiffon- velours,  for 
parks  and  meadows,  you  know,  and  she 
hail  little  models  of  their  different  places 
on  her  head  and  on  each  shoulder.  She 
danced  with  Jack  Jupp,  M.P. — the  one 
who  's  always  leading  processions  about. 
Before  he  got  into  Parliament  and  began 
le.iding  [K'ople  about,  he  was  a  carpenter, 
and  he  had  on  the  dress  he  used  to  earficiit 
in,  and  carried  a  plane  in  his  hand. 
Other  quadrilles  were  the  Home  Rule 
one  (arranged  by  Mrs.  O'Howler,  wife  of 
The  O'llowler),  a  Tariff  Reform  quad- 
rille, a  Free  Trade  quadrille,  and  a 
Socialist  one,  in  which  they  all  took  each 
other's  partners  and  did  whatever  steps 
they  pleased,  paying  no  attention  to  the 
music ;  and  ever  so  many  more. 

The  day  before  the  dance,  Popsy, 
Lady  Ramsgate,  had  come  to  me  in  the 
prettiext,  girlishest  perplexity  to  know  if 
I  could  suggest  something  for  //<•;• 


quadrille.  I  said  I  thought  it  would  be 
suitable  if  she  arranged  an  Old  English 
one ! 

Oh,  my  dear !  »r/io  d'you  think  I  met 
again  at  the  Masses  ami-Classes  Dance? 
My  old  friend  the  Socialist  leader,  Count 
Outa  Telbows,  of  Hungary!  I  asked 
him  what  he  'd  been  doing  with  himself 
all  this  time,  and  he  said  he  'd  been 
touring  in  India,  teaching  the  natives  to 
make  a  particularly  deadly  kind  of 
bomb.  I  was  very  angry,  and  asked 
him  how  dttrrd  he  do  such  things?  He 
said  it  didn't  want  any  daring;  that  the 
authorities  had  been  most  kind  and 
courteous  to  him.  He's  a  wretch,  of 
course ;  but  he 's  much  improved  by 
shaving  off  that  horrid  beard,  and  his 
miltziug  is  simply  ililly  !  He  asked  why 
I'd  "deserted  the  Cause?"  I  said,  Oh, 
I  'd  had  heap*  of  Causes  since  then,  and, 
besides,  the  Socialists  went  too  far.  And 
he  said,  Would  I  graciously  tell  him  how 
far  they  ought  to  go  ?  And  I  said,  "  They 
oughtn't  to  go  at  all."  This  closed  the 
conversation. 

Oh.  my  sweet  friend  !  I  must  tell  you 
of  a  perfectly  lovely  trick  (with  a  wager 
hanging  to  it)  that  Wee-Wee  and  I 
played  on  Aunt  Goldie.  First,  it  must 
be  understood  that  the  poor  old  dear's 


214 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


[MARCH  24,  1909. 


sight  isn't  what  it  was,  and  that,,  having 
a  young  husband  and  more  than  her  fair 
share  of  vanity,  she  j  ibs  at  wearing  eye- 
glasses. And  now  we  're  off  !  She  some- 
times drops  inafter  dinnerfor  bridge,and 
one  evening  I  presented  an  interesting 
foreigner  to  her,  M.  le  Comte  de  Quelque- 
part.  I  told  her  in  confidence  that  he 
was  rather  taciturn,  and  spoke  no 
language  but  his  own,  and  as  her 
French  is  of  the  dottiest  she  limited 
herself  to  gracious  smiles  and  a  few 
guide-book  phrases,  requiring,  or  at 
least  getting,  no  answer.  We  sat  down 
to  bridge,  Bosh  and  Aunt  Goldie,  your 
Blanche,  and  the  interesting  foreigner  as 
dummy.  Wee- Wee  was  hovering  about, 
looking  on.  Everything  was  going  on 
swimmingly,  when  Norty  (we  didn't 
even  know  he  was  in  the  house !) 
came  suddenly  into  the  room.  "  Halloa ! " 
he  called  out  before 
we  could  stop  him. 
"  Didn't  know  old 
Tribune  could  play 
bridge !  "  Aunt 
Goldie  started, 
looked  hard  at  M. 
de  Quelquepart, 
threw  a  glance  of 
angry  ecorn  at  Bosh 
and  Wee-Wee  and 
her  loving  niece, 
dashed  down  her 
cards,  and,  sweep- 
ing out  of  the  room, 
sent  -.for'  a  taxi. 
(N.B.-  M.  le  Comte 
de  Quelquepart  was 
no  other  than  the 
"Almost  Human" 
from  the  Magnifi- 
cent /)  "H'm," 
grunted  Bosh,  as  j 
Aunt  G.  banged  the  j 
door  of  the  room 


THE  TRUTHFUL  ADVERTISER. 

AN  INNOVATION. 

COALS. — Why  pay  fancy  prices  when 
you  can  get  from  Messrs.  Silksend  best 
Slate  nuggets  at  20s.  a  ton,  warranted 
to  give  the  minimum  of  heat  with  the 
maximum  of  ash,  and  to  jump  all  over 
the  carpet.  Cheaper  rates  for  large 
amounts. 

FOR  SALE,  Retriever  Dog,  with  no 
known  pedigree  and  very  doubtful  ante- 
cedents. Owner  getting  rid  of  him 
because  he  bites. 

WANTED,  Partner  witli  £5,000  to  take 
interest  in  new  business,  and  join  adver- 
tiser, who  brings  only  brains  to  the 
undertaking. — Apply  D.  S.  WINDELL, 
Gull's  Nest,  Chislehurst. 

To  LET,   a    small,   compact  Flat    in 


A    FIELD    TRIAL. 

NOT  u.xnER  THE  SPANIEL  SOCIETY'S  RULES. 


violently  behind  her,  "she's  not  much 
of  a  partner  at  bridge,  but  anyhow 
we've  wound  up  with  a  grand  slam 
to-night!" 

"I've  won  the  bet,"  cried  Wee- Wee. 
"  I  '11  trouble  you  to  hand  over  twenty 
quid,  Blanche."  "  Not  at  all,"  I  an- 
swered. "  I  laid  you  that  she  wouldn't 
find  out — and  she  didn't.  Norty  gave 
the  show  away.  It's  you,  that's  got  to 
plank  down  a  tenner,  old  girl."  How- 
ever, she  wouldn't  pay,  and  I  wouldn't, 
so  we  shall  have  to  submit  it  to  arbi- 
tration. Ever  thine, 

BLANCHE. 


"AIRSHIP    SUCCESS. 

COUNT  ZEPPELIN  SUCCEEDS  IN  ALIGHTING  ON  THE 

GROUND." 

Daily  Record. 

Not  content  with  threatening  us  on  the 
sea,  Germany  is  apparently  ready  to 
contest  the  supremacy  of  the  air  with 
our  Aldershot  champions. 


favourite  neighbourhood,  within  sound 
of  one  singing  and  two  pianoforte  in- 
structors. Music  all  day  and  half  the 
night. 

CHAUFFEUR,  reckless  driver  and  in- 
competent repairer,  desires  re-engage- 
ment. Last  situation  with  doctor,  whom 
he  provided  with  patients.  Licence 
thoroughly  endorsed.  —  Address,  J. 
MANGLE,  14,  Maul  St.,  Gravesend. 

Fon  SALE,  a  powerful  10-20  h.p.  Rank- 
aroma  car,  cost  £800,  will  take  £300. 
No  fault  except  that  it  has  been  over- 
worked and  most  of  the  bearings  are 
loose.  Average  weekly  repairing  bill 
for  last  year,  £11. 

SLIGHTLY  USED  Boschner  Pianofortes, 
A  few  of  these  formidable  instruments, 
with  not  more  than  ten  dumb  notes  in 
each  case,  for  Sale  as  furniture.  Walnut 
legs  warranted  for  same  period  as  in 
case  of  new  instruments. — Apply  Bilken- 
stein  Hall,  Seven  Dials. 


A  LADY  wishes  to  recommend  her 
nursery  governess  to  anyone  in  want  of 
a  thoroughly  bad-tempered  companion 
for  their  children.  Speaks  French  with 
Genevan  accent. 

IN  the  heart  of  London,  old-world 
City  residence  without  a  single  modern 
convenience.  Perfect  opportunity  for 
lovers  of  the  past.  Drainage  very 
doubtful. 

WANTED,  by  Man  and  Wife,  joint  situa- 
tion as  Butler  and  Cook.  Both  drink. 

EDUCATIONAL.  Unrivalled  opportunity 
fo'r  thrifty  parents.  Bantingham  Gram- 
mar School,  Essex.  Only  30  miles  from 
London.  Strictly  limited  diet.  No 
Hampers  allowed.  Water  from  own  well. 
Playing  field  20  ft.  by  12  ft,  Spartan 
regime.  Special  treatment  for  backward 
boys.— Apply,  Messrs.  CARVER  AND  STINT, 
—  Horseleech  Raid, 
N.E. 

ESCAPE  the  fever- 
ish excitement  of 
the  Metropolis  in 
the  relaxing  and 
humid  climate  of 
Boreton-in-the- 
Barsh.  "The  Pen- 
guins," Hotel  Pen- 
sion, described  by 
eminent  novelist  as 
"redolent  of  Boeo- 
tian charm."  No 
extra  charge  for  use 
of  bagatelle  board. 
Eggs  and  bacon  at 
every  meal.  Spe- 
cial terms  for  in- 
fluenza patients. 

COMPULSORY  SALE 
by  order  of  Official 
Receiver.  300  so- 
called  Pork  Pies, 
with  genuine  farm-house  aroma.  Suitable 
for  wedding  presents,  jubilees,  etc. — 
LIQUIDATORS,  Cats'  Home,  Rotherhithe. 

DELICIOUS  BUTTER,  in  air-tight  pots, 
3|d.  a  Ib.  When  you  open  the  pot,  you 
will  be  amazed.  Money  returned  if  you 
are  not  amazed. — Address,"  Messrs.  DAGO 
AND  DODGE,  Greek  Street,  Soho. 

.  LADY  (imaginary),  in  reduced  circum- 
stances (ditto),  is  compelled  by  urgent 
need  (ditto)  to  dispose  for  the  100th 
time  of  her  case  of  Sheffield  fish-knives 
and  forks.  Should  she  succeed  she  can 
guarantee  to  have  a  similar  case  ready 
next  week  supplied  by  the  same  firm. 

MISFIT. — Young  widow,  with  family 
to  support  (her),  anxious  to  dispose  of 
superb  balldress  which  was  not  made  to 
her  order.  A  good  deal  more  than  tlie 
value  is  asked,  and  a  very  little  more 
than  the  value  would  be  actually 
accepted. 
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T1IK   YoI'XG    IDEA. 

UNTIL  Mr.  A.  C.  BENSON  and  other 
educationalists  have  decided  what  is  to 
he  taught  in  Public  Schools,  and  doctors 
have  settled  what  exercise  boys  may- 
take,  the  appended  time-table  is  offered 

'ilntion  of  difficulties. 
!)      A.M.  l-'irst  l;eli.    Tea  served  to  every 

boy. 

Arrival  of  certificated  masseurs. 
Slumber  after  massage. 
Second  hell.  Arrival  of  doctors 
Boys  who  have  passed  medical 
examination  are  allowed   to 

get  up. 

Breakfast. 

Slow   walk,   taken   by  whole 
school  iii  couples. 

Siesta. 

Meditation. 

Dinner.  To  be  masticated  at 
the  rate  of  one  mouthful 
per  minute. 

A  quiet  half-hour. 

Athletics.  No  boy  under  six- 
teen to  run  more  than  50 
yards,  and  juniors  to  be 
limited  to  sprints  of  2~i  van  Is. 

Second  medical  examination. 

Relaxation.  No  reading  per- 
mitted. 

Lecture    by    Dr.    SALEEBY 
Health  and  Beauty. 

Light  meal. 

Tops  for  prefects,  marbles  for 
boys  over  fourteen,  and  puss- 
iu-the-corner  for  juniors. 

Third  medical  examination. 

Arrival  of  tuckers-up. 


9.30   „ 
10.30  „ 

11      „ 
11.15,, 


11.45,, 

12.30P.M. 

1 
1.45 


4 
4.30 


5.30 
C 

(5.30 

7.15 
7.45 


8.45 

(J.15 


on 


THE  COMPLEAT  SKATER. 

Now  that  the  Spring  will  soon  be 
upon  us,  and  we  can  therefore  expect 
to  be  skat  in-,'  \vithinareasonably  short 
time,  perhaps  a  few  phrases  for  the  use 
of  such  of  our  foreign  friends  as  may  be 
sampling  the  land  of  fogs  at  the  moment 
will  not  be  out  of  place. 

Purr  1. — PREPARATION. 
Where  are  your  skates  '>  My  uncle 
has  them  at  present,  as  I  did  not  expect 
the  frost  to  last.  Why  do  you  bring  the 
meat-saw  ?  That  is  not  the  meat-saw, 
that  is  my  skate-blade  ;  only  it  was  made 
in  Germany,  and  the  gardener  has  been 
using  it  during  the  summer  months  for 
weeding.  Yes,  very  trying.  Do  not 
forget  the  cold  tea.  What  is  whisky  ? 

PART  '1. — THE  JOURNEY  1x3  THE  POND. 

It  is  cold.  It  is  not  cold.  It  would 
l>e  wanner  if  it  were  not  so  cold.  Quite, 
thank  you,  I  have  two  pairs  on  under- 
neath. Can  you  skate?  I  can  skate. 
1  think  I  can  skate.  I  could  skate  when 
I  was  a  boy.  Oh,  not  so  long  ago  as  you 
might  think.  May  I  offer  you — someone 


A     PRODIGIOUS     PERFORMANCE. 

ANOTHER  MCSK-AI.  SKNSYTION — THE  BROTHERS  PAHRORIKSKI. 


has  stolen  my  flask  already.  Some  people 
are  thieves. 

PART  3.— THE  SKATING. 

Do  let  me  put  your  skates  on.  Thank 
you,  1  prefer  to  watch.  I  do  indeed. 
It  is  such  a  long  time  since  I  skated. 
I  wish  you  would  sit  down  and  be  quiet. 
I  want  to  wateli  thos  >  two.  He  is  off. 
She  is  off.  Oh,  do  look  !  They  have 
collided.  Yes,  indeed,  a  severe  bump. 

Her  relations  an'  taking  it  very 
badly.  Some  people  have  no  sense  of 
humour.  She  is  a  lucky  girl — about 
thirteen  stone,  I  should  say.  Is  that 
all  ?  May  I  get  you  some  tea,  some 
coffee,  some  whisky,  some  beer,  some 
buns  ?  Thank  you.  I  have  a  saveloy  in 
a  paper  bag.  How  thoughtful  of  you. 
Not  at  all  ;  it  was  my  >i-tt  r's  when  we 
started  out. 

PART  4. — THE  JOURNEY  HOME. 

Now,  girls,  time  to  go  home.     Where 


is  your  aunt?  I  have  not  seen  her  for 
the  last  hour.  She  must  have  fallen  in. 
It  is  of  no  consequence,  I  have  several 
more.  Of  course  you  are  ;  it 's  bound  to 
come  through  if  you  keep  on  sitting  down. 

Be  careful  of  that  slide  there.  Oh  ! 
I  hope  you  have  not  hurt  youi^elf. 
Hu-li,  the  girls  might  hear  yon.  How 
picturesque  the  village  inn  looks.  Shall 
we  .  .  .  .?  Quick,  before  the  others 
come  up. 

We  shall  be  late  fur  dinner.  How 
cold  it  is.  Will  yon  come  down  to- 
morrow for  the  Lincolnshire  champion- 
ships ?  There  is  nothing  I  should  like 
bet  ....  Listen  !  I  do  believe  .  .  . 
yes  ...  it  has  begun  to  rain  ! 


More  Commercial  Candour. 

Motto  over  the  doorway  of  a  Gas  Com- 
pany's Exhibition  : 

"  Ijglit  may  conic  ami  light  may  go,  but  gas 
goes  on  for  r 
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OUR    BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By  Mr.  Punch's  Staff  of  Learned  Clerks.) 

I  FIND  it  unfortunate  that  the  scheme  of  JOHN  GALSWOUTHY'S 
latest  novel,  Fraternity  (HEINEMANN),  should  start  out  from 
certain  details  of  an  immense  improbability.  It  is  unbeliev- 
able that  a  journalist  in  criticising  a  picture  should  publish 
a  hint  of  the  relations  existing  between  the  artist's  husband 
and  the  model  who  posed  for  it.  It  is  equally  unbelievable 
that  a  woman  of  Bianca  DaUison's  alleged  refinement — the 
author  perhaps  insists  a  little  too  much  on  the  hereditary 
culture  of  his  rather  middle-class  Kensingtonians — should 
silently  hand  the  critique  to  her  husband,  and  conclude 
from  his  embarrassment  that  it  was  high  time  for  a  definite 
rupture  of  the  marital  tie.  In  any  case,  if  this  was  the  final 
straw  which  broke  the  camel's  spine,  we  ought  to  have  been 
told  a  good  deal  more  about  the  previous  load — always 
a  large  element  in  the  success  of  the  fioal  straw. 

As  the  title  of  Mr. 
GALSWORTHY'S  novel  sug- 
gests, it  is  supposed  to 
deal  with  the  problem 
of  the  gulf  between  class 
and  class  ;  but  he  offers 
no  solution,  and  his 
attitude  is  scarcely  less 
amateur  than  that  of 
all  the  characters  who 
dabble  in  this  social 
question.  Indeed,  the 
larger  theme  yields,  in 
attractiveness,  to  the 
treatment  of  the  per- 
sonal relationship  be- 
tween individuals.  Yet, 
though  the  reader's  in- 
terest in  the  issue  is  ad- 
mirably sustained,  not 
one  of  the  leading  com- 
batants takes  a  very 
close  hold  upon  the 
heart,  and  we  feel  no 
very  poignant  concern 
about  their  fate.  Far  the 
most  engaging  figure  is 
that  of  the  old  philo- 
sopher, Mr.  Stone,  who 
exhausts  a  strenuous  second-childhood  over  a  maijmnn  opus 
on  Universal  Brotherhood,  and  remains  pathetically  aloof 
from  the  world  of  actuality.  Mr.  GALSWORTHY  is  incapable 
of  writing  without  charm  and  distinction,  but  I  do  wish  he 
would  not  look  for  his  illustrations  quite  so  high  or  quite  so 
lo\v.  He  opens  with  a  wasteful  and  laborious  comparison 
between  a  patch  of  gentian-blue  sky  and  a  costume  of  the 
same  nuance  in  a  shop  window  ;  and  he  is  not  very  pleasant 
when  he  introduces  the  loves  of  a  spaniel  as  a  background 
to  his  human  intrigue. 

"M.  E. FRANCIS"  is  a  writer  from  whom  pleasant  experience 
has  taught   me  to   expect  so   much   that   I   was    the  more 


by  CI.AKKSON),  and  the  scenes  are  set  in  London,  with  just  a 
glimpse,  for  the  big  situation  in  the  third  Act,  of  Revolu- 
tionary Paris.  Yvonne  de  Caxsarjnue  (heroine)  and  her 
noble  father  are  refugees  from  the  Terror.  To  support  tin  in 
both,  Mademoiselle  becomes  dancing-mistress  in  the  house  of 
a  titled  but  plebeian  English  family  (refined  comic  relief). 
She  is  insulted  on  her  way  through  the  park,  and  rescued  in 
the  nick  of  time  by- 
"  M.  Lenoir,"  teacher 

and  heroine  are  transported  (somewhat  clumsily)  to  Paris, 
under  a  false  passport  describing  them  as  M.  and  Mme. 
Pen-in.  The  effect  is  that,  to  quiet  a  threatening  mob, 
high-born  Yvonne  has  to  fling  her  arms  about  the  nameless 
M.  Tjcnoir  and  proclaim  him  for  her  beloved  husband.  And 
after  all,  when  M.  T^enoir  turns  up  in  the  final  scene  to  claim 
his  bride,  behold  the  poor  tutor,  powdered  and  sworcled,  has 
blossomed  into  M.  la  Comte  de  Mevigny,  member  of  one  of  the 
noblest  families  in  France.  To  repeat,  \oblenne  Oblige  should 


-why,   by  whom  but  the  mysterious 
of  singing.      Subsequently  the  hero 


triumph  as  Romantic  Melodrama. 


I  could  even,  if  put  to  it, 
liaxird  a  guess  at  the 
chief  actor. 


disappointed  when  A'nWrx.sr  Oblige  (LONG)  proved,  for  me 
at  least,  quite  unworthy  of  her  reputation.  Indeed,  remem- 
bering certain  deserved  successes  at  the  Garrick  Theatre, 
I  was  forced  to  the  theory  that  Mrs.  BLUXIIELT,  had  been 
tempted  by  the  prospect  of  more  dramatic  fleshpots,  and  had 
regarded  Noblrsxc,  Oblige  less  as  a  novel  than  as  a  play  in 
the  making.  And,  with  perhaps  a  trifle  more  fighting  thrown 
in,  it  should  serve  excellently  for  an  entertainment  of  the 
right  Beaucaire-Pimpernel  blend.  The  period  is  1794  (wigs 


The  great  BROUGHAM 
lias  a  special  interest 
for  Punch,  since  his 
remarkable  features 
were  for  some  years  the 
delight  of  our  earlier 
caricaturists,  although, 
according  to  his  Lord- 
ship, they  succeeded 
in  conveying  an  accu- 
rate impression  only  of 
his  plaid  trousers:  while 
did  not  DICKY  DOYU-:  fix 
him  for  all  time  on 
I'uneh's  cover,  where  his 
mask  is  to  be  seen  (in 
the  procession  at  the 
base)  drawn  by  a  goat- 
foot  on  a  string?  I'ltnclt- 
then  is  pledged  to 
BROUGIUM,  and  therefore 
the  new  collection  of 
his  early  letters,  which 
have  been  piously  ar- 
ranged and  edited  by 
Messrs.  11.  H.  M.  Bi  DW.E 
A  i  KIXSOX  and  G.  A.  JACKSON,  and  privately  and  sumptuously 
issued  by  them,  has  taken  its  place  very  naturally  on  his 
shelves.  The  letters  were  exchanged  between  HEXRY 
BRWOHAM,  JAMES  BROUGHAM,  JAMES  LOCH  (father  of  the  first 
Ix>rd  LOCH),  FRANCIS  HORNER,  ANMIEW  CLEPHANE,  and  others, 
in  their  youth,  and  now  and  then  they  contain  characteristic 
evidences  of  youthful  indiscretion  and  candour.  The  editors 
seem  to  have  suppressed  nothing.  The  result  is  in  the  main 
entertaining,  and  it  certainly  cannot  be  disregarded  by  any 
future  biographer  of  BROKJIIAM,  if  such  should  arise.  Just 
now,  however,  the  famous  Chancellor  is  under  a  cloud  ;  but 
if  ever  there  was  a  mine  containing  a  mother-lode  of  gold 
it  is  Brougham  and  His  Early  Friends. 

The  Happy  Elopement,  an  excellent  story 
By  E.  LACON  WATSON  ( BROWN,  LAX<;II\M  &  Co.), 

Is  partly  devoted  to  golf  and  its  glory, 

And  partly  to  folk  who  a-wooing  would  go. 

The  parts  are  connected  with  links  (kindly  notice 

The  paranomasia,  anglice  pun), 
And  the  mixture  all  golfers  (and  wooers)  will  vote  is 

A  jolly  good  blending  of  science  and  fun. 


THE  DISCOMFORTS  OB1  THE   MIDDLE   AGES. 

Tin.  I,,\r>T  ALYS  GIVES  HER  LORD  A  PORTRAIT  OF  HIMSELF,  IN  TAPESTRY,  FOB 
HIS  nuiTiiuAr. 
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'I'm;  North  Sea,  or  (ierman  Ocean? 
Tliut  is  the  question. 

V 

<  IMC  can  but  admire  the  studious  care 
which  the  (iernian  (lovernment  is  now 
taking  to  avoid  giving  im  offence.  A 
neu  cruiser,  \vhose  tonnage  exceeds  that 
of  the  DreadiwiHjIilx.  was  launched  last 
week  with  an  entire  absence  of  fuss  and 
ceremony,  and  the  German  press  was 
even  requested  to  re- 
frain from  publishing 
any  details  concerning 
her,  as  these  might 
cause  irritation  here. 

V 

And  Herr  VON  Kuiir.- 
MANN,  Councillor  of  the 
(ierinan  Embassy,. 
speaking  at  a  dinner  of 
the  International  Arbi- 
tration League,  re- 
marked "The  irnvai 
rivalry  between  the  two 
countries  will  not  inter- 
fere with  their  good  re- 
lations, because,  when 
this  rivalry  is  examined, 
it  will  bo  found  not  to 
exist."  At  the  same 
time  we  do  hope  that 
this  does  not  mean  that 
we  are  regarded  over 
there  as  hopelessly  out- 
classed. 

*  * 

The   suggestion   of  a 

Letter-card  or  Postcard 
Campaign,  every  voter 
to  write  to  liis  Member 

denuding  eight  Itrcatl- 
twuf/hts,  is  said  to  have 
the  secret  support  of  the 

I'll  S  I  MAS  T  K  It-U  !•:  N  K  tt  AL. 

We  understand  that,  of 
the  two  forms  of  com- 
munication, lie  would 

prefer  Letter-cards. 

*  * 

Preparations  are  now 
complete  for  announcing 
the  birth  of  the  Dutch 
royal  baby.  A  battery 
of  artillery,  .stationed  at  the  Hague,  will 
fire  a  salute  of  101  guns  if  a  prince  be 
born,  and  51  guns  if  the  little  visitor 
prove  to  be  a  princess.  The  latter  will 
therefore  have  the  best  chance  of  sur- 
viving the  nation's  deafening  welcome. 

*  * 

* 

Mr.  A.  E.  W.  MASON  has  decided  not 
to  seek  reelection.  He  is  said  to  have 
made  the  discovery  that  politics  and 
literature  are  incompatible.  And  yet, 
as  a  Tory  friend  suggests,  would  the 
Liberals  be  in  power  now  but  for  the 
aid  of  fiction? 


It  has  often  been  said  that,  if  you 
wish  to  keep  people  on  tin-  land,  you 
must  make  their  lives  less  dull  by 
providing  them  with  amusement  and 
recreation.  It  looks  as  if  this  were 
true.  Last  year,  when  Catile  Drives 
were  allowed  in  Ireland,  the  emigration 
from  that  country  was  the  lowest  on 
record.  *  * 

While  we  have  the  greatest  admiration 
for  energetic  health  officers,  it  is,  we 


MR.   PUNCH'S  SPECIAL   MOTOR   C.UJS 
III.— FOR  NAVAL  MEN. 


should  say,  a  nice  question  whether 
someone  at  Bristol  has  not  been  over- 
doing things.  According  to  The  <  'li/tmi 
Chnmide: — "At  present  there  are  ten 
cases  of  small-pox  in  the  city  hospital. 
A  number  of  patients  have  been  des- 
troyed." ^  % 
* 

The  Baconians  have  met  with  another 
rebuff.  A  Mr.  \Viu.i\\i  SH  \KKSTT..\nE, 
who  W;TS  fined  on  his  first  appearance  at 
Marylebone  for  intoxication,  declared 
himself  to  be  JOHN  MII.TON  on  his  second 
appearance,  and  finally  admitted  that 
his  real  name  was  THOMAS  Moom:. 


We  were  interested  to  read  in  'I'lie 
l)nih/  ('hruii'n-li'  that  the  little  cottage  in 
which  Mr.  SKI.HUIXJE  was  born  is  still 
standing.  We  trust  it  will  not  divert 
too  many  Americans  from  the  Sliatford- 
on-Avon  pilgrimage. 

A  gentleman  who  was  sued  in  the 
City  of  London  Court  the  other  day  for 
the  price  of  The  Enrydopasdia  Ilrilumiii-n 
protested  that  Brazil  was  described  in 
that  publication  as  the  only  monarchy  in 
America.  This  strikes 
one  as  being  a  curious 
defence,  for  it  is  just 
such  exclusive  informa- 
tion as  this  which  gives 
the  old  edition  of  The 
Encyclopedia  its  unique 
interest. 

V 

A  huge  ale  store  at 
Burton -on  -  Trent  is 
being  converted  into  a 
skating  -  rink.  The 
change,  after  all,  may 
not  be  so  very  striking. 
Customers  should  still 
have  every  facility  for 
losing  their  equili- 
brium. »  * 

It  is  said  that  50,000 
Irish  Old  Age  Pension- 
ers are  to  be  disquali- 
fied. When  this  is  done 
the  supply  of  Erin's 
grievances  should  be 
almost  equal  to  the 

demand. 

*  * 

* 

The  latest  rumour 
about  the  Naval  situa- 
tion is  to  the  effect 
that  the  London  County 
Council  is  about  to  offer 
its  fleet  to  the  Nation. 

.    v 

Since  Mr,  Justice 
LAWBENCK  ordered  the 
use  of  the  "cat  "  there 
have  been  very  few 
cases  of  robbery  with 
violence  in  the  County 
of  Glamorgan.  This  is 
most  satisfactory.  The  local  criminals 
are  evidently  afraid  of  being  "  bru- 

talised." 

*  * 

"  Very  cheap  eggs  cannot  be  expected 
for  several  weeks  to  come,"  says  The 
Grocer.  This  statement  should  effectu- 
ally dispose  of  the  rumour  that  a  (Jeneral 
Election  is  impending. 


"Tli>>  li;ni'ls  -n»'  now  g.tt'->  :i«.  the  Marble 
A  roll  arc  acetylem-wekled.  This  opens  up  a 
l)ig  Belli." — A-'ftylcnr. 

A  most  disrespectful  way  of   referring 
to  Hvde  Park. 
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THE  DETACHMENT  OF  PRENDERBY. 

THE  NAVY  QUESTION:   PATRIOTISM  AND  PARTY. 

"HAVE  you  been  reading  your  Yellow  Press?"  I  asked 
Prenderby  last  Saturday. 

"  My  '  Yellow  Press '  ?  "  he  replied  innocently  ;  "  tell  me 
about  that." 

"It's  the  name,"  I  said,  "which  the  Radical  rumers  give 
to  the  Tory  rufflers." 

"  Ah,  the  buttercup  calling  the  dandelion  yellow  ?  " 

"Yes;  and  the  buttercups  are  just  now  abusing  the 
dandelions  for  making  Party  capital  out  of  the  Navy  scare." 

"  Is  New  Zealand  a  dandelion  ?  " 

"New  Zealand  is  a  peach,"  I  said. 

"  I,  too,"  said  Prenderby,  "  am  a  bit  of  a  wall-fruit  myself. 
I  sit  out  and  watch,  where  I  can  see  most  of  the  sport  with- 
out taking  sides.  So  when  you  talk  about  the  Navy  being 
made  a  Party  question,  I  ask  myself,  without  prejudice,  who 
beyan  that  game  ?  And  my  answer,  without  prejudice,  is  that 
it  began  inside  the  Cabinet.  Here  was  ASQUITII,  who  knew 
exactly  the  needs  of  the  Navy,  but  found  his  house  divided 
against  itself.  He  found  LLOYD-GEORGE  and  WINSTON 
CHURCHILL  (not  to  mention  one  or  two  names  of  greater 
weight)  bitterly  opposed  to  the  course  which  his  duty,  as 
responsible  for  the  Nation's  safety,  marked  out  for  him. 
A  bigger  man  would  have  let  his  Party  break  up  rather  than 
yield  on  a  point  of  national  necessity.  But  he  preferred  at  all 
costs  to  keep  his  Party  together,  and  so  made  a  compromise. 
Unfortunately  he  had  still  to  persuade  the  rank  and  file  of 
his  followers  to  accept  even  these  half-and-half  measures ; 
and  in  this  effort  he  grew  more  portentous  than  he  meant, 
and  then  the  trouble  began. 

"1  confess,"  continued  Prenderby,  having  got  his  head, 
"  that  I  should  have  been  better  pleased  with  the  Unionists 
if,  after  entering  the  strongest  possible  protest,  they  had 
seen  their  way  to  wash  their  hands  of  the  business  and  to 
avoid  all  appearance  of  seeking  to  make  Party  capital  out  of 
it.  Two  yellows  do  not  make  a  white.  But,  after  all,  no 
honest  statesman  can  wash  his  hands  of  a  matter  that  con- 
cerns the  very  existence  of  the  Nation  ;  and  in  any  case  an 
Opposition  would  be  more  than  human  if  it  declined  to  treat 
as  a  Party  question  what  had  already  been  forced  into  that 
category,  as  I  have  shown,  by  the  action  of  a  Prime  Minister 
who  apparently  was  more  concerned  to  keep  his  Party  to- 
gether than  to  assure  the  safety  of  the  Empire. 

"  I  have  often  heard  my  Radical  friends  indulge  in  pleasant- 
ries over  what  they  called  the  "  Khaki "  Election  of  1900. 
Well,  if  the  next  one  is  a  Blue-jacket  Election,  they  will  have 
their  own  side  to  thank  for  it.  Heavens  !  How  they  give 
themselves  away !  " 

"Anyhow,"  I  said,  being  anxious  to  divert  him  from  a 
line  of  argument  which  pained  me — "  anyhow,  both  sides  are 
agreed  that  Germany  is  at  perfect  liberty  to  follow  her  own 
devices." 

"  That  unanimity,"  replied  Prenderby,  "  is  to  me  the  most 
deplorable  feature  in  the  whole  controversy.  No  nation, 
with  even  the  minimum  of  intelligence  requisite  for  self- 
preservation,  permits  a  neighbour,  however  friendly,  to  mass 
troops  upon  their  common  frontier  without  adequate  reason 
given.  When  the  Boers  sent  us  their  ultimatum,  and  fol- 
lowed it  up  over  the  border  a  few  hours  later,  it  would  have 
been  futile  for  us  to  try  to  persuade  them  that  our  troops 
had  been  thrown  into  Natal  for  the  sake  of  its  climatic  advan- 
tages. Well,  the  North  Sea  is  one  of  our  frontiers,  isn't  it  ?  " 

"Without  a  map  at  hand,"  said  I,  "  I  cannot  verify  your 
allegation.  But  I  assume  that  you  would  not  go  so  far  as  to 
ask  Germany  for  an  explanation  of  her  accelerated  pro- 
gramme? " 

"  That,"  said  Prenderby  gravely,  "  would  mean  immediate 


war;  and  I  happen  to  be  congenitally  addicted  to  a  pre- 
ference for  Peace.  Besides,  a  great  nation  does  not  ask 
these  questions  aloud,  but  only  of  herself;  and  she  answers 
them  out  of  her  own  head  ;  and  she  acts  accordingly.  She 
makes  timely  provision  for  rendering  her  rival's  ambitions 
hopeless.  And  it  is  because  I  am  convinced  that  a  course 
of  weakness  and  delay  and  Party  time  service  is  the  surest 
means  of  keeping  those  ambitious  alive  that  I,  who  belong 
to  no  Party  but  the  Party  of  honourable  Peace,  protest  against 
a  policy  that  is  bringing  us  daily  nearer  to  the  unspeakable 
horrors  of  war.  There  are  still  two  days  before  BAI.HM  it 
makes  his  final  appeal,  and  of  course  ASQUITII  may  reconsider 
his  position.  But  I  gather  that  he  intends  to  show  a  firm 
front  to  the  Opposition ;  in  other  words,  to  show  a  flabby 
back  to  the  Little-Fleeters  in  his  own  Cabinet." 

"  With  great  respect,"  said  I,  "  are  you  not  the  victim  of 
panic?" 

"  My  dear  fool,"  replied  Prenderby,  mislaying  for  the 
moment  his  habitual  courtesy,  "  this  is  not  a  question  of 
courage.  No  one  accuses  Germany  of  cowardice  for  keeping 
up  that  stupendous  army  of  hers,  nor  regards  HALDANK  as 
a  very  brave  fellow  because  he  is  unctuously  satisfied  with 
next  to  none  at  all.  We  are  not  proposing  to  play  twenty 
men  against  a  German  Rugby  fifteen.  We  could  afford  to 
give  them  odds  at  that  game,  and  if  we  were  beaten  we  could 
always  smile  and  look  forward  to  the  return  match.  But  in 
a  naval  war,  which  is  a  rather  more  serious  game  than 
mud-larking,  if  an  island  race  like  ours  is  beaten  there  is 
no  return  match — not,  at  least,  for  that  generation.  And 
you  only  have  to  knock  up  against  a  few  casual  mines,  and 
your  narrow  margin,  and  more,  may  vanish  automatically. 
No,  the  bravest  nation  in  the  world  cannot  afford  to  take 
risks  in  the  game  of  war." 

"Well,  what  do  you  want?"  I  said,  with  excusable 
petulance.  "Would  you  have  the  Tories  in?  I'm  told 
they  're  very  short  of  big  men." 

"I  offer  no  opinion,"  Eaid  Prenderby,  "  on  the  subject  of 
their  size ;  but  I  would  sooner  be  governed  by  pigmies  who 
are  agreed  on  a  sound  naval  policy  than  by  giants  who  differ 
about  it." 

"  Preuderby,"  I  said,  "it  has  long  been  my  custom  to 
consult  you  on  grave  political  questions  because  of  your 
notorious  detachment  of  mind.  But  to-day  it  seems  to  be 
your  malevolent  purpose  to  try  to  shatter  my  cherished 
belief  in  a  Government  which  not  only  represents  the  (lower 
of  British  intelligence,  but  is  supported  with  almost  me- 
chanical devotion  by  the  greatest  majority  of  modern  times." 

"  My  boy,"  said  Prenderby,  on  a  paternal  note,  "as  far  as 
domestic  matters  are  concerned,  I  don't  care  a  brass  button 
as  to  which  side  nominally  governs  the  country.  I  can  with 
calmness  leave  to  the  common  sense  of  the  public  to  see  that  its 
will  is  carried  out  on  points  that  intelligibly  affect  its  pocket 
and  general  welfare.  But  as  regards  the  Army,  the  Navy, 
and  Foreign  Affairs,  in  which  the  public  needs  instruction 
and  leadership,  I  would  use  the  best  men  from  both  sides. 
I  should  like  a  Coalition  Ministry,  a  Ministry  of  All  the 
Patriots.  It  is  an  intolerable  scandal  that  the  country  cannot 
enjoy  the  invaluable  services  of  a  man  like  EDWARD  GREY, 
without  having  at  the  same  time  to  suffer  the  attentions  of — 
well,  you  know  whom,  simply  because  the  latter  happens 
for  the  moment  to  call  himself  by  the  same  Party  name 
of  Liberal,  though  their  two  standards  are  as  wide  apart 
as  the  Poles." 

"  And  in  such  a  Government,"  I  said,  with  my  best  irony, 
"  you  would  accept  the  Admiralty,  if  it  were  offered  you?" 

"  If  you  were  their  only  alternative,  yes,"  said  Prenderby. 

My  reply  was  marked  by  considerable  dignity.     I  said : 

"You  are  at  perfect  liberty,  like  Germany,  to  do 
or  think  what  you  dam  well  please."  And  I  wished  him  an 
extraordinarily  good  day.  0.  S. 
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THE   EXCLUJ31VES. 

NORTH  POLE  (to  SOCTH  POLE).   "HALLO!    ARE    YOU    THERE?     I    SAY,   OLD    MAN,  THEY    NEARLY 
HAD   YOU   THAT   TIME." 

VOICE  FROM  SOUTH'  POLE.  "YES,  I  KNOW.      THERE'LL   SOON  BE  N«  i   SIVll   THINi:    AS  PRIVACY." 

[With  Mr.  PIIIIC/I'M  best  compliments  to  Lieutenant  Sliacklfton.] 
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Tourist  (who  during  a  steady  tramp  lias  enquired,  once  every  hour,  hotc  far  it  is  to  Ballymaloney,  and  has  now  for  the  third  time 
received  the  same  ansucr  -namely,  "  About  four-and-a-half  or  five  miles  ").     "THANK  HEAVEN  WE'RE  KEEmo  PACE  WITH  IT,  ANYWAY." 


A  BOND  STREET  VISION. 

DOWN  the  street  the  sunshine  glances  on 

the  crowds  that  come  and  go, 
Fashion  treads  in  Springtime's  footsteps 

where  the  plate-glass  windows  glow, 
But  I  turn  where  ice  and  marble's  stern 

simplicity  set  forth 
Noble  fish  from  noble  rivers  of  the  grey 

and  snow-bound  North  ; 
And  I  pause  with  glance  uncertain,  as 

of  one  who  seems  to  know 
In   a   dream   the  vanished    features  of 

some  -friend  of  long  ago, — 
For  I  see  in  slate  reposing  such  a  salmon 

as  I  keep 
As  u  rule  for  grim  encounters  on  the 

chosen  casts  of  sleep  ; 
As  a  rule,  yet  somehow  surely  has  that 

glittering  bulk  before 
Agonised   my  waking  vision  by  a  real 

and  solid  shore. 
Fifty  pounds  ?  so  once  I  made  him,  on 

the  evening  when  I  held 
Him— or  else  his  double — beaten  in  that 

reach  below  Dimkeld. 
There  he  lies,  superb  and  royal,  clean  as 

when  he  left  the  tide, 
With  the  bloom  of  snow  and  lilac  mantled 

on  his  gleaming  side, 
While  his  shoulders,  proudly  arching, 

wear  a  lustre  hard  and  bright, 
Borrowed  in  Norwegian  fiords  from  the 

fitful  Arctic  light, 


Or  where  schools  of  running  salmon  leap 

beneath  the  summer  stars 
Where  tho  North  Sea  breakers  thunder 

over  Highland  river  bars. 

So  for  me  the  scene  is  altered,  and  in 

spirit  I  am  whirled 
Far    away   from  crowded    pavements  ; 

fairest  faces  in  the  world, 
Roofs  and  chimneys,  frocks  and  fashions 

— all  are  flown  as  shadows  fly, 
And  I  see  a  stately  river  'neath  a  soft 

October  sky. 
Once  again  I  see  the  Autumn  banked 

and  blazoned  where  the  trees 
Shed  her  wealth  of  reds  and  yellows  on 

the  moisture-laden  breeze ; 
Oak's  pale  orange,  beech's  russet,  in  a 

splendid  shower  are  blown 
Where  the  ousel  dips  and  whistles  as 

he  flits  from  stone  to  stone  ; 
And  I  hear  the  roar  and  mutter  as  the 

stream  comes  sweeping  down 
Black  and  foam-flecked  round  the  red- 
stone,  clearing  to  a  golden  brown, 
Slipping  past  the  scattered  birchwoods, 

where  the  deer  come  down  at  night, 
Amlier  o'er  the  shelving  shallows — on 

the  shingles  lisping  light ; 
And  I  feel  the  thrilling  magic  of  the 

greenheart's  spring  and  sway, 
And   a   favourite   fly    is  working   fully 

twenty  yards  away, 
And  behind  the  sunken  boulder,  where 

the  slack  swirls  smooth  as  oil, 


Lo !  the  deep  is  agitated  with  a  mighty 

wave  and  boil, 
And   I  see    for    half    a   moment    that 

stupendous  tail  and  back 
Wallow   wide    upon   the   surface  in   a 

leisurely  attack ; 
There's  a  heave    of    sudden   silver  — 

there  's  a  flounce — a  savage  null, 
And  again  the  reel  is  racing  as  he  gets 

it  fair  and  full ! 
Now  the  stormy  sunset's  touching  all 

the  distant  tops  with  light, 
And   he's  rolling  spent   and    helpless 

from  the  long-contested  fight, 
Shattering  the  quiet  surface  into  ringB 

of  rippling  foam, 
Where  the  gillie  waits  his  moment  ere 

the  gaff  is  driven  home.  .  .  . 
Then— ah  then— the  rod  springsstraight- 

ly  and  a  worn  and  broken  trace, 
Free  again,  springs  back  to  strike  me 

like  a  whiplash  in  the  face  ; 
And  I  see  the  great  fish  rally— see  the 

wave  that  marks  his  track 
O'er   the   dim   unfriendly  shallows  till 

the  deep  receives  him  back  ! 
So  the  vision  fades  and  passes,  gone  are 

mountain,  wood  and  cloud, 
And  the  voice  of  streams  is  lost  in  roar 

of  traffic  and  of  crowd. 
Shall  I  leave  him  unacknowledged  ?  or 

in  fond  remembrance — yes, 
Why  not  have  at  least  a  portion  sent 

along  to  my  address ''. 
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THE  UNIVERSITY  BOAT  RACE. 

[EDITOR.  Let  me  see,  the  Bo:it  Race  is 
next  Saturday.  You  might  write  an 
article  about  it. 

AUTHOR.  Certainly,  if  you  desire  it. 
But  I  don't  know  one  end  of  an  oar 
from  the  other. 

EDITOR.  One  end 's  flatter  than  the 
other;  that's  how  you  can  tell. 

AUTHOR.  Thanks.    I  'II  point  that  out. 

EDITOR.  Don't  be  too  technical.  Hadn't 
you  better  take  a  shilling  from  the  stamp 
drawer  and  run  down  to  Putney  this 
afternoon,  and  then  come  back  and  do 
us  a  nice  breezy  sketch  ? 

AUTHOR.  By  all  means.} 

Mortlake  is  a  small  town  in  the 
Kingston  Parliamentary  Division  of 
Surrey,  situate  some  six  miles  west  of 
London  as  the  crow  flies.  Its  popiila- 
tion  at  the  last  census  was  estimated 
roughly  at  7,774,  though  many  experts 
consider  that  7,775  would  have  been 
nearer  the  mark.  However,  even  this 
figure  will  be  exceeded  on  Saturday 
next,  when  a  party  of  nine  Putney  resi- 
dents educated  at  Cambridge  University 
will  journey  thither  by  water,  followed 
(or  possibly  preceded)  by  a  similar  party 
of  nine  who  claim  Oxford  University  for 
their  Alma  Mater. 

This  exodus  from  Putney  is  now  an 
annual  event,  which  is  eagerly  looked 
forward  to  by  the  young  participants. 
Why,  I  am  often  asked,  do  they  always 
select  Mortlake  as  the  object  of  their 
visit?  Are  there  not  more  interesting 
resorts  in  the  neigh bourhood  ?  Before 
I  answer  this  question,  let  us  take  a 
look  at  the  eighteen  young  gentlemen 
who  will  join  the  excursion  this  year. 
Perhaps  that  will  help  us  to  an  apprecia- 
tion of  their  partiality  for  this  fascinating 
village. 

[AUTHOR.  Am  I  being  breezy  enough'? 

EDITOR.  I  can't  tJiink  what  on  earth 
you  imagine  you  're  doing. 

AUTHOR.  It  was  partly  the  guard's 
fault — I  icent  on  to  Ifilortlake  by  mistake. 
Such  an  interesting  place.} 

First  and  foremost,  primus  inter  pares, 
as  CICERO  used  to  say,  we  have  Mr. 
STUART,  the  doyen  of  the  Light  Blue 
party.  Mr.  STUART  has  been  to  Mortlake 
no  less  than  four  times  already,  and 
is  still  as  enthusiastic  as  ever  over  its 
historic  associations.  He  will  be  able  to 
point  out  to  Mr.  ROSHER  the  famous 
tablet  to  Sir  PHILIP  FRANCIS  ("Juxii's" 
FRANCIS,  as  he  was  known  to  his  inti- 
mates), erected  in  the  parish  church  to 
his  memory  in  the  year  ]818.  The 
church  itself,  as  Mr.  WILLIAMS  (who  lias 
been  here  once  before)  may  remind  him, 
occupies  the  site  of  an  edifice  of  the 
14th  century,  the  tower  still  dating 
from  1543.  This  tablet  is  a  favourite  one 
of  Mr.  STUART'S,  and  on  three  previous 


occasions  be  has  reverently  called  the 
attention  of  his  confreres  to  it,  before 
the  quiet  of  the  place  has  been  rudely 
disturbed  by  the  arrival  of  the  Oxford 
party.  On  the  occasion  of  the  fourth 
excursion,  when  nine  young  Americans 
took  the  places  of  the  Dark  Blue  pil- 
grims, Mr.  STUART,  with  characteristic 
national  courtesy,  waited  at  the  landing- 
stage  until  they  had  all  arrived,  before 
leading  the  way  into  the  venerable 
edifice. 

Another  enthusiast  over  the  old  brasses 
in  Mortlake  church  is  young  Mr.  KIRDY  ; 
so  much  so,  indeed,  that  he  has  paid  three 
previous  visits  to  them.  For  some  rea- 
son or  other,  however,  he  always  gets 
there  a  little  late  ;  conseqiiently  he  has 
not  been  able  to  devote  so  much  study 
to  them  as  he  could  have  wished.  His 
friends  earnestly  hope  that  next  Satur- 
day, at  any  rate,  he  will  arrive  in  good 
time. 

[AUTHOR.  I  fancy  I  have  put  that 
rather  tactfully. 

EDITOIJ.     Oh,  yet  on,  and  get  it  over. 

AUTHOR.  You  will  like  this  next  bit. 
This  is  really  a  spicy  little  bit  of  gossip.} 

One  of  the  show  places  of  Mortlake  is 
the  Brewery.  Mention  of  this  reminds 
me  that  the  time  has  come  to  reveal  the 
secret  history  of  the  dispute  which  re- 
cently raged  around  Mr.  STUART  and  his 
fellow-student,  Mr.  ARBUTHNOT.  The  boat 
in  which  the  Cambridge  party  annually 
proceeds  to  Mortlake  is  so  narrow  that 
there  is  only  room  to  sit  one  abreast ; 
generally,  therefore,  there  is  some  dis- 
cussion as  to  the  order  in  which  the 
excursionists  shall  be  seated.  Now  on  the 
occasion  of  the  University  wayzgoose  the 
Brewery,  with  ready  hospitality,  throws 
its  doors  open  to  the  inspection  of  the 
tourists,  with  the  necessary  proviso  that 
only  the  first  one  to  enter  shall  be 
allowed  to  sample  the  different  vintages. 
It  is  obvious,  therefore,  that  the  man 
seated  in  the  "  bows,"  or  thin  end  of  the 
boat,  is  the  one  who  will  arrive  at  Mort- 
lake first,  and,  therefore,  the  one  most 
likely  to  obtain  this  privilege.  Mr. 
STUART  loudly  insisted  that  it  was  his 
turn  for  this ;  while  his  friends  con- 
sidered that  it  was  his  duty  to  remain  at 
the  thick  end  of  the  boat,  where  he  could 
see  and,  if  necessary,  encourage  the 
Oxford  party.  Mr.  STUAUT  felt  that  this 
encouragement  would  come  better  from 
a  younger  man,  and  recommended  Mr. 
AHHITUXOT  for  the  position.  Hence  the 
trouble.  Mr.  ARBUTHNOT  may  now  have 
to  wait  for  another  year  before  he  can 
visit  Mortlake ;  and  when  he  does  so  it 
is  to  be  hoped  that  he  will  remember  to 
look  out  for  the  tomb  of  Sir  RICHARD 
BURTON. 

[AUTHOR.  I  say,  shall  I  stop  being  so 
technical'? 

EDITOR.  When  did  you  think  of 
storing  altogether  ? 


AUTHOR.  I  sec  what  it  is ;  you  're 
offended  because  I  haven't  brought  in 
what  you.  told  me  about  the  oars.] 

But  Mortlake  has  other  associations 
than  those  I  have  already  mentioned. 
It  was  here  that  the  two  famous 
astrologers,  DEE  and  PARTRIDGE,  resided  ; 
indeed  QUEEN  ELIZABETH  herself  is  cur- 
rently reported  to  have  consulted  the  first- 
named  in  this  very  village.  DEE,  who,  in 
the  language  of  the  period,  was  "  harde- 
bakyd  enowe  to  knowe  ye  flatte  ende  of  ye 
oare  from  ye  roundde  one,"  mistook  the 
identity  of  his  client,  and  prophesied 
for  her  a  numerous  family  and  gome 
success  in  life  :  which  so  much  amused 
the  QUEEN  that  she  presented  him  with 
the  Elizabethan  Order. 

Before  I  close  this  article  [Hooray! — 
ED.] 

Before  I  close  this  article  [Hooray  ! — 
ED.]— 

Before  I [Hoo ED.]— 

In  conclusion  I  feel  it  my  duty  to  say 
that  the  second-class  return  fare  to 
Mortlake  is  one  and  threepence,  and  that 
the  Editor  only  gave  me  twelve  old 
stamped  addressed  envelopes,  so  that  I 
was  actually  threepence  out  of  pocket,  in 
addition  to  the  taste  of  the  gum,  and 
when  I  honestly  try  to  collect  a  little 
information  about  the  place  I  was  sent 
to — or,  anyhow,  arrived  at,  so  as  to  write 
an  article  upon  a  subject  about  which  I 
should  otherwise  have  known  nothing, 
I  am  made  the  stock,  that  is  the  laugh- 
ing-butt, I  mean  the 

Well,  anyhow,  may  the  best  boat  win! 

A.  A.  M. 


THE    BANDBOX. 

WHEN  the  Faringdens  invited  us  to 
their  afternoon  reception  Mamma  said 
that  Vera  must  have  a  new  Paris  hat 
for  the  occasion,  as  she  had  matrimonial 
hopss  for  her,  and  Guy  Faringden,  who 
is  very  eligible  and  very  impressionable, 
doesn't  care  a  straw  for  a  girl  unless  she 
is  ultra  smart.  When  the  day  and  the 
hat  came,  Mamma  also  decided  I  was 
not  to  go  at  all,  because,  she  said,  it 
would  look  too  pointed  to  take  one 
daughter  in  a  Paris  model  and  the  other 
in  a  Bayswater  one. 

Vera's  new  hat  had  been  bought  at 
Spotcash's,  the  new  Anglo-American 
Emporium,  and  came  in  one  of  their 
lovely  satin  bandboxes. 

The  bandbox,  indeed,  was  quite  a 
dream  in  itself,  being  covered  with  shell- 
pink  satin, with  a  ruche  round  the  top,  and 
a  satin  bow  and  long  ends.  But  some- 
how, the  hat  it  contained  was  not  quite 
so  convincing  as  I  expected,  for  though 
built  on  correct  lines  and  resembling  in 
shape  a  huge  inverted  pudding-basin, 
it  lacked  to  my  eye  the  crude  contour 
and  clumsy  uncouthness  that  mark  the 
dernier  cri.  Still,  when  Vera  had  got  it 
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on,  well  crushed  down  over  her  face, 
like  an  extinguisher,  it  looked  quite 
smart,  and  she  was  more  high-spirited 
than  sympathetic  when  she  called  back 
to  mi',  as  she  drove  away  with  Mamma 
in  a  taxi-cab — 

"  Never  mind,  Valerie.  You  shall 
have  the  bandbox." 

Of  course  this  was  adding  insult  to 
injury,  and  I  went  s'.owly  back  into  the 
bedroom  and  stood  gazing  sadly  at  the 
bandbox  through  my  brimming  tears. 

Then,  as  I  gazed,  all  in  a  moment  a 
real  genuine  inspiration  of  genius  flashed 
through  my  brain.  The  bandbox! 
Why,  it  was  the  very  thing !  There 
was  the  abnormal  satin-covered  crown, 
the  utter  absence  of  brim,  the  close  satin 
rurhe,  the  top-heavy  extinguisher-like 
shape,  all  as  required  by  the  prevailing 
mode.  With  trembling  fingers  I  cut  a 
round  hole  in  the  lid  and  pushed  it 
some  three  inches  down  into  the  box, 
then  I  turned  the  bandbox  upside  down 
and  put  it  011  my  head,  which  fitted  into 
the  round  hole.  My  pulses  throbbed, 
there  was  a  mist  before  my  eyes, and  when 
it  had  cleared  I  looked  in  the  mirror. 

The  effect  was  marvellous;  the  bold 
simplicity  of  design  completely  fulfilled 
Fashion's  Litest  fluctuation,  and  a  quar- 
ter-of-:m  hour  later  I  also  was  speeding 
to  the  Faringdens'  in  a  taxi-cab. 

The  absolute  and  overwhelming  suc- 
cess of  my  appearance  may  best  be 
indicated  by  the  following  paragraph 
which  appeared  in  all  the  society 
journals  a  few  days  later  :  — 

"  A  marriage  has  been  arranged,  and 
will  shortly  take  place,  between  Mr.  Guy 
Faringden,  eldest  son  of  Sir  Godfrey 
Faringden,  Bart ,  of  Faringden  Tojrers, 
N.B.,  and  Miss  Valerie  Simpson,  youmjcr 
daughter  of  Mrs.  Frederick  Simpson,  of 
Mountjoy  Gardens,  S.W."  (The  italics 
n iv  my  ami.) 

A  contemporary  informs  us  that— 
"  the  IVince  and  the  Queen  dine  together  every 
day  without  any  suite." 

Nothing,  however,  is  said  about  the 
savoury. 

A  Heal  Conversation. 

("  \\'l,,,l  ,/o  Ilifi,  );w»r  of  l-n.jland,"  etc.) 

A.  Wasn't  the  South  Polar  expedition 
wonderful  ?     Not  a  man  lost. 

B.  That  shows  how  much  healthier 
heat,  is  than  cold.     Lots  of  people  have 
died  trying  to  find  the  North  Pole. 

At  a  meeting  of  Bury  ratepayers,  ac- 
cording to  a  local  paper, 

"  The  Town  Clerk  declared  that  (lie  amend- 
in  ut  to  chalking  on  the  flags  was  defeated  by 
177  to  88,  but  each  person  held  up  two  hands, 
and  these  figures  should  be  divided  by  two  in 
order  to  arrive  at  the  right  inliuberof  persons." 
Strange  ways  they  have  at  Bury.  Yet 
there  seems  to  be  one  honest  (or  one- 
armed)  man  there. 


MAD 


A    HATTER. 


Autocrat.  "I  A.SSDBE  YOC,  MADAM,  THE  EFFECT  is  CBAntsv •- -MOST  ABSCBD  AND  OBOTESQCE.' 
Victim.  "0;i,  VERY  WELL,  IK  TOD 'RE  SUBE  IT'S  ALL  THAT,  I'LL  UK-IDE  OK  THIS  OSE." 


UNREST  IN  INDIA. 

('  '(>i>i/  of  an  Application  for  Emploifment 
to  0.  C.  -  Irregular  Force.) 


I  ION,  n  I:F.D  MASTER,  —  Having  heard  of 
your  almighty  mercy  and  loving  kind- 
i  us  worms,  I  tell  you  my  circum- 
stances. 

By  the  Grace  of  CJod  and  your  Lord- 
ship 1  have  seven  children,  all  babies 
and  sucklings. 

Besides  this  abominable  litter  I  have 
many  male  and  female  relations. 

What  have  1  done  that  I  should  be 
blessed  with  such  cursed  trials  ? 

As  your  Lordship  is  my  father  and 
my  mother,  I  would  request  that  you  will 
take  tliis  worm  and  wife  and  suckles 
and  relations  both  male  and  female 
and  provide  for  us  from  your  Ixmnty  at 
a  remuneration  of  Rs.  20  a  month. 

I  cannot  read  or  write,   but  by  the 


Grace  of  God  and  your  Ix>rdship  I  look 
forward  to  years  of  prosperity  and 
happiness. 

All  the  Chaoni  of  -   -  sing  of  your 
praises,  your  justice  and  mercy;  there- 
fore call  us  all  that  we  may  fatten  on 
your  love  and  gentleness. 
Call  quickly. 

Your  faithful  worm  and  beast, 

MEF.MA  LAI. 

(Despicable  brute  and  unwilling  father 
of  babies). 

Lip-  service. 

From  report  of  a  Charitable  Entertain- 
ment at  Rugby  — 

•  A  collection  was  then  made  and  Mr. 

contributed  a  solo." 

•  Me  had  a  narrow  escape  of  being  a  Leap- 
year   man.     Born    February  2*,   H31,"  etc. — 
Itirminrilinm  Gazelle. 

Apparently  he  only  missed  it  by  two  years. 
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CROSS-EXAMINATIONS   FOR   THE    HOME; 

On,  LITTLE  ABTUUII'S  ROAD  TO  KNOWLEDGE. 
(Little  Arthur,  ayed  12  ;  Papa,  aged  48.) 

I  Allli'  Arthur.  Papa,  were  you  very  angry  with  Mills? 

Papa.  Angry  ?  Of  course  I  was.  I  cannot  tolerate  one  of 
my  clerks  being — ah— the  worse  for  wine,  and  disgracing 
himself  at  a  music-hall. 

L.  A.  Shall  you  dismiss  him,  Papa? 

I'll/Hi.  Probably  I  shall.  I  haven't  made  up  my  mind  yet ; 
but  I  think  he'll  have  to  go.  No  respectable  firm  can  over- 
look such  scandalous  behaviour. 

L.  A.  Yes,  Papa,  I  see  that.  (A  pause.}  Papa,  what  is  a 
bump-supper  ? 

Papa.  A  bump-supper,  my  boy  ?  Ob,  it 's  a  sort  of  dinner 
for  the  crew  of  a  College  boat  at  Oxford  or  Cambridge. 

L.  A.  But  why  do  they  have  a  bump-supper  ? 

Papa.  Well,  they  've  had  their  boat-races,  you  know  ;  and 
if  the  boat  has  gone  Head  of  the  River,  or  made  a  lot  of 
bumps  by  defeating  other  boats,  well,  then  they  dine  together 
to  celebrate  their  victory  when  the  races  are  over. 

L.  A.  Yes,  Papa,  I  understand.  You  rowed  in  your 
College  boat,  didn't  you,  Papa? 

Papa  (proudly).  Yes,  my  boy,  I  did.  There's  my  oar  on 
the  wall.  They  gave  us  that  for  making  seven  bumps. 

L.  A.  And  did  you  have  a  bump-supper  afterwards.  Papa  ? 

Papa.  Bump-supper!  I  should  just  think  we  did.  The 
best  bump-supper  that  ever  was. 

L.  A.  And  did  they  make  much  noise  at  your  bunrp- 
supper,  Papa  ? 

Papa.  No,  not  so  very  much.  A  little  cheering,  of  course, 
and  a  few  speeches ;  but  it  all  went  off  very  well  as  far  as  I 
remember. 

L.  A.  (sternly}.  Papa,  are  you  sure  you  remember  it  all  ? 

/'<(//</.  Why,  bless  my  soul,  what  an  extraordinary  ques- 
tion! Remember  it?  Of  course  I  do.  Why  shouldn't  I ? 

L.  A.  I  don't  know,  Papa  ;  but  you  gave  me  a  letter  to 
read  this  morning,  didn't  you? 

I'li/tii.  Yes,  a  letter  from  Mr.  Harding,  the  Vicar.  I  wanted 
you  to  realise  the  fine  work  that  is  being  done  in  the  parish. 
Mr.  Harding  writes  so  eloquently  that  I  thought  it  would  do 
you  good  to  read  it. 

L.  A.  But,  Papa,  the  letter  wasn't  from  Mr.  Harding  at  all. 

I'IIJHI.  Not  from  Mr.  Harding!     Why,  what  the 

//.  A.  No,  Papa,  the  letter  was  from  Mr.  Bulkley. 

Pofa,  !  !  !  ! 

L.  A.  Yes,  Papa,  from  Mr.  Bulkley.  Perhaps  you  made  a 
mistake,  but  you  only  said,  "Here,  read  that  letter,"  so  I 
read  it  through. 

I'lijin.  The  dickens  you  did. 

L.  A.  Yes,  Papa;  he  wanted  to  know  if  you  were  coming 
to  the  xisual  dinner  just  before  the  boat  race.  Are  you  going 
to  that  dinner,  Papa? 

Papa.  Yes,  I  shall  probably  go  to  it. 

L.  A.  And  he  said  he  hoped  you  wouldn't  try  to  stand  on 
your  head  and  kick  the  Dean  in  the  mouth,  as  you  did  after 
a  certain  bump-supper.  Papa,  did  you  do  that? 

I'n [ia.  Of  course  not.  Never  did  such  a  thing  in  my  life. 
Just  a  bit  of  Bulkley's  chaff.  You  mustn't  lake  him  seriously. 

L.  A.  No,  Papa,  I  suppose  not.  And  then  lie  said  you 
probably  wouldn't  remember  about  it  on  account  of  all  the 
bumpers  you  had  drunk,  and  he  hoped  you  had  learnt  wis- 
dom now  you  were  a  family  man,  and  what  rot  it  was  of  the 
Dean  to  talk  of  scandalous  behaviour,  and,  after  all,  we  were 
only  young  once,  and  it  wasn't  everybody  who  made  three 
humps  in  one  night. 

I'n  fin.  Isn't  that  your  mother  calling  you? 

L.  A.  No,  Papa,  she's  calling  Mabel.  What's  a  bumper, 
Papa? 


Papa.  Oh,  a  bumper 's  a  glass  of  wine.  You  have  to  drink 
it  off.  It 's  an  old  custom. 

L.  A.  But  if  you  drank  a  lot  of  bumpers,  wouldn't  it  be 
very  dreadful  ? 

P.ipa.  I  tell  you  you  mustn't  believe  everything  Bulkley 
says.  It 's  only  his  fun. 

L.  A.  Yes,  Papa ;  but  if  the  Dean  said  it  was  scandalous 
behaviour 

Papa.  Oh,  the  Dean  !     Who  cares  what  the  Dean  said  ? 

L.  A.  No,  Papa,  But  perhaps  Mills  had  been  having  a 
bump-supper  the  other  evening. 

Papa.  No  such  thing. 

L.  A.  But  perhaps  you  won't  dismiss  him,  Papa.  Perhaps 
he  '11  be  a  family  man  too,  some  day.  Oh,  and  Papa,  why 
did  Mr.  Bulkley  say  you  broke  down  in  trying  to  sing  The 
Hounds  of  the  Meijndl  >  I  never  heard  you  sing,  Papa. 

Papa.  No,  you  didn't,  and  nobody  else  ever  did  either. 

L.  A.  But,  Papa- 
Papa.  I  can't  listen  to  you  any  more.  Go  and  play  in  the 
garden. 

A   PROTEST  FROM  PARNASSUS. 
In  apprehension  of  the  Daylight  Saving  Bill. 

SAY,  have  the  lees  of  the  earth  such  a  dreg  as  us 

Bards  if  we  bosv  to  this  tyrannous  Bill, 
Rise  ere  we  want  to,  and  saddle  our  Pegasus 

Early  by  order? — I'm  blowed  if  we  will ! 
Was  it  for  this  that  the  Barons  at  Runm  mede 

Wrested  a  Charter  of  freedom  from  JOHN, 
Toasting  the  health  of  its  clauses  in  honeymead  ?— 

Did  they  ?     I  don't  know,  but  let  us  get  on. 
I  that  have  sung  you  what  windblossoms  blow  lowest 

Down  in  the  valley  where  dances  the  fay, 
Am  I  to  rise  when  the  lark  is  a  soloist, 

Merely  to  humour  a  Government,  eh  ? 
Am  I  to  make  my  melodious  madrigals 

Out  on  the  lawn  at  an  hour  when  the  thrush 
Shortens  the  glee  of  the  worm  and  his  glad  wriggles, 

Rather  than  roam  when  the  nightingales  gush. 

No,  and  I  deem  not  the  multitude  fortunate 

Thinking  to  lengthen  the  hours  cf  the  light ; 
Is  not  the  daytime  exacting,  importunate, 

Utterly  vulgar  compared  with  the  night  ? 
!?ee  where  Amyntas,  and  goodness !  how  smart  a  miss, 

Twining  their  arms  when  the  gloom  has  begun, 
Utter  at  ease  in  the  empire  of  Artemis 

Twaddle  they  never  could  talk  in  the  sun. 

"Cricket"  (the  fanatics  urge)  and  "economy," 

"  Saving  of  gas" — do  I  care  about  that? 
Think  of  the  charm  of  our  childhood's  astronomy, 

Think  of  the  soft  and  marsupial  bat : 
Think  of  the  authors  of  sonnets  that  ruminate 

Under  the  stars  by  the  silvery  Thames  ; 
Think  of  the  thousands  of  ads.  that  illuminate 

London  by  night  with  electrical  gems. 

No,  by  the  might  of  the  Muses  that  foster  us  ! 

Let  them,  advancing  the  hands  of  the  clock, 
Force  on  the  masses  a  wholly  preposterous 

System — but  we  will  be  firm  as  a  rock. 
Others,  surprising  the  sun  in  his  chariot 

Long  ere  their  wont,  may  submissively  delve, 
We  must  demand  of  Eliza  (or  Harriet) 

Not  to  be  called  at  eleven,  but  twelve. 


"  Wanted,  use  of  a  Bath-room,  with  hot  and  cold  water,  once  a  mouth, 
for  a  small  fee." 
Our  one  hope  is  that  he  means  lunar  months. 
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SPEAIGHT   UP  TO   DEAIGHT. 

Mil.  Si'K.uuir,  the  famous  improver  of 
ihe  Marlile  Arch,  which  in*  now  no 
longer  a  foolish  and  antiquated  gateway 
In  the  Park,  but ,  a  noble  isolated  obstacle 
in  the  middle  of  Oxford  Street,  carrying 
out  superbly  its  new  duties  as  a  com- 
|ilir;it(,r  of  the  trallic— Mr.  SPEAICHT,  to 
whose  fertile  brain  this  improvement  is 
due,  has  been  drawing  up  a  further 
series  of  projects  for  the  beautitication 
of  London,  which,  under  his  ingenious 
and  patriotic  liand,  is  to  become  as 
attractive  as  the  White  City. 

"The  fault  of  London,"  as  he  is  re- 
ported to  have  said  to  an  interviewer, 
in  whose  statements,  however,  we 
place  no  confidence,  "  is  that  it  is 
so  English.  The  capital  of  a  country 
should  never  reflect  its  nationality ;  it 
should  borrow  from  other  countries.  My 
conception  of  the  perfect  London  is  that 
it  should  be  packed  with  statuary,  like 
the  gardens  of  the  Tuileries  and  Luxem- 
bourg. 

"  Then1  cannot  be  too  much  statuary. 
At  present  London's  statues  are  seat- 
I, ml  -Cobdeu  at  Camden  Town,  Wel- 
lington at  Hyde  Park  Corner,  Brunei 
on  the  Embankment,  William  III.  in 
Kensington  ( Gardens,  and  so  forth.  Let 
us  have  them  all  together  near  Bucking- 
ham Palace.  The  equestrian  figures 
might  be  set  side  by  side,  as  if  starting 
for  a  race.  Physical  Energy  from  Ken- 
sington Gardens  beside  George  111.  in  his 
scratch  wig  from  Cockspur  Street,  and 
I*  it-hard  Coeur-de-Lion  from  the  House 
of  Lords  beside  the  Duke  of  Cambridge 
from  Whitehall.  That  would  be  novel 
and  pleasing;  but  bookmakers  yould 
of  course,  not  be  allowed. 

"All  the  other  statues  should  be 
picturesquely  assembled  in  avenues,  so 
that  on  one's  way  through  the  Mall  one 
could  literally  walk  through  the  history 
of  England.  How  instructive,  how 
stimulating ! 

"  To  isolate  the  Arch  at  Hyde  Park 
( 'orner  so  that  it  comes  into  the  middli 
of  the  roadway  is  another  of  my  schemes 
The  picturesque  and  interesting  conges 
tion  of  traffic  at  the  foot  of  Hamilton 
Place  wants  company.  Tilings  shouk 
go  in  pairs.  I  therefore  suggest  il 
creation  of  more  intricacy  close  by 
This  done,  I  would  place  the  Achille 
statue  011  the  top  of  the  arch. 

••  Nelson's  Column  is  not  satisfactory 
1  feel  sure  something  could  be  done  will 
it.  A  hinge  in  the  middle,  so  tha 
Nelson  could  be  lowered  for  the  inspec 
tion  of  the  man  in  the  street,  who  no\ 
has  no  chance  of  closely  studying  hi 
great  hero,  might  do  it.  Hydraulic  powe 
would  be  the  medium,  I  take  it. 
simple  mutter. 

"The  lions,  too.      How    wasteful   t 
concentrate  all  four  lions  in  one  spo 


Mabel  (to  Tommy,  who  has  jutt  announced  that  he  i»  c,v/a<jed  to  a  lady  a-jtd  1-'  .      \\  in,  1 

TUOf  OUT   YOU   ALWAYS  PROMISED  TO   HABRY   US  \  " 

Tummil.   "  YES,   YES.      I   KNOW   I   DID.      I   BLAME   MYSELF   ENTIRELY. - 


and  leave  the  rest  of  this  great  and 
important  city  lionless  !  How  like 
England.  What  I  say  is,  leave  Trafalgar 
Square  one  lion  and  distribute  the 
others. 

"  Westminster  Abbey  again—      '  But 
here  the  interviewer  fled." 


Our  Dreadnought  "Slips." 

It  is  rumoured  that  the  Secretary  of 
the  M.  C.  C.  has  received  the  following 
cable  from  the  Captain  of  the  Australian 
Cricket  Team: — 

"  Please  verify  or  deny  circumstantial  report 
F.nghmcl  lias  SfV.'iit.M>n  Blip!  ami  may  inrrra-,-. 
rn'.ti'st  against  arl  itniry  change  in  rules  ol 
game." 


Pen-and-ink  Notes. 

Though  the  example  of  Lady  0* 
STANCE  LTTTON,  who  has  been  writing 
with  her  blood,  will  not  be  followed 
literally  in  fashionable  circles,  it  has 
given  an  impetus  to  the  sale  of  blue 
inks  ;  and  a  well-known  ink-manufac- 
turer is  putting  on  the  market  in  a  few 
days  a  new  brand  to  be  known  as  Blue- 
Blood  Ink. 

There  lias  been  some  discussion  from 
time  to  time  as  to  whether  the  pen  is 
mightier  than  the  sword.  We  are  m 
formed  that  the  whole  subject  is  to  be 
decided  at  next  Monday's  meeting  of  a 
1  lerne  Hill  debating  society.  Admission 
:  will  be  free. 
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Adjutant  (discovering  second  button  of  tttitic  unfastened).  "DASH  IT  ALL,*  SEBGEANT-MAJOR  !   HERE'S  A  FELLAH  HALF  NAKED!     MAKE  HIM 
A  PRIZ'NAR  ! " 


THE  NEWEST  MAGAZINE. 

(Being  the  kind  of  interview  that  hardly 
any  daily  paper  now  spares  us.) 

IT  was  in  an  office  luxuriously  fur- 
nished and  bearing  every  trace  of 
prosperity  that  our  representative,  will- 
ing, we  need  hardly  say,  wholly  on  the 
editorial  initiative  and  without  the 
cognisance  of  the  advertisement  manager, 
found  Mr.  Mornleigh  Foam,  the  pro- 
prietor and  publisher  of  the  new 
magazine,  called  after  himself,  Foam's 
Magazine. 

"I  am  glad  you  called,"  said  he,  as 
he  offered  our  representative  a  costly 
Cabana  and  poured  out  two  glasses  of 
the  merriest  Veuve  procurable.  "  I 
had,  of  course,  no  notion  that  you  were 
coming,  but  1  am  delighted  to  see  you, 
because  I  feel  that  such  originality  and 
enterprise  as  I  am  showing  should  be 
put  on  record  in  an  influential  paper." 

Our  representative,  who  has  been 
quite  decently  brought  up  and  knows 
what 's  what,  bowed. 

"Yes,"  continued  the  publisher,  "I 
gave  this  subject  immense  thought,  and 
at  last  came  to  the  conclusion  that  it 
was  idle  not  to  strike  out  a  new  and 
courageous  line.  'I  would,'  I  said  to 
myself,  '  hit  the  country — as  BURKE,  you 
remember,  hit  the  House  of  Commons — 
between  wind  and  water.'  " 

"And  you ?" 


"  Yes,  I  did.    I  took  one  of  the  boldest  I 
and  most  revolutionary  steps  that  the 
publisher  of  a  new  magazine  could  do. 
I  wrote  to  Mr.  RUDYABD  KIPLING  for  a 
story !  " 

"Ah!"  Our  representative  buried 
his  face  in  his  bubbling  glass.  "Yes, 
Mr.  Foam,  and  then  ?  " 

"And  then  I  wrote  to You  will 

never  guess !  " 

"  You  tantalise  me,  Mr.  Foam." 

"  To  Mr.  ANTHONY  HOPE  !  " 

"  Did  you  really?  It  was  Napoleonic. 
And  then  ?  " 

"  And  then  to  Sir  ARTHUR  CONAN 
DOYLE.  Sir  ARTHUR,  I  may  say,  was 
very  kind.  Indeed,  I  have  had  some  of 
the  pleasantest  experiences  of  my  career 
with  the  aristocracy." 

"  And  what  have  these  authors  written 
for  you,  may  I  ask  ?  " 

"  Ah,  well,  there  you  have  me.  I 
must  confess  that  I  have  not  looked  too 
closely  into  that.  But  I  know  what  I 
have  written  for  them." 

"May  I  inquire  what,  Mr.  Foam?" 

The  publisher  leaned  back  with  an 
expression  of  affected  caution  and  mys- 
tery. "  Cheques,"  he  said  at  last. 

Our  representative  laughed  heartily. 
"  Yes,  indeed,"  he  said.  "  I  expect  so. 
Yes,  indeed.  Cheques.  Ha!  ha!" 

"Mr.  KIPLING'S  story,"  continued  Mr. 
Foam,  "  cost  me  nearly  half-a-crown  a 
word ;  but  you  may  buy  it,  together 


with  many  other  stories  much  more 
comprehensible,  for  sixpence.  There's 
enterprise  and  generosity.  Indeed,  I 
venture  to  think  that  no  better  sixpenny- 
worth  was  ever  offered.  The  names 
alone  are  worth  the  money." 

"Then  you  don't  care  for  anonymous 
or  unknown  writers  ?  " 

Mr.  Foam's  expressive  eyes  conveyed 
a  strong  negative. 

"Yes,"  he  went  on,  "I'm  an  inno- 
vator. Bold,  very  likely ;  reckless, 
perchance  foolish.  But  there  it  is  !  A 
man  must  be  true  to  himself,  and  I  was 
always  one  for  derring-do.  My  policy— 
my  secret — is  names." 

Our  representative  rose  and  picked 
up  that  one  of  his  two  hats  which  seemed 
nearest  to  him. 

"Good-bye,"  said  the  publisher. 
"  Look  out  for  my  first  number.  There 's 
a  story  in  it  by  RIDER  HAGGARD  about 
Africa  and  treasure-hunting  which 
should  set  the  Thames  on  fire.  There 's 
been  nothing  so  original  since  King 
Solomon's  Mines.  Mind  the  step." 


Absence  of  Mind. 

"  The  Marquess  and  Marchioness  of  London- 
derry gave  another  dinner  party  last  night  at 
Londonderry  House,  Park  Lane."— 

The  Standard, 

"  The  Marquess  and  Marchioness  of  London- 
derry left  .London  yesterday  for  Sherborne, 
Dorsetshire." — The  Standard  (of  same  date). 
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THE   CALL   OF   THE   BLOOD. 


A.  "A   DREADNOUGHT  FOR   BRITAIN'  FR<  >M    XK\V   ZKALAXD  y 
SPLENDID!     I   WISH   I   HAD   AX    K.UiLKT   OH    TWO    I.1KK   THAT." 


TIIKSK    LIOX-CTRS   ARE 
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ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 

I'ATKV  IKII   FROM   THE   DlAHY   OF  ToBT,  M.P. 

lltin.if  iif  I  'ommiiHts,  iMtimlni/,  Mar<-lt  I'.'l. 

Storm-cloud  lianas  low  over  crowded 
Iliiu-e.  The  air  is  thunderous.  1're- 
si'iitly  we  shall  fee  it  riven  by  forked 
lightning.  In  such  circumstances  I'IIINCI: 
Aiciwic  is  always  supernaturally  calm. 
Has  placed  on  paper  a  Vote  of  Censure 
affirming  criminal  neglect  by  Govern- 
ment of  safety  of  the  country.  To- 
day he  is  to  ask  for  an  opportunity  of 
moving  it. 

Through  the  long  string  of  questions 
Members  impatiently  await  the  mo- 
ment of  his  interposition.  When  it 
comes,  he,  in  conversational  tone,  stu- 
diously casual  manner,  invites  the  PRE- 
MIER to  name  the  day.  Tension  of  the 
House  indicated  by  the  cheer  which 
greets  his  rising.  A  still  louder  one 
rising  from  the  serried  hosts  of  Minis- 
terialists encourages  the  PREMIER  when 
he  responds  to  enquiry.  ASQUITH  not 
exactly  what  you  would  call  a  man  of 
emotional  nature.  Does  not  wear  his 
heart  on  his  sleeve  for  daws  or  other 
inconsiderable  birds  to  peck  at.  By 
rare  exception  is  just  now  in  state  of 
seething  indignation.  It  finds  voice 
later  when,  in  Committee,  he  denounces 
the.  naval  scare  as  "  the  most  unpatriotic, 
the  most  unscrupulous  misrepresenta- 
tion of  the  actual  situation  "  known  to 
him  in  pretty  long  experience. 

At  this  moment  he  is  content  acridly 
to  surmise  that  PRINCE  ARTHUR,  equally 


SCFFRAOETTK   (AFTER  HAFIUEL). 
A  memory  of  tlu>  C'roydon  Election. 


with,  himself  and  the  Government,  is 
anxious  that  the  question  should  be 
discussed  at  earliest  possible  moment. 
That  being  so,  he  names  Thursday. 

This  unusual  tone  ruffles  the  cultured 
smoothness  of  PiUNri:  A i;i  in  it's  manner. 
He  don't  want  to  fight, 
but  by  Jingo  if  he  do! 
Thursday  is  set  apart  for 
second  reading  of  Appro- 
priation Bill,  an  oppor- 
tunity sacred  to  .Mem- 
bers desiring  to  talk 
on  any  subject  under  the 
sun. 

"  The  right  hon.  gentle- 
man," he  said,  flinging  a 
scornful  gesture  towards 
the  Treasury  Bench, 
whilst  he  looked  round 
for  the  cheers  of  his  sup- 


porters, 
his   own 


is   giving 
lime,     but 


not 

our 


counter  -  cheers  punctuated  the  con- 
versation across  the  Table.  Ita  acerbity 
subtly  heightened  by  the  courteous 
phrases  of  personal  reference  imposed 
by  Parliamentary  usage.  In  the  white- 
heat  of  temper  conventionalities  might 
have  failed  but  for  interposition  of  KI.I>- 
MOND  aim'.  The  Irish  Members  have. 
it  eeems,  marked  Thursday  as  their  own. 
Have  a  few  words  to  say  on  local  matters. 
Not  disposed  to  stand  aside  in  order  that 
discussion  may  take  place  on  a  Vote  of 
Censure  implying  situation  of  national 
peril. 

The  Irish  leader  making  this  clear, 
the  interval  afforded  PRINCE  Annul! 
opportunity  of  resuming  command  over 
himself.  When  he  again  interposed  he 
had  recovered  the  manner  almost  of 
indifference  with  which  he  opened  the 
conversation.  Storm  li/.'/.led  out  with 
commonplace  suggestion  that  settlement 
of  precise  day  shall  be  deferred  till 


to-morrow. 
.Nevertheless 


excitement    still 


A  SERIOUS  BREACH  OF  I'HIVII.K'IK. 
I-oril  Londonderry  walks  out  in  /«'.•<  Imt .' 


time,  to  the  Vote  of  Cen- 
sure." 

In  this  objection   PRE- 

MIER,  to  increasing  anger  the  Peers'  Gallery,  was  so  perturl>ed  that 
of  PRIM  E  ARTHUR,  dis- ;  when  he  rose  to  leave  he  put  on  his  hat, 
covered  fresh  reason  to  a  serious  breach  of  privilege.  Walked 
believe  that,  there  was  nearly  the  full  length  of  the  Gallery 
no  hurry  in  the  matter. 
"  The  only  alternative 
date  is  Thursday  week 
—  April  1st,"  he  inno- 
cently added. 

House  now  thoroughly 
roused.     Cheers    and 


mered.     LONDONDERRY,  watching  it  from 


before  a  breathless  messenger,  catching 
up  with  him,  reminded  him  of  his  peril. 

In    Committee    on 


limn'. 
Navy  Estimates. 

House    of    7x>n/x.  TIU-XI  lutj.--  Noble 

Lords  are  legislative  half-timers.      Not 
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A  Bishop  (in  full  canonicals)  escorting  a 
foreign  colleague  (in  rabbinical  raiment  of 
sorls)  makes  a  startling  appearance  over  the 
clock. 

enough  work  to  serve  full  round  of 
week.  So  they  make  holiday  on 
Mondays,  and  when  on  other  days  they 
sit  do  not  prolong  occasion  beyond  the 


limit  of  halt  an 
looked  in  on  his  way 
National  Liberal  Club. 
high  spirits. 


hour.     CAKBINOTON 


to 
In 


dinner    at 
fine  form, 


"  You  recognise,  TOBY,  dear  boy,"  he 


taking  care  that  it  should  not  be 
mislaid,  "  there  is  about  it  a  —  what 
shall  I  say  ?—  a  not  unhappy  mixture 
of  responsibility  and  action.  There  it 
ASQUITII  standing  at  top  of  marble 
staircase  at  the  National  Liberal  Club, 
crying  '  Havoc  !  '  I  can  almost  see 
and  hear  him.  Sort  of  remark  one 
would  make  in  the  circumstances.  Then 
down  the  staircase,  scornful  of  the  lift, 
come  the  dogs  of  war,  bounding  out  on 
to  Embankment,  to  make  short  work  of 
LAKSDOWNK,  PUINCIS  Aimiun,  and  the  rest, 
of  them." 

"  It  would  make  an  admirable  fresco,1' 
I  suggested,  "  like  those  in  corridor  be- 
tween Housts  of  Lords  and  Commons. 
Would  also  look  well  in  entrance-hall  of 
Club." 

"Ah!"  said-CAimiNGTOjr,  walking  off 
(though  I  fancy  he  was  not  displeased  at 
the  idea),  ''  that  is  not  a  matter  for  me  to 
suggest." 

Business  done.  —  Talk  of  boycotting  in 
Ireland. 

House  of  Commons,  Thursday.  — 
Across  the  troubled  scene  of  angry 
controversy  and  threats  of  Vote  of 
Censure  trips  a  figure  which  bestows 
upon  it  a  pastoral  air.  Dressed  in  rough 
homespun,  the  skirt  cut  short  enough  to 
display  the  thuk-shod  but  not  over-sized 
shoes,  with  the^glow  of  country  air  and 


life   on  her   innocent 
maiden     paces     the 


countenance,   the 
thoroughfares    of 


Clapham  and  the  Boulevards  of  Brixton. 
On 


said,  "  the  extreme  difficulty  of  giving  On   her  arm,   open   to   full  inspection, 

fresh    turn    to    prolonged    discussion.  I  is    a    basket,  in   which  repo.-.e   delicate 

We  've  had  this  naval  scars  kept  up  for '  rolls  of  fresh  butter,  half  concealed  by 

exactly   a   week.      Floods   of 

argument  and  eloquence  from 

platform     and     press     have 

drenched  it.     Must  allude  to 

it  in  speech  to-night ;  seems 

nothing  left    for  one  to  say. 

But   you    know    how    bright 

thoughts  flash  on  the  virgin 

mind.      Walking  down  here 

this  afternoon    idea   came  to 

me.     Jotted  it  down.     Don't 

mind  if  1  read  the  passage  to 

you?" 

"  On  the  contrary,  de- 
lighted." 

"  Well,  here  it  is.  It 's  the 
peroration,  don't  you  know? 
There  's  a  lot  before  I  lead  up 
to  it:  'When  the  PKIMK 
MiNiSTixt  cries  '  Havoc  ! '  to  the 
Tory  Party,  then  will  the  Na- 
tional Liberal  Club  let  slip 
the  dogs  of  war.'  That  'Jl 
fetch  'em,  don't  you  think?  " 

"  '  Fetch  'em  ?  "  I  re- 
sponded enthusiastically.  "I 
can  see  them  being  carried 
out  in  couples." 

"  Seems   to  me  "  added  his  "  Everybody  knows  the  lion,  member  fills  a  considerable  space  in 

Lordship,     carefully      folding       the  literary  world."     (laughter  and  "Hear,  hear.")—  Mr.  Speaker, 
up   the    scrap    of    paper,  and  (Mr.  Hilaire  Belloc.) 


"'Then  will  the  National  Liberal  Club  let 
slip  the  dog*  of  war.'  That'll  fetch  'ein,  don't 
you  think  ''.  " 

(Earl  Carrington,  K.G.) 

dainty  linen  wraps.    Also  there  are  eggs, 

each  one  stamped  with  yesterday's  date 

in  testimony  of  its  birthday. 

"  Where  are  you  going  to,  my  pretty 

maid  ?  " 

"  I  'm  going  to  sell  my  mother's  butter 

and   her  fresh-laid  eggV  she  answers. 

"  They  are  from  our  own  farm,  situated 

in  Battersea,  left  us  by  a  fond  father, 
carried  off  suddenly  owing  to 
a  kick  in  the  back  by  a  cow 
when  he  was  filling  a  pail  at 
the  pump." 

What  can  you  do?  Why, 
you  buy  all  the  butter  and  the 
eggs  in  the  basket,  with  diffi- 
culty carrying  them  home, 
whilst  the  little  one,  grate- 
fully smiling,  runs  off  to  the 
farm  for  a  fresh  supply. 

Such  is  the  picture  con- 
jured up  by  Celtic  fancy  for 
the  delight  of  a  sympathetic 
House.  KiumiDE  is  the  artist. 
When  with  deft  brush  he  has 
dashed  the  picture  on  the 
canvas  and  Members  are 
thinking  of  strolling  out  Clap- 
ham  way,  he  paints  it  out 
and  presents  another.  Those 
objects  looking  like  what 
DAVID  JAMES  in  Our  Boys  used 
to  call  "  pats  of  Dosset "  are 
really  margarine.  The  fresh 
eggs  come  from  the  Continent 
in  a  crate.  The  whole  thing 
is,  in  short,  a  fresh  injustice 
to  Ireland,  whose  eggs  and 
butter  are,  so  to  speak, 
whipped  out  of  the  market. 
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SIGNS    OF    THE    TIMES. 

Dejected  Caiman.  "HANSOMS  ABE  OOIKO  CHEAP  TO-NIOHT,  SIB." 


STRACHKY,  on  behalf  of  Board"  of 
Agriculture,  undertakes  to  look  into  the 
matter. 

Business  done. — Appropriation  Bill 
second  time. 


HOW   TO  DISARM   OPPOSITION. 

["  Don't  let  yourself  bo  disturl>ed  by  criti- 
cism. .  .  .  Those  who  criticise  in  the  news- 
|>;I|><TS  tire  often  one-sided  persons,  dominated 
by  prejudice.  If  1  were  to  leave  Germany  one 
day  and  go  to  the  other  end  of  the  world, 
(irniumy  wuiild  perhaps  be  surprised  and  ask 
my  pardon  fur  mnrli."  l'fjx>rt  of  conrermiliitii 
of  the  <!ermnii  Km/x'rur  in  Itciilcr's  Telcyram 
from  /(or/in,  .l/ii iv/i  2-.] 

SiMiLAn  reports  about  other  Dis- 
tinguished Persons,  though  not  yet 
to  hand,  are  hourly  anticipated  as 
follows  :  — 

Mr.  WINSTON-  CHUKOIIIU.,  addressing 
an  audience  of  Pacifists  in  the  Lecture 
Theatre  at  (larrod's  Emporium  on  Satur- 
day laM,  s:ii'l  that  for  fifteen  years  he 
had  been  impervious  to  calumny.  Still 
he  could  not  help  feeling  that  if  he  were 
to  quit  England  and  go  to  the  S.mtli 
Pole  his  enemies  might  in  time  come  to 


have  a  kindly  feeling  towards  him — if 
he  remained  there. 

Mr:  VICTOR  GRAYSON,  interviewed  in 
his  favourite  Restaurant,  said  that 
in  the  long  run  the  fatuous  and  malig- 
nant criticism  of  which  he  was  the 
object  would  recoil  on  the  heads 
of  his  blatant  and  overfed  calum- 
niators. It  was  the  privilege  of  martyrs 
to  be  misunderstood.  Even  in  the 
Colne  Valley  detraction  had  reared  its 
poisonous  crest.  If  he  were  to  quit  the 
sordid  political  arena  at  Westminster 
and  emigrate  to  Tibet,  England  would 
undoubtedly  regard  him  with  widely 
different  feeling*. 

Mr.  GEOUGE  ALEXANDER,  speaking  at 
a  political  meeting  at  the  1'addington 
Baths  on  Friday,  observed  that  he  said 
ditto  to  the  GERMAN  EMPEROR  on  the 
subject  of  criticism.  Dramatic  critics 
were  often  purblind  creatures,  and  had 
ii.i  ,-vnse  of  perspective  or  eye  for  sar- 
torial elegance,  lie  had  suffered  much 
at  their  hands,  but  he  bore  them  no 
malice.  Sometimes,  in  moments  of  de- 
pression,  he  had  thought  of  starting 
afresh  in  Alaska  or  Manchuria  or  the  ' 


Grand  Sahara.  In  the  last-named  dis- 
trict, however,  he  understood  that  the 
natives  did  not  wear  or  appreciate  the 
beauty  of  trousers.  Still  it  would  be  a 
noble  task  to  extricate  and  elevate  them 
from  this  benighted  condition.  He  felt 
certain  that  if  he  were  to  leave  England 
one  clay  and  bury  himself  in  the  pur- 
lieus of  Timbuctoo,  M.  PELISSIER  would 
be  surprised  and  Mr.  BEERDOHM  TREE 
might  shed  a  tear.  On  the  other  hand 
it  was  possible  that  be  mightn't. 

Speaking  at  an  open-air  meeting  near 
the  Great  Wheel  at  Laxey,  in  the  Isle  of 
Man,  Mr.  HALI.  CAINE  said  he  sympa- 
thised deeply  with  the  GERMAN  EMPI:I!"I:, 
whose  sentiments  expressed  his  own 
feelings  with  extraordinary  pnctMOO. 
Genius  inevitably  exasperated  the  com- 
mon herd,  and  was  often  driven  into 
exile  in  self-defence.  As  Gum*  BU& 
"Conversation  may  enrich  the  intel- 
lect, but  solitude  is  the  true  school  for 
genius,"  and  he  had  serious  thoughts  of 
putting  this  dictum  to  a  praciir 
(SmMttON.)  For  twenty  years  cer- 
tain critics  had  systematically  and  con- 
sistently belittled  his  achievements.  He 
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bad  endured  this  ordeal  with  patience 
and  in  contemptuous  silence.  But  there 
was  a  limit  in  all  things,  and  he  often 
wondered  what  England  would  think  if 
he  were  permanently  to  take  up  his  resi- 
dence in  the  Antipodes.  (Great  emotion, 
during  which  several  prominent  Manx- 
men were  removed  in  a  fainting  condi- 
tion?) At  any  rate,  he  felt  sure  that 
Mr.  HEINEMANN  would  be  surprised  and 
Mr.  A.  B.  WALKLEY  would  be  smitten 
with  remorse.  But  after  all,  Australasia 
deserved  some  return  for  her  generous 
offer  of  Dreadnoughts.  (Continued  emo- 
tion, during  ichich  the  Great  Wheel  was 
profoundly  moved.) 


AT    THE    PLAY. 

"  THE  NOBLE  SPANIARD." 
TAKE  away  from  the  women  their  Vic- 
torian costumes  (if  I  may  say  so  without 
offence)  and  withdraw  from  Mr.  HAWTRKY 
the  privilege  of  dropping  his  h's, 
and  there  would  be  little  left  in  Mr. 
MAHIHAM'S  pot-boiler  at  the  Royalty 
to  explain  his  popularity  as  a  play- 
wright. Save  for  one  novel  fea- 
ture, The  Noble  Spaniard  belongs  to 
the  hallowed  category  of  Palais-Royal 
farces,  duly  bowdlerised  for  British  con- 
sumption. The  novelty  is  provided  by 
Mr.  HAWTUEY  in  the  title  role.  For  once 


KENTISH  FIRE-LIGHTS. 

(By  Tiberius  Mndd.) 

THE  statement  that  the  MS. 
of  the  first  volume  of  Mr.  DE 
MORGAN'S  new  novel  runs  to 
180,000  words  has  excited  some 
singularly  irrelevant  comment  in 
certain  quarters.  Perfect  conden- 
sation no 'doubt  is  a  good  thing, 
but  it  is 'not  within  the  power  of 
everybody  to  compass  it.  For 
however  short  we  may  be,  there 
will  always  be  one  Shorter. 

A  strange  but  unconfirmed  ru- 
mour is  going  the  round  of  Fleet 
Street  tbafMr.  THOMAS  WRIGHT  is 
engaged',  on  a  Biography  of  Dr. 
ROBERTSON  NICOLL.  On  hearing 
this  a  witty  member  of  the  Omar 
Khayyam  Club  observed  that  he 
supposed  the  illustrations  would 
be  Nicoll-plated. 

A  correspondent  writes  to  point 
out  the  .'remarkable  coincidence 
that  both  parts  of  Mr.  MORLEY 
ROBERTS'S  name  are  now  borne  by 
peers.  In  this  context  I  may  point 


to  catch  the  bouquet  whose  discharge 
from  the  window  was  to  be  the  signal  for 
flight.  During  these  regrettable  dis- 
tractions we  mainly  relied  for  our  fun 
on  Miss  FANNY  BROUGH  ;  and,  indeed,  her 
characteristic  humour  of  voice  and 
face,  the  familiar  eloquence  of  her  hands, 
the  unfamiliar  motions  she  imparted  to 
crinoline  and  flounce,  were  a  pure  joy. 

For  the  reit,  it  was  rather  dull  and 
obvious  work.  The  dialogue,  especially 
of  the  women,  was  often  thin  to  the 
point  of  emaciation,  and  when  there 
was  good  stuff  in  it,  it  was  generally 
confined  to  one  side,  while  the  other 
had  to  be  content  with  trivial  interjec- 
tions. That  intelligent  actress, 
Miss  KATE  CUTLEU,  was  not  very 
happily  suited  in  the  part  of  a 
merry  widow  who  appeared  to 
appreciate  very  heartily  —  even 
perhaps  above  its  actual  merit — 
the  humour  of  the  situations  in 
which  she  found  herself,  but  was 
allowed  to  contribute  very  little  of 
her  own.  Mr.  LYALL  SWETE,  who 
was  got  up  after  the  similitude  of 
THACKERAY,  has  also  bad  more 
likely  parts  to 'play.  For  all  his 
profound  knowledge  of  stage 
technique,  I  seemed- to  trace  a 
touch  of  the  amateur  in  his  acting. 
Of  the  others,  Mr.  LEON  LION 
seized  what  little  chance  he  had  in 
the  last  Act. 

Altogether,  a  rather  negligible 
play,  and  not  very  worthy  of  Mr. 
MAUGHAM'S  reputation.  But  this 
should  not  prevent  its  being  a 
popular  success.  0.  S. 


Isidy  Pi-oiidjoot  (Miss  Fanny  Brough)  cherishes  the 
illusory  hope  that  the  Duke  of  Hermanos  (Mr.  Hawtrey) 
has  designs  on  her  virtue. 


out  that  Jimbo,  Mr.  ALGERNON  BLACK- 
WOOD'S  new  book,  has  not  an  elephant 
for  its  hero. 


Mr.  WILLIAM  HEINEMANN  has  just  re- 
turned from  a  journey  in  India.  Mr. 
JOHN  LONG,  on  the  other  hand,  always 
travels  in  Wales. 


BRONTE,  as  my  readers  are  doubtless 
well  aware,  is  the  Greek  for  "  thunder." 
It  is  pleasant  to  know  that  in  view  of 
his  employing  a  tonitruophone  in  the 
of  his  new  symphony,  M.  PADE- 
[  has  been  elected  an  honorary 
member  of  the  Wuthering  Asina_>um. 


Ecore 

HEWSKI 


More  Commercial  Candour. 

From  an  advertisement  circulated  in 
Ceylon  :  — • 

"  Once  your  kind  inspection  solicited  for  a 
trial,  and  then  our  execution  will  be  agreeable." 


he  plays  something  approaching  to  a 
character  part ;  be  has  almost  to  be 
somebody  else  than  himself;  he  has 
even  to  borrow  a  voice.  Towards  this 
loan  I  fancied  at  times  that  Mr.  TREE 
had  contributed  a  trifle. 

Grandees  of  Spain  are  so  rarely 
accessible  to  alien  observation  and  so 
seldom  may  be  studied  in  the  pursuit  of 
British  widows  at  watering-places  in  the 
Pas-de-Calais,  that  I  must  credit  Mr. 
his  Duke  of 
head.  It  was 


Tlie  Daily  Telegraph  announces 
that  at  the  banquet  of  welcome  to 
be  offered  to  the  Colonial  journal- 
ists on  the  5th  of  June,  "  the 
Earl  of  Rosebery  will  propose 

the  one  speech  of  the  evening."    Yes, 

but  who  will  make  it  ? 


HAWTREY   with    evolving 
Ilcrmanos  out  of  his  own 


a  delightful  creation,  and  he  kept  it  up 
with  admirable  consistency  and  restraint. 
So  long  as  he  was  on  the  stage  all  went 
pretty  well ;  but  he  couldn't  be  there 
permanently.  He  had  to  be  busy 
elsewhere,  hunting  for  imaginary  hus- 
bands or  unlegalised  rivals  ;  purchasing 
weapons  for  their  destruction  ;  collecting 
post-horses  for  the  purpose  of  an  elope- 
ment ;  waiting  outside  on  the  sea  front 


"  The  writer  is  not  quite  right  in  sympa- 
thising with  the  small  butcher,  liecause  he  can, 
and  does,  rule  the  roast  whenever  he  chooses 
to  exercise  his  power." 

In  these  words  a  correspondent  in  the 
Glasgow  Herald  gets  the  butcher's  cham- 
pion neatly  in  the  best  end  of  the  neck. 


Maxims  for  the  Forces. 

"  The  ex-sergeant-major  of  the  Scots  Greys 
evidently  believes  in  the  maxim  '  Mens  sana  in 
corpora  sana.'" — Dundee  Evening  Teleyrapli. 

Which  he  should  translate  as  "  A  healthy 
mind  in  a  healthy  corporal." 

"  The  programme  opened  with  selections  by 
the  school  orchestra,  Mr.  E.  A.  E.  Lambert 
wielding  the  bacon." — lict/ord  Times. 

This   nrnst    be    the    prize   flitch    from 
Dunmow. 
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( i.\CE  BITTEN. 
A  a  title-  tn  Nature  in  Spring,  by  a  Former  Victim. 

\\iii,;.  you  deceitful  charmer, 
Bidding  long-haired  poets  roam 

i  Tliis  annoys  the  local  fanner) 
O'er  the  incense-breathing  loam  ; 

Let  me  tell  you  how  your  footling 

('onduct  has  deterred  from  tootling 
•  One  who  sits  in  motley  armour, 
Writing  doggtrcl  at  home. 

j  Long  ago,  when  early  spring-tide 

Came  to  glad  the  woods  and  hills, 
Tighter  was  my  tuneful  string  tied, 
Throbbing  with  melodious  thrills  ; 
I  would  take  excursion  tickets 
Just  to  watch  your  blooming  thickets, 
Hoping  (if  they  weren't  extinct)  I'd 
Sre  some  Naiads  near  the  rills. 

What  occurred  ?     I  wore  a  trim  bow 
(Meant  to  match  the  boughs)  of  green  ; 

Lightly  elad,  with  arms  akimbo, 
Felt  a  oneness  with  the  scene  ; — 

Then  there  came  a  sleety  blizzard, 

Froze  the  stanzas  in  my  gizzard, 

And  I  cast  them  to  the  limbo 

Of  the  odes  that  might  have  been. 

Even  now,  when  dusk  embraces, 

Like  a  pall  of  fragrant  soot, 
Hollow  glens  and  open  spaces, 
I  should  like  to  go  and  put 
Mine  amongst  the  lips  that  Hatter 
Faun  and  nymph  and  hoofed  satyr, 
Were  it  not  that  grassy  places 
Get  so  dampish  underfoot. 

Dryads  might  behold  me  gaping 

Through  the  boughs  —my  bowler  off  ; 
1'an  himself,  a  herdsman  aping, 

Whistle  from  some  water-trough  : 
Who  can  say?     But,  if  the  night  dew 
Caught  me  coining  home  (and  quite  due), 
Nothing  could  prevent  my  shaping 
For  a  nasty  spell  of  cough. 

Therefore  if  my  pipe  be  scrannel, 

If  my  music  fails  (o  fill 
Forest  grove  and  river  channel, 

Nature,  do  not  take  it  ill  : 
Think  with  how  sublime  (if  vague)  an 
Ardour  to  be  dubbed  a  pagan, 
Long  ago,  in  lightish  flannel, 

I  sustained  a  heavy  chill. 


Boat  Race  Notes. 

It  is  understood  that  this  year,  in 
order  to  avoid  any  possible  misconstruc- 
tion of  his  action,  the  KAISI -it  will  wire 
his  congratulations  to  the  winning  crew 
through,  the  medium  of  Sir  KIAVAKD 
GREY. 

The  Old  Lady  who  was  told  last  year 
that,  she  could  see  the  race  "  from  the 
bank  "  is  not  likely  to  repeat  the  expe- 
riment. She  took  up  a  strong  position 
in  Threadneedle  Street,  but  saw  practi- 
cally nothing  of  the  race. 


\itraf.  "  Xow  THEN,  MAM  KK  GEORGE  !    JUST  TOO  GIVE  OVER,  PLEASE. 

GET   SOMETHING  DREADFUL   FOR   DEIXG  8DCH   A   NAUGHTY   BOT." 


Yon  SEE  IT  YOC  DON'T 


{Old  gentleman  <i<  oilier  end  of  gent  turn"  round). 
X«»w.  ••THERE!  WHAT  DID  I  TELL  YOU?    SERVES  YOU  RIGHT!" 


A  FLIRTATION  IN  TRIOLETS, 
i. 

HER  eyes  grow  so  kind 

As  we  sit  out  the  dance 
That  I've  more  than  a  mind — 
Her  eyes  grow  so  kind  ! — 
Just  to  risk  it,  and  find 

If  for  my  sake,  percham •<•, 
Her  eyes  grow  so  kind 
As  we  sit  out  the  dance. 

n. 

She  tells  me  to  go, 

But  her  eyes  bid  me  stay. 
Shall  I  linger,  although 
She  tells  me  to  go  ''. 
Her  fui-e  is  aglow, 

And,  half-turning  away, 


She  tells  me  to  go, 

But  her  eyes  bid  me  stay. 

in. 
As  I  knew,  more  or  less, 

She  was  only  a  flirt. 
She  enjoyed  my  distress, 
As  I  knew,  more  or  less. 
But  I'm  bound  to  confess 

That  I  cannot  feel  hurt, 
As  I  knew,  more  or  less, 

She  was  only  a  flirt. 

''Loet,  Tuesday  L'.'Jrd  inst.,  dark  brown  cars, 
dropped." 

An  advertisement  in  '/'/«.'  Ki-fniwj  \~eu-i, 
which  the  sub-editor  with  contemptible 
pusillanimity  puts  under  the  heading, 
"  Too  late  for  classification.''  He  might 
at  It  ast  have  had  a  shot. 
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OUR    BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By   Mr.   Punch's  Staff  of  Learned   Clerks.) 

IN  presenting  Glimpses  of  the  Twenties  (CoNSTABLf),  Mr. 
TOYNHEE  does  not  attempt  to  elucidate  them  by  comment. 
That  is  wise,  since  the  bare  record  of  historic  facts  suffices 
to  enable  the  modern  reader  to  realise  something  of  the 
actuality  of  these  good  old  times.  The  period  dealt  with 
follows  the  course  of  the  reign  of  the  last  and  worst  of  the 
GEORGES.  It  is  illumined  with  some  great  names,  as  CANNING, 
WELLINGTON,  BROUGHAM,  ELDON,  ROHERT  PEEL,  PALMEHSTON  and 
I'ITT.  But  for  the  most  part — public  and  social  life  being 
tainted  at  the  fountain  head — the  dramatis  j.ersonae  are  a 
sorry  lot.  The  man  behind  the  throne  —really  a  decent  person 
as  times  went— was  the  KING'S 
doctor,  Sir  WILLIAM  KNIGHTON. 
When  GEORGE  IV.  was  de- 
tected in  the  habit  of  holding 
secret  intercourse  with  foreign 
envoys,  CANNING,  at  the  time 
Foreign  Secretary,  put  his  foot 
down.  The  thwarted  KING 
sent  his  medical  man  to  talk 
him  over,  a  fruitless  endeavour 
that  occupied  three  hours. 
One  familiar  with  the  habits 
and  position  of  statesmen  of 
to-day  reads  with  amaze- 
ment of  the  abject  bearing 
usually  assumed  by  CANNING 
towards  such  a  man  as  GEORGE 
IV.  Even  the  Duke  of  WEL- 
LINGTON bowed  his  stately 
figure,  which  usually  sug- 
gested a  ramrod  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood of  the  spine,  in  the 
closet  of  a  sovereign  whose 
familiar  instruments  were 
the  ex-accoucheur  KNIGHTON, 
MACMAHON,  a  former  kitchen 
boy,  and  one  BIXWMFIELD,  who 
literally  fiddled  his  way  into 
royal  favour.  The  book  casts 
a  lurid  light  on  a  period  of 
British  history  when  the  Em- 
pire was  in  the  making. 


The  A.'?m//i/'w  Ilorttc  (after  a   Inixi 
dam»el«,  and  various  oilier  exploits). 

TO    IX)    NOW  !  " 


1  Irave  a  bone  (or,  if  he 
prefers  it,  a  reed)  to  pick 
with  the  author  of  Si/rinr 
(HEINEMANN).  On  page  4,  MR. 
LAURENCE  NOKPH'S  heroine,  whose  name  is  Aspasia,  starts 
quoting  SAPPHO  aloud  in  the  summer  dusk,  and  this  mental  exer- 
cise she  repeats  at  intervals  during  the  book.  On  page  5,  a 
gentleman  leaning  over  a  gate  embowered  with  roses  compli- 
ments her  on  using  the  original  Greek,  and  she  responds : 
"  There  are  no  possible  translations."  After  this  contemptu- 
ous pedantry  on  the  part  of  Minx  Herricfi  (that  was  Ageusia's 
other  significant  name),  I  think  it  rather  noticeable  that  all 
the  Sipphics  printed  in  this  volume  are  in  English.  As  for 
the  plot,  it  may  be  called  daring.  Axpnsia  is  apparently  un- 
decided throughout  the  earlier  part  of  the  story  as  to  whether 
she  should  marry  Robert  Akenside,  a  pedantic  Oxford 
don  (she  was  at  Lady  Margaret's  Hall  herself),  or  throw  all 
convention  to  the  winds  and  attempt  to  live  up  to  her  pagan 
name.  She  "  sits  "  for  iS'i/ciii;r  to  a  sculptor  of  no  morals  but 
great  genius,  and  finally,  after  an  affair  with  Maurice 
fjileJtam,  a  young  painter,  marries  an  Italian  professor 
of  sixty,  who,  it  is  to  be  presumed,  will  allow  her  the 


eponymous  liberty  she  desires.  Whether,  after  this,  young 
ladies  should  still  be  permitted  to  pursue  the  Bacchanal 
course  of  Honour  Moderations  at  Oxford,  must  be  left  to  the 
heads  of  their  colleges  to  decide. 

The  Alternatirc  (HuTCiiiNSON)  deals  with  a  problem 
nearly  as  old  as  the  dilemma  which  troubled  the  prince 
of  doubters.  To  be  wed  or  not  to  be  wed,  whether 
'tis  wiser  in  a  girl  to  suffer  the  slings  and  arrows  of 
an  outrageous  mother's  tongue,  or,  in  the  arms  of  a  man 
with  a  past  whom  she  only  tolerates,  to  set  sail  on  the 
perilous  seas  of  matrimony — that,  for  poor  Kate  Ifcriot,  was 
the  question.  She  ought  to  have  been  the  happy  wife  of  her 
cousin  and  boy-lover,  Kit  Lyel.  But  he  went  away  to  seek 
his  fortune,  and  never  told  his  love,  except  in  a  letter  which 

Kate's  mother  took  good  care 
should  not  reach  her.  So  she 
married  the  other  man,  and 
lived  unhappily  ever  after,  the 
victim  of  a  long  tragedy  of 
lies.  To  help  her  to  be  loyal 
to  her  marriage- vow,  Kit,  on 
his  return, lied — magnificently 
— about  the  purloined  letter. 
To  free  herself  from  her  hus- 
band, when  his  passing  fancy 
had  turned  to  abiding  hatred, 
she  falsely  pleaded  guilty  to 
infidelity  with  her  cousin,  who 
had  died  in  her  arms.  To 
gain  his  private  ends  her  hus- 
band pretended  not  to  believe 
her  self-accusation,  and  then 
for  the  rest  of  her  life  acted 
towards  her  a  daily  and  hourly 
lie  of  jealous  revenge.  And 
as  for  the  mother,  she  was  a 
liar  from  the  beginning  to 
the  end,  with  no  particular 
motive  but  vulgar  spite. 
Lastly,  I  myself  was  sorely 
tempted  to — -well,  to  a  xup- 
prcssio  veri,  for  fear  of  deter- 
ring possible  readers  of  Mrs. 
A.  F.  SLADE'S  powerful  and 
moving  story  by  seeming  to 
paint  it  in  too  gloomy  colours, 
but  I  have  refrained.  Yet, 
sad  as  the  book  is,  it  is  hu- 
manly and  artistically  de- 
lightful. Its  people  and  the 
things  they  do  and  the  lies 


daij  HjM'nt   tit   liherating  distressed 
"  I  WONHEU  WHAT  THE  ---  FOOL'S 


they  tell  are  so  very  true  to  life. 


One  does  not  usually  search  for  mystery  in  a  suburban 
back-garden.  The  only  kind  I  have  ever  seen,  when  snatch- 
ing a  hinder  view  of  other  people's  houses  from  a  passing 
train,  have  been  the  ghostly  mysteries  of  human  garments  or 
household  linen  distorted  into  unfamiliar  shapes  upon  a 
clothes-line.  But  Mr.  EDGAR  JEPSON  flies  higher  than  the 
prosaic  pillow-case  or  pyjamas  ;  nothing  less  than  a  san- 
guinary altar  and  full  sacrificial  rites,  with  real  human 
blood  and  rogues  rampant,  will  satisfy  him  in  The  Mystery 
of  the  Myrtles  (HUTCHINSON).  Nor,  I  admit,  when  once 
engrossed  in  the  story,  would  anything  less  have  satisfied 
me.  I  forgot  its  wild  improbability,  and  forgave  even  the 
weak  love-scenes,  in  the  comfortable  conviction  that,  after 
all,  Tooting  might  possess  its  Thugs  and  Brixton  its  head- 
hunting Borneans.  On  the  whole,  the  best  sensational 
novel  I  have  happened  on  for  a  long  while. 
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'•  Wi:  Hermans,"  says  Chancellor 
Bi'uow,  "desire  to  create  our  naval 
iirniaiucnts  solely  for  the  protection  of 
our  coasts  and  our  trade."  Well 
perhaps,  if  Tariff  Reform  comes,  there 
will  he  loss  trade  for  them  to  protect, 

and  then  the  matter  will  right  itself. 

*  * 

Dr.  MACNAMAUA  wishes  us,  please,  to 
remember  "that  the  defence  of  his 
country  is  just  as  dear  to  the  Radical 
as  to  the  Tory."  Quite  so,  but  perhaps 
the  Tory  is  not  quite  so  frightened  of 
its  dearness. 

V 

The  General  Couneil  of  the  Bar  is 
asking  for  additional 
High  Court  Judges. 
The  Governmeut,  how- 
ever, cannot  spare  the 
money,  and  an  appeal 
may  have  to  be  made 

to  the  Colonies. 

*  * 

"Authors  earn  good 
money — if  they  are  good 
authors,"  remarked 
Judge  EDGE  last  week. 
Our  sad  experience  is 
that  it  is  the  bad  authors 
whose  books  sell  best. 

v. 

A  forthcoming  pub- 
lication, entitled  The 
Cat  in  History,  Legend, 
ntid  Art,  is  announced. 
Will  it,  asks  a  vulgar 
anti-Suffragette,  contain 
a  chapter  on  "  The  Cat 

in  Polities  "  V 

*  * 
* 

It  looks  as  if  Musical 

Comedy   can    make    as 
many  widows  as  brides. 

Miss     EMMY     WKIII.KN, 

who     made     her     bow 

last  week,  is  the  sixth 

"Merry    Widow"    who    has    appeared 

at  Daly's  Theatre. 

Yet  another  new  dancer!  The  latest 
arrival  threatens  to  improve  on  those 
who  came  before.  She  dances,  we  are 
told,  on  a  darkened  stage,  "  in  a  little 
patch  of  lime-light."  Only  this,  and 
nothing  more  ? 

"  The  lower  limb  below  the  knee  is 
beautiful,"  .says  '/'//<•  Tailor  and  Culler, 
"  and  why  men  should  be  ashamed  of 
it  is  past  our  comprehension."  This 
sweeping  innuendo  against,  our  sex  will 
not  bear  looking  into.  Have  Bishops, 
for  instance,  any  more  false  shame  than 

Ballet  I! iris? 

*  * 

''London  water  has  improved  im- 
1111  n-ely  since  the  companies  handed  it 


over  to  the  Metropolitan  Water  Board," 
reports  Dr.  BEATON.  And  yet  we  have 
heard  complaints  that  it  now  lacks  body, 
and  is  therefore  not  so  sustaining  ns  it 
used  to  be  before  its  quality  was  changed. 

Now  that  an  aunt  has  been  sent  to 
prison  for  cruelty  to  her  niece,  the 
N.S.P.C.C.  is  being  urged  by  a  large 
number  of  nephews  to  take  proceedings 
against  a  large  number  of  uncles  for 
callous  neglect  of  their  duty  in  regard 
to  tips. 

While  proceeding  to  a  fire  last  week, 
a  couple  of  fire-brigade  horses  dashed 
into  the  window  of  a  chemist's  shop  in 
the  City.  It  is  thought  that  the  intelli- 


"  For  the  women  of  all  oountri> 
theatre     sets     the     fashion,"     says     Thr 
Express.     The  Bee  hive  Hat,  we  guess, 
originated  at  the  Opera  Comique. 


*  * 


The  individual  who  was  charged  with 
shop-lifting  at  Selfridge's  the  other  day 
is  of  the  opinion  that  the  Ideal  Stores 
have  not  yet  made  their  appearance  in 
spite  of  statements  to  the  contrary. 


Silt.   ITXl'If.s  SfKclAt,  MOTOK-CA.RS. 
IV. -Fon  UECRUITINO  OFFICERS. 


QUESTIONS  OF  HEALTH. 

The  Lancet,  we  observe,  has  discovered 
that  honeysuckle  (like  the  bee)  is  some- 
times poisonous.  A  correspondent,  who 
assumes  the  original  name  of ''Pater- 
familias," has  noticed  it  too,  and  has 
sent  as  an  indignant 
letter  on  the  subject  of 
The  Zxmcet'«discoveries. 
"This  journal,"  he  says, 
"  keeps  on  dribbling  out 
its  alarming  facts  ;  has 
not  the  time  come  for 
the  nation  to  rise  and 
demand  a  full  and  imme- 
diate statement  of  the 
whole  truth?" 

Our  correspondent 
proceeds  to  put  a  num 
ber  of  "  plain,  blunt 
questions "  to  The 
Lancet.  Unfortunately 
we  are  rather  crowded 
this  week,  and  have  not 
seen  our  way  to  give 
the  seven- and -a -hall 
columns  that  they  would 
occupy.  But  we  select 
a  few  questions  in  which 
we  also  are  interested, 
and  we  wait  for  a 
reply  :— 

Does      cocoa      cause 
cancer? 

Is  tobacco  all  that  it 
has  not    yet   been   de- 


claredtobe? 


gent  beasts  realised  that  they  would  get 
remedies  there  for  the  cuts  caused  by 
the  broken  glass. 

The  gentleman  who  wrote  to  The 
Observer  the  other  day  to  point  out  that 
Tariff  Reform  would  benefit  British 
artists,  should  really  not  have  referred  to 
us  as  being  at  present  "  the  artless 
prey  "  of  others. 

\M\y  PENDER,  speaking  at  the  annual 
meeting  of  the  Battersea  Home,  sug- 
ge.-teil  the  imposition  of  a  small  tax  on 
puppies  "  as  soon  as  tl  eir  eyes  are  open." 
As  this,  however,  would  mvissitate  an 
Inland  Revenue  official  \\ateliing  over 
the  cradle  of  every  puppy  in  the  king- 
dom, we  fear  that  the  Government  will 
say  that  the  proposal  is  impracticable 
on  the  ground  of  expense. 


Is  wool  the  worst  thing  to  wear  next 
the  skin  ? 

Does  ozone  cause  pulmonary  disease  ? 

Is  bread-and-milk  explosive  ? 

Is  the  daily  newspaper  a  source  of 
contagious  and  infectious  disease?  and 
ought  we  only  to  read  it  in  gloves  and  a 
respirator  ? 

Is  it  really  as  beneficial  to  burn  coal 
as  to  swallow  it  ? 

Does  a  vegetarian  diet,  after  all,  foster 
the  military  spirit? 


A  case  for  the  Scottish  Temperance 
League : — 

"  At  a  conference  of  delegates  of  the  Scottish 
Miners'  Federation  in  Glasgow  yesterday,  it 
was  decided  to  hold  a  BStioOM  demonstra- 
tiuii  at  .Stirling  on  July  2  to  colebrat-  the 
inanimation  of  the  tight-hour-'  day."  - 
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FORTUNE   AND   FOLLY. 

[The  author  of  the  following  Great  Thoughts  on  Gambling,  written  in 
imitation  of  Lord  AVEIHTRV'S  latest  work,  Peace  and  Happiness,  admits 
that  he  has  done  this  kind  of  thing  before;  but  then  so  lias  Lord 
AvF.BUUY.  The  exigences  of  space  demand  that  his  name  should  b-- 
written  thus,  tout  court,  without  the  modest  list  of  fifty  degrees  and 
distinctions  which  appear  on  the  title-page  of  his  book.]  ,  • ' ' 

THE  love  of  money  has  been  described  by  a  Christian 
writer  as  "  the  root  of  all  evil,"  and  the  Pagan  poet,  OVID, 
gave  it  as  his  opinion  that  riches  were  "  irritnmenta 
malorum"  '  In  more  recent  times  the  following  apostrophe 
was  addressed  to  wealth  : — 

"  Honey,  thou  bane  of  bliss,  and  source  of  woe  ;  "2 

and  another  poet  recognised  a  truth  which  is  DOW  almost 
universally  accepted  when  he  said  that 

"  Riches  cannot  rescue  from  the  grave, 
Which  claims  alike  the  monarch  and  the  slave."3 

On  the  other  hand,  many  authorities  have  regarded  wealth 
as  a  blessing,  even  though  in  disguise.  OLIVER  GOLPSMITH 
made  the  observation  that 

"  Wealth  imparts 
Convenience,  plenty,  elegance  and  arts." 

And  the  author  of  Don  Quixote  4  wrote : — 

"  El  mejor  cimiento  en  el  niundo  es  el  dinero."  5 

"  Money  is  the  man,"  was  the  saying  of  PINDAR  (the  original 
being  in  Greek) ;  and  an  English  writer  went  so  far  as  to 
assert  that  "  Money  makes  the  mare  to  trot,"  6  thus  contend- 
ing that  the  benefits  of  wealth  are  not  confined  to  the  human 
race. 

Much  depends  upon  how  you  come  by  your  wealth. 
HORACE  gave  this  advice :  "  Make  money ;  honestly,  if  you 
can  ;  but  make  it  somehow."  This  was,  of  course,  satirical. 

One  of  the  best  ways  of  making  money  is  by  the  honest 
sweat  of  the  band  or  brow.  Thus  obtained,  it  is  less  liable 
to  be  thrown  away  carelessly.  Many  rich  men  who  began 
as  labourers  will  agree  with  Romeo  when  he  said  that 
"parting  is  such  sweet  sorrow."7 

One  of  the  worst  ways  of  making  money  is  by  gambling. 
The  Dutch  have  a  proverb,  "  Ligt  geltomen,  ligt  gegaan,"* 
of  which  the  converse  does  not  seem  to  be  equally  true. 

There  is  a  very  beautiful  spot,  called  Monte  Carlo,  situated 
on  the  Mediterranean  Sea,  where 

"  Every  prospect  pleases 
And  only  man  is  vile."  ' 

People  have  been  known  to  visit  this  watering-place  for 
the  purpose  of  gambling  against  the  "bank."  "Bank"  is 
perhaps  a  misleading  term.  "I  know  a  bank"  '"  called 
ROBAUTS,  LUBBOCK  &  Co.,  and  I  am  the  head  of  it,  but  we  are 
in  no  way  associated  with  the  management  of  the  "  bank  " 
at  Monte  Carlo. 

HORACE  speaks,  in  one  of  his  Latin  Odes,  of  country-folk 
reclining  on  a  "  shady  bank  (ttmlirosa  ripa)."  I  should  hesitate 
to  apply  this  invidious  epithet  to  the  bank  at  Monte  Carlo. 
I  am  told  that  here,  as  in  other  haunts  of  vice,  honesty  is 
found  to  be  "  the  best  policy."  ' 

At  the  same  time,  if  there  were  no  folly  in  the  world  to 
take  advantage  of,  the  "occupation"  of  the  bank,  like 
Othello's,  would  be  "gone."  "  "A  fool  and  his  money  be 
soon  at  debate."  '  And  GAY  remarked  : 

"  Could  fools  to  keep  their  own  contrive, 
On  what,  on  whom,  could  gamesters  thrive  ?  " 

Strangely  enough,  perfect  propriety  reigns  in  the  gambling- 
room  of  the  Casino,  as  it  is  called.  It  is  in  a  work  entitled 

'  Incentives  to  evil.  -  George  Herbert.  3  Dryden.  4  Cervantes. 
5  The  best  foundation  in  the  world  is  wealth.  6  Wolcott.  •  Sliakspeare. 
s  Lightly  roine,  lightly  gone.  a  Bishop  Heber.  10  Shakspeare,  Mid- 
summer  Kight'x  Dream.  "  British  proverb.  a  Sliakspeare.  "Thomas 
Tusser. 


Tom  Jones,  which  I  cannot  recommend  to  the  young  of  either 
sex,  that  we  read:  "Nor  will  Virtue  herself  look  beautiful 
unless  she  be  bedecked  with  the  outward  ornaments  of 
decency  and  decorum."  "  And  this  would  appear  to  be 
also  true  of  certain  forms  of  vice. 

Chance  is  perhaps  the  chief  element  in  gambling,  and 
many  consider  that  the  leading  characteristic  of  chance  is  its 
uncertainty.  '1  lie  author  of  Paradise  Lout  grasped  this  fact 
when  he  spoke  of  chance  as  being  "  fickle."  i5  Yet  there 
are  some  who  rely  upon  its  promises.  The  philosopher 
E.MPEDOCI.ES,  only  a  few  minutes  before  he  lost  everything, 
except  one  slipper,  in  the  crater  of  Etna,  is  said  to  have 
observed : 

"  We  lean  upon  the  thought 
That  chance  will  bring  us  through."  '•* 

The  futility  of  this  belief  has  been  well  eliminated  by  Sir 
IIniAM  MAXIM,  and  I  hardly  doubt  but  what  his  views  are 
shared  by  his  friend,  Mr.  V'ICKERS,  though  the  latter  has  not 
actually  given  them  expression  in  print — not  to  my  knowledge. 

Admittedly  there  is  no  fixed  principle  about  the  movements 
of  chance.  "  Forluna  meliores  sequititr"  l;  was  the  theory  of 
SAixrsr,  and  there  is  a  common  belief  that  "fortune  favours 
the  brave." '  But  there  is  also  a  proverb  to  the  effect  that 
"  Fortuna  favet  fatuis."}  Anyhow,  one  need  never  run 
short  of  quotations  to  suit  all  cases. 

SIR  THOMAS  OVERBURY,  who  flourished  in  the  10th  century, 
spoke  of  "the  giddy  wheel  of  fortune."  The  phrase  is 
peculiarly  adapted  to  the  game  known  as  roulette,  where  a 
rotatory  motion  is  given  to  the  instrument  of  chance.  Xo 
one  can  with  any  exactitude  foretell  what  number  will  fall. 
Ron/  O'More  recommended  impair,  meaning  the  odd 
numbers. 

"  There 's  luck  in  odd  numbers,  says  Rory  O'More."  * 

But  according  to  the  expert,  Mr.  VICTOR  BETHEL,  the  even 
numbers  occur  quite  as  often. 

Many  prefer  to  put  their  money  on  zero,  which  is  neither 
odd  nor  even,  but  equivalent  to  naught  (0).  Here  they  have 
the  support  of  the  brothers  JAMES  and  HORACE  SMITH,  who 
wrote : 

"Thinking  is  but  an  idli'  waste  of  thought, 
And  naught  is  everything,  anil  everything  is  naught."-1 

()u  the  other  hand  the  Latins  had  a  proverb:  " EJH  nilillo 
nihilfit."* 

There  is  one  consoling  thought  to  which  ISAAK  WALTON 
gave  utterance  when  he  said:  "No  man  can  lose  what  he 
never  had."  This  is  nearly  always  true,  and  especially 
applies  to  gambling  where  the  bank  refuses  to  accept  your 
I.O.U.  or  promissory  note.  Yet  to  lose  all  the  cash  that 
you  have  about  you  is  sometimes  more  than  enough. 

Over  the  door  of  Hell  the  Italian  poet,  DANTE,  saw  written 
the  words  :  "  Laaciatc.  ogni  spcmnza,  voi  eh'  entnite."  a  Over 
the  door  of  the  Salle  du  Jeu24  we  might  well  affix  the 
striking  phrase  of  MOXTAIGXE  :  "  T^e  jeu  nc  rault  pax  la, 
chandelier  25  0.  S. 

14  Henry  Fielding.  15  Milton.  lc  Matthew  Arnold.  ''  Fortune  backs 
up  the  better  class  of  man.  ls  British  proverb.  "  Fortune  sides  with 
fools.  *  Samuel  Lover.  21  Rejected  Addresses.  rl  You  can't  make  any- 
thing out  of  zero.  23  Abandon  all  hope,  oil  ye  who  enter.  -'  ( !a  in  ing- 
room  .  25  The  gair.e  is  not  worth  the  caudle. 


Military  Tactics. 

"  The  Lieut.-General  Commanding  the  Division  considers  that  the 
destruction  of  the  Borer  beetle  is  so  very  important  that  he  asks 
everyone  to  assist  in  exterminating  them.  They  can  lie  easily  found 
on  the  trunks  of  trees  at  night  time  and  can  be  killed  by  knocking 
them  on  the  head  with  a  stick." 

Another  way  is  to  shave  their  heads  and  let  them  stay  out 
in  the  chill  night  air  till  they  catch  their  deaths  of  cold. 
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ON    THE    SAFE    SIDE. 

ASQUITH  (watdimtin.)  "ALL'S    WELL." 

Joim  Hi  i.,..  ".SO    YOU    SAY.     ALL    THK    SAME,    I    THINK    I    SHALL    SIT    IT    FUR    A    BIT." 
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THE    ELECTRIFIED    UNDERGROUND. 

"WHICH  DO  yoo  PBEFER,  AUNTIE— FACING  OB  BACK?" 

"  WEU,,  YOU  SEE,  THERE'S  NO  ENGINE  ON  THIS  TRAIN,  so  IT  DOESN'T  VERT  MUCH  MATTER." 


TIPS    FOR    OUR    TOTS: 

OR,  How  TO  CURE  HARMFUL  HABITS. 

THE  imperfect  physique  of  tlie  present 
generation  Las  long  excited  the  anxious 
attention  of  educational  experts.  As 
prevention  is  notoriously  better  th.  n 
cure,  it  is  well  that  parents  should 
always  be  on  the  watch  for  those  care- 
lessly acquir.  d  habits  which,  if  not 
checked  in  childhood,  are  only  too  apt 
to  mar  (lie  mellowness  of  maturity. 

A  great  writer  in  one  of  our  most 
strident  contemporaries  has  recently  laid 
stress  on  tlie  deadly  results  of  over-indul- 
gence in  the  hammock  and  the  eetf- 
chair.  NKUBON,  R.OHNEY,  and  HLAKK  never 
slept  in  hammocks  except  under  com- 
pulsion, and  HANNIBAL,  AI,KX\M>I;U  THE 
GREAT,  and  JULIUS  C/KSAR  never  included 
armchairs  in  their  camp  equipage. 

But  there  are  other  habits  equally 
deleterious  in  their  effect  on  the  stamina 
of  our  tots,  titled  and  otherwise.  Long- 
distance running,  for  example,  in  tlie 
case  of  children  under  ten,  is  distinctly 
to  be  deprecated.  Lord  DESBOBOUOH 
never  ran  a  ihree-mile  race  before  he 
went  up  to  Oxford,  and  to  this  fact 
must  be  attributed  his  splendid  mastery 
of  tlie  qu'  stion  of  bimetallism. 


A  similar  warning  needs  to  be  ex- 
tended to  those  injudicious  parents  who 
encourage  their  children  to  indulge  in 
motor-bicycling  as  an  alternative  to  exer- 
cise in  perambulators.  Lord  WEMVSS, 
wiih  a  restraint  that  cannot  be  too 
highly  commended,  never  mounted  a 
motor-bicycle  until  his  eightieth  birth- 
day. 

Another  question  of  vital  and  insistent 
urgency  is  this :  Ought  children  under 
ten  to  be  taken  to  supper  at  expensive 
restaurants  after  the  theatre  and  the 
pantomime?  On  this  point  the  best 
authorities  are  divided.  Mr.  K.  II. 
COOPER,  for  example,  favours  the  plan,  if 
the  company  is  carefully  selected  and 
the  menu  judiciously  chosen.  On  the 
other  hand  Dr.  C.  Salubry  condemns  the 
practice  as  leading  to  peevishness  on 
the  morrow.  As  he  expresses  it  in  a 
felicitous  epigram:  "Nothing  is  more 
chastening  at  the  breakfast-table  than  a 
chippy  child." 

At  a  recent  Congress  of  Infantologists 
held  at  Chicago  one  of  the  most  inter- 
esting discussions  was  that  on  tlie 
subject  of  the  best  game  for  children. 
Dr.  Abner  Stoot  advocated  tip-cat,  lYo- 
fes.-or  Stanleyette  Fols-om  championed 
the  claims  of  tiddledywinks,  but  Mr. 


Volney  Brasher  carried  the  Congress 
with  him  by  his  irresistible  plea  on 
behalf  of  auction-bridge.  As  he 
pointed  out,  the  words  "  gambol  "  and 
"  gamble  "  are  etymoloxically  connected, 
and  therefore  ethically  identical. 

Again,  there  is  the  question  of  read- 
ing. Speaking  broadly,  though  it  is  of 
course  possible  for  a  child  to  read  too 
much,  the  choice  of  books  is  infinitely 
less  important  than  the  adoption  of  a 
proper  position.  Thus  a  child  that 
reads  WALTK.K  SCOTT  in  a  cramped  or 
twisted  attitude  must  inevitably  become 
a  worse  citizen  than  one  that  studies 
CASANOVA  in  a  correct  posture. 

Finally,  how  are  we  to  combat  the 
tendency  of  most  modern  children  to 
run  to  abnormal  weediness,  instead  of 
developing  a  compact  well-knit  figure? 

Can  it  be  that  they  are  not  given 
enough  gin  in  infancy  '? 


From  a  Parish  Ma^a/ine: — 

"Mr^  •  iili>titl  the  foOowing  people 

in   poli«liiii£   llic    !ir:i"i'-  "f  llio  church,  and   I 
.    k   tin-in  all   f"r  the  very  difTc'iviit 
:ipl>e.iian('t>  which  tlu-y  n  AV  [.resent." 

It  seems  to  be  messy  work. 
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[APRIL  7,  1900. 


AN  ENGLISHMAN'S  NEW  HOME. 

"  MOVIKO  into  another  house?  Oh, 
that's  nothing,"  they  say.  "And  once 
you  're  there  !  " 

But  let  me  tell  you  a  little  about  it; 
for  we  are  not  yet  within  hailing  distance 
of  moving,  and  my  life  is  already  a 
burden. 

To  begin  with,  there  was  the  adver- 
tisement. That  was  sent  off  light- 
heartedly  enough :  Wanted  a  house 
with  such  and  such  accommodation ; 
must  be  in  Dorset  or  Devon.  Note 
the  words  I  have  thrown  into  italics. 
It  sounds  simple  and  lucid  :  a  - 
house  with  so  many  bedrooms  and 
other  rooms,  so  much  land,  and  must 
be  in  Dorset  or  Devon — the  italics 
are  again  my  very  own. 

Then  the  replies  began  ;  agent 
after  agent — or  rather  firms  of 
agents,  for  no  agent  seems  to  have 
enough  in  him  to  stand  alone — 
wrote  sending  desirable  residences, 
unique  residences,  and  old-world 
residences,  and  gentlemen's  resi- 
dences, not  only  in  Devon  and  Dor- 
set, but  all  over  the  face  of  this 
England,  this  precious  stone  set  in 
a  silver  sea.  They  came  by  every 
post,  soms  accompanied  by  precious 
photographs,  which  we  were  im- 
plored to  return  at  once.  By  every 
post  they  came.  Had  there  been  a 
Sunday  post  they  would  have  come 
by  that.  One  came  even  from 
Hampstead — an  e  igible  home  in 
the  Vale  of  Health  ! 

Having  found  the  house  (in  Dor- 
set)— and,  strange  to  relate,  one  was 
found  very  quickly — I  stopped  the 
advertisement  and  wrote  politely  to 
the  principal  agents,  telling  them 
that  all  need  for  excitement  was 
over  :  I  was  suited.  But  do  you 
think  that  deterred  them  ?  Not  a 
bit.  They  still  went  on  sending 
more  and  more  particulars,  more 
and  more  residences  unique,  and 
residences  for  gentlemen,  and  resi- 
dences desirable,  and  residences  old- 
world  (what  is  an  old-world  residence?); 
and  then  I  wrote  again  and  said  I 
really  meant  it,  and  gradually  the  stream 
dwindled,  although  there  are  still  little 
flickers  of  activity  in  it,  and  sometimes 
two  residences  will  come  in  in  a  day, 
and  sometimes  only  one. 

So  far  so  good.  The  house  was 
mine. 

But  then  the  successful  agent— the 
winner  of  this  Marathon — began  to  get 
to  work.  I  had  never  thought  of  it 
before,  but  of  course  no  one  can  live  on 
house-agency,  and  he  must  therefore 
look  around  for  auxiliary  aids.  What 
lie  does,  I  gather,  is  this  :  he  goes  to  his 
commercial  friends  in  the  town  and 
says,  "  I  have  let  '  The  Fig-trees '  at  last. 


A  man  lias  been  found  ass  enough  to 
take  it.  He  is  coming  in  soon.  His 
London  address  is  48,  Pickwick  Gate." 
A  nod  being  as  good  as  a  wink  to  a 
provincial  tradesman,  they  all  hurry  to 
their  desks  and  pen  painful  prose.  This 
prose  began  to  find  its  way  into  my  post- 
box  very  soon  after.  Mr.  Bunch  the 
butcher  had  heard  a  rumour  (the 
literary  artist !)  that  I  had  taken  "  The 
Fig-trees,"  and  might  he  have  the  honour 
of  serving  me  ?  Nothing  could  equal 
the  excellence  of  his  beef  and  the  succu- 
lence of  his  mutton.  Mr.  Wishleigh, 
another  butcher  (butchers  are  much 


of  two  butchers  and  several  other  trades- 
men, simply  by  not  going  to  them.  No 
light  matter  for  sensitive  folk. 

And  that  is  not  all,  for  on  the  pre- 
mises is  a  gardener  with  a  large  family 
who  counted  upon  being  retained  and 
wore  himself  out  in  zeal  when  we  went  to 
view  the  house  ;  but  unhappily  he  can- 
not stay,  because  wo  have  a  gardener 
already,  and  there  is  another  broken 
heart ! 

Meanwhile  the  moving  (which  is 
"nothing")  and  bills  for  new  carpets 
and  Bach-like  trifles  are  all  before  me  ! 

DIOCKXES,  lend  me  thy  tub  ! 


"WHAT'S  THAT,  BILL?" 

"  WHY,  YOU  JUOOINS,  IT'S  A  BISHOP." 

"  WOT 'S  HE  WKAR  A  APRON  FOR?" 

"'SPOSE  'E'S  ONE  O'  THEM  SUFFRAGETTE  BlSIIOPS." 


the  worst)  had  also  heard  a  rumour, 
and  might  he  have  the  privilege  of 
purveying  whatever  meat  it  pleased  me 
and  mine  to  devour?  Mr.  Starcher, 
however,  the  third  butcher  in  the  town, 
either  doubting  his  penmanship  or  be- 
lieving solely  in  the  personal  appeal, 
took  train  to  Tendon  and  actually  called 


at  Pickwick  <  late  twice  in  one  day. 
Meanwhile    were     the     grocers 


and 


greengrocers  and  bakers  of  this  little 
Dorset  town  idle  ?  They  were  not. 
They  also  were  laying  burdens  on  our 
postman's  back,  and  still  are.  Their 
letters  arrive  daily.  The  result  is  that 
when  we  do  move  and  are  settled  and 
visit  the  little  Dorset  town  we  shall  be 


SOLO  E  TUTTL 

THE  end  of  the  Influenza  Season 
being  now  at  hand  we  are  enabled 
to  publish  for  the  first  time  a  re- 
markable sermon  preached  by  ouri 
vicar  during  the  early  portion  of 
Lent.  That  we  have  not  done  so 
before  is  due  to  the  fact  that  the 
state  of  high  tension  in  the  parish 
in  question,  occasioned  by  the 
weather,  has  only  recently,  since 
the  rise  in  temperutu:e,  given  place 
to  the  usual  harmonious  relations 
between  vicar  and  flock. 

The  vicar,  after  alluding  feelingly, 
to  the  trying  weather  we  had  re- 
cently experienced,  remarked  that  it 
was  at  such  times  as  these  that  we 
learnt  to  bear  with  greater  kindness 
and  tolerance  those  infirmities  and 
shortcomings  in  others  which  (cough) 
— which  often  caused  us  discomfort 
and  annoyance  and  which  (cough) — 
which  called  for  a  gentle  forbearance 
on  our  part  (general  roughing').  He 
would  say  that  perhaps  (burst  of 
coughing) — he  would  s-iy  again 
(lengthy  coughing  recitative  from 
back  of  church)-  lie  would  say  again 
— for  the  third  time  (strong  bron- 
chial disturbance  from  old  gentleman 
in  front  pew)  that  at  times  like 
these  it  behoved  those  who  pro- 
fess Christian  principles  to  carry 


them  into  daily  practice  (cough,  cough, 
cough).  It  required  an  heroic  mind  to 
bear  consistently  (coughing  duet  ending 
in  general  c7iorus) — he  \vould  repeat,  to 
bear  (c&ishoo!) — really  this  was  in- 
tolerable !  ((-leneral  coughing.)  He  was 
bound  to  say  there  were  some  things 
(hurst  of  sneezing)  which  it  was  indeed 
hard  to  put  up  with.  ((Jreat  coughing.) 
He  would  go  further  and  pay  they  OUGHT 
NOT  to  l)e  put  up  with.  (Spasmodic  out- 
break amongst  choir.)  Indeed  he  was 
not  going  too  far  (sneezing  contest 
between  two  old  ladies  with  coughing 
accompaniment)  when  he  said  that  there 
were  some  people  (cough)  who  came  to 
church  (atixhoo)  with  the  sole  (cough)- 


conscious  of  having  broken  tbe  hearts  ;  that  was  to  say  they  came  simply  and 
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SHOW    SUNDAY:    A    TIME-HONOURED    CUSTOM. 

AN   EMINENT    R.A.  TIIHOWS  OPEN   HIS   STUDIO   FOR   THE   ANNUAL   INSPECTION  OF   SPRING   MoDK.S. 


solely  (coiiijh,  atishoo,  at'izlwo,  cough) 
to  annoy  the  clergyman  with  an  un- 
si  emly  display  of  noises  (Mrs.  Kobinsmi  : 
tch-ti-li)—ol  noises  (tch-tch)— really  tie 
must,  request  that — er  —  person  (tch-tch- 
iY/i)  with  a  cold  in  the  head  either  to 
sin  e/.e  or— — •  (Mrs.  Robinson,  forte, 
mlii :  .U  ix/ioo  on/).  Here  he  was, 
trying  to  inculcate — (loud  and  obviously 
tini'i  restrained  rlmi'iis  <>/  barkt  i-iirri/uuj 

nil  be/on-  in.    The  Collection  would  be 

for  the  (</<  'iii-nil  liruurliiiil   OUtbwtt) — for 

the  Curates'  Augmentation  Fund. 

Dread  Nought ! 

[•'Lord  1'iewe  at  I,eiccster  deprecated  panic 

16  snlij-cl  of  the  navy."-     linth/  I'ujx-r. 
"  Bull  and  lilue  and  Mrs.  Cie«e."      "/,/  \\'hi<j 

rl'  .  T 

••  N'o  fleet !  "  he  cried,  with  scornful  lip  ; 
"  Hy  all  that 's  buff  and  blue, 

Why,  WINS-ION'S  there  for  statesmanship. 
And  I'm  the  nucleus  CHF.WI :." 


"At  a  wedding  at  Audlem,  n-ar  Xantwich, 
the  bridegroom  discovered  that  he  had  no 
rcTtilirate,  and  the  welding  party  waited  for 
l«o  hours  while  a  man  gallo|ied  a  distance  of 
four  miles  on  horseback  to  procure  the  neces- 
sary docaxu&ni."— Staffordshire  Sentinel. 

Where's  vour  PiiK]n]pril>F.s  now? 


SPRING  DAY  BY  DAY, 

(With  sincere  compliments  iu  the 

right  quarter.) 

APRIL  is  now  with  us,  the  fickle  month 
of  smiles  and  tears.  It  is  exceedingly 
improbable  that  anything  can  now  pre- 
vent the  cuckoo  being  heard,  except  by 
the  very  deaf.  "  That 's  the  wise  cuckoo," 
as  the  poet  said ;  "  he  sings  his  song 
a  hundred  times  over,  until  you  think 
he  never  can  recover  his  self-respect 
apain  !  "  —a  fine  trope.  EkftnRUB 
willed  the  cuckoo  the  "bird  of  fear," 
but  POK  preferred  the  raven  to  that 
post:  "  Bird,  if  bird  thouart.or  demon." 
The  bird  of  freedom  is,  of  course,  the 
Kuril),  as  every  reader  of  B'ujlow  knows  ; 
but  we  have  no  sawins  in  England. 
Like  the  bobolink,  they  are  American. 

In  April  there  is  a  distinct  tendency 
on  the  part  of  human  beings  to  change 
their  plumage,  and  the  streets  of  this 
dear  grey  city — "the  city  of  dreadful 
night,"  as  poor  THOMSON  called  it— be- 
come more  yav.  The  straw  hat  tarries 
till  June,  and  the  white  waistcoat  is  not 
yet,  conspicuous  ;  but  the  ijcnux  man  will 
no  doubt  go  through  his  wardrobe  with 
some  care  in  a  day  or  two,  lured  thither 
liv  the  genial  sun  ("  the  orb  of  day  ")  to 


see  if  last  year's  tweeds  are  fit  for  wear 
this  year,  or  if  he  must  visit  the  tailor. 

Spring  of  course  is  not  in  town  what 
it  is  in  the  country.  There  are,  for 
example,  no  clods  in  London,  and  clods, 
I  can  tell  you,  arc  devilish  useful  things 
when  you  have  to  make  a  quarter  of  a 
column  of  small  print  about  this  hack- 
neyed season  every  day.  It  adds  I  do 
not  know  what  interest  to  the  life  of  the 
farm  to  pull  up  a  clover  root  and  mark 
in  nodules  on  the  roots  the  massed  colo- 
nies of  such  organisms,  robbing  the  air 
of  its  gases  and  giving  them  to  the 
I  roots  to  feed  on.  But  this,  of  course, 
j  you  can't  do  in  London.  There  is,  hpw- 
'  ever,  no  reason  why  you  should  not,  like 
M.  ZoU  when  in  exile  here,  hunt  for 
hairpins  (which  I  might  by  a  poetical 
figure  call  the  plovers'  eggs  of  the  city  ; 
at  any  rate  thev  are  to  be  found  only  on 
the  ground).  These  fall  in  great  pro- 
i  fusion  at  all  times  of  the  year,  but 
never  with  more  abandon  than  in  the 
merrv  merry  spring-time. 

-  TOM. 


The  Best  Story  of  the  Week. 
It  is  much   rart-r  for  a  woman  to  inarry 
her    wn  <lass  than  it  is  for  a  man."— 

,.„ 
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TO    AN    OLD    BAT. 

When  Vesper  trails  her  gown  of  grey 

Across  the  laicns  at  six  or  sen1//, 
The  diligent  observer  may 

(Or  may  not)  see,  athwart  Uic  Heaven, 
A  small  marsupial  on  the  winy.     Well,  that 

Is  (probably)  a  Bat  .... 
In  any  case  I  shall  not  sing  of  that. 

0  Willow,  in  our  hours  of  ease 

(That  is  to  say,  throughout  the  Winter), 

1  lake  you  sometimes  on  my  knees, 
And,  careless  of  the  frequent  splinter, 

Caress  you  tenderly,  and  sigh,  and  say, 

"  Ye  gods,  how  long  till  May  ?  " 

So,  Willow,  now  that  April 's  here 

I  do  not  sob  for  Spring  to  show  its 
Pale  daffodils  and  all  the  dear 

Old  flowers  that  keep  ilie  minor  poets; 
I  hail  it  just  because  a  month  (about) 
Will  find  You  fairly  out. 

Revered,  beloved,  0  you  whose  job 

Is  but  to  serve  throughout  the  season — • 
To  make,  if  so  it  be,  the  Blob, 

And  not  (thank  Heaven  !)  to  ask  the  reason- 
To  stand,  like  Mrs.  HEMANS'  little  friend, 
Undoubting  to  the  end  : 

Old  Willow,  what  a  tale  to  tell— 

Our  steady  rise,  from  small  beginnings, 
Al)  ovo  usque — usque — well, 

To  84,  our  highest  innings ; 
(Ah  me,  that  crowded  hour  of  glorious  lives — • 
Ten  of  them,  all  from  drives  !) 

Once  only  have  you  let  me  in, 

Through  all  the  tonks  we  've  had  together  ; 
That  time  when,  wanting  four  to  win, 

I  fairly  tried  to  loot  the  leather — 
And  lo  !  a  full-faced  welt,  without  the  least 
Warning,  went  S.S.E. 

A  painful  scene.     In  point  of  fact 

I'm  doubtful  if  I  ought  to  hymn  it; 
Enough  to  say  you  went  and  cracked, 

And  left  me  saying  things  like  "  Dimmit " 
(And  not  like  "  Dimmit  "),  as  I  heard  Slip  call 
"  Mine !  "  and  he  pouched  the  ball. 

Do  you  remember,  too,  the  game 

Last  August  somewhere  down  in  Dorset, 
When,  being  told  to  force  the  same, 

We  straightway  started  in  to  force  it  .  .  .  , 
For  half-an-hour  or  so  we  saw  it  through, 
And  scratched  a  priceless  2  ; 

Or  how  the  prayer  to  play  for  keeps 

And  hang  the  runs,  we  didn't  need  'em, 
So  stirred  us  we  collected  heaps 

With  rather  more  than  usual  freedom  : 
Fifty  in  fourteen  minutes     till  a  catch 

Abruptly  closed  the  match  ? 
***** 

What  memories  !     Yet  1009 

May  find  us  going  even  stronger ; 
So,  pouring  out  the  oil  and  wine, 

Let 's  sit,  and  drink,  a  little  longer ; 
Here  's  to  a  decent  average  of  10  ! 

(Yoxirs  is  the  oil.     Say  when  .  .  .) 


U'/d'ii  Miintiny  on  tin1  heels  of  Nti/ltl. 

Picks  np  her  shroud  at  Jice,  and  after, 
The  diffident  observer  might 

(Or  might  not)  see,  be.neatli  a  rafter, 
A  small  marsupial  upside  doini.     Well,  that 

Is  (possibly)  a  Hat  .  .  . 
In  tiny  cuxe  I  Itnre  im/  sung  of  that.          A.  A.  M. 


CROSS-EXAMINATIONS   FOR  THE   HOME; 

On,  LITTLE  ARTHUR'S  ROAD  TO  KNOWLEDGE. 
(Little  Arthur,  aged  12  ;  Paptt,  mjed  48.) 

JAltlc  Arthur.  Papa,  did  you  make  a  speech  at  the  meeting 
last  night  ?  • 

J'I/IHI.  Yes,  my  boy,  [  proposed  a  vote  of  confidence  in 
Lord  Taplow,  our  new  Candidate. 

/,.  A.  Do  you  know  Lord  Taplow  well,  Papa? 

Papa.  No,  never  saw  him  before.  Fine  upstanding  young 
fellow,  but  nothing  of  a  speaker.  No  choice  of  language. 
However,  he'll  learn  as  he  go<s  along. 

L.  A.  I  wish  I  could  huve  heard  you  speak,  Papa. 

Papa.  -So  you  shall  some  day,  when  you  're  a  bit  older. 
However,  there's  quite  a  decent  report  of  the  meeting  in  the 
Sentinel.  You  can  read  my  speech  in  that.  There,  that 's 
the  place  where  I  begin,  where  my  thumb  is.  (Hands  a 
paper  to  Jjittle  Arthur.) 

L.  A.  Thank  you,  Papa.     (He  reads.) 

Papa.  How  do  you  like  it  ? 

L.  A.  Oh,  Papa,  I  think  it  splendid.  Did  you  really  say 
all  that? 

Papa.  Yes,  and  a  good  deal  more  too.  It 's  not  a  verbatim 
report. 

L.  A.  No,  Papa.     May  I  read  out  some  bits,  Papa? 

J'apa  (flattered).  Certainly,  my  boy,  certainly  ;  read  away. 

L.  A.  Here's  a  bit,  Papa  (reads  aloud) : — "In  Lord  Taplow 
they  had  a  man  whose  brilliant  career  was  well  known  to 
them.  Indeed  they  might  say  that  they  were  all  on  terms 
of  warm  personal  friendship  with  Lord  Taplow.  (Cheers.)  He 
himself  (the  speaker)  had  known  Lord  Taplow  from  his  boy- 
hood up,  and  he  was  proud— —  But,  Papa  ! 

Papa.  Yes,  my  boy,  what  is  it? 

L.  A.  I  thought  you  told  me  you  never  saw  Lord  Taplow 
before  last  night? 

Papa.  Did  I  say  that? 

L.  A.  Yes,  Papa,  you  did.  But  in  your  speech  you  say 
you  have  known  him  from  his  boyhood  up. 

Papa.  Oh,  of  course  that's  a — how  shall  I  describe  it? — 
a  facon  de  parlo: 

L.  A.  What  does  that  mean,  Papa?  Something  that's 
not  quite  true  ? 

Papa.  Of  course  not ;  of  course  not.  It 's  a  way  of  putting 
things.  It 's  expected  at  public  meetings.  They  all  knew 
what  1  meant — and,  besides,  I  have  known  quite  a  lot  about 
Lord  Taplow.  Don't  you  remember  your  mother  reading 
out  the  account  of  his  wedding  a  month  or  two  ago? 

L.  A.  Yes,  Papa,  I  remember.  Then  I  suppose  if  I  ever 
speak  at  a  public  meeting  I  can  say  that  1  've  known  him 
from  his  marriage  up.  (He  reads  again.)  "If  there  could 
ever  have  been  any  possible  doubt  as  to  Lord  Taplow's 
fitness  to  represent  them  in  the  Council-chamber  of  the 
nation,  his  lordship's  brilliant  and  eloquent  speech  of  this 
evening  would  have  iitterly  dispelled  it.  Never  in  his  (the 
speaker's)  long  experience  had  he  heard  political  issues  dealt 
with  in  so  admirable  a  fashion.  Nay,  he  would  go  further. 
He  could  say  without  fear  of  contradiction  that  Lord  Taplow's 
speech  was  the  most  statesmanlike  anybody  in  that  room  had 
ever  listened  to.  (Loud  applause,  I^ord  Taplow  smiling  and 
shaking  his  head.)"  I  say,  Papa,  isn't  that • 
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CRUEL  EMBARRASSMENT  OF  BROWN  AND  JONKS,  wno  HAM:  I-IT  ONB  ASOTIER  BEAD  FOB  SOME  TIME,  AND  NOW  :IDDENLY  HUB  THEMSELVES 

I  \<  I     TO   FAl'K   IS   A  CROWDED   TUBE  Lll-T,   ONAB1.B  TO   MOVB   UAND   OR  FOOT. 


1'u [HI.  What 's  the  matter  now? 
/,.  .  1 .  Well,  you  told  me  j  ust  now  Lord  Taplow  was  nothing 
of  a  speaker,  and  he  hadn't  got  any  choice  of  language. 

/'rl/«l    (Icxlil,,).     Well? 

/.  .1.  But  if  his  speech  was  brilliant  and  eloquent,  and 
the  most  statesmanlike  anybody  ever 

l\il>ti.   You  'd  better  hand  me  back  that  paper. 

/..  .1.  Yes,  Papa,  in  a  minute.  I  suppose  it  was  another 
fin;i>ii  ill-  ixirli'): 

I'n p<i  (<lcx[>,-r<it<-li/).  Lord  Taplow  isn't  an  orator,  of  course, 
but  lie 's  very  effective,  and  that 's  a.  very  good  test  of 
eloquence  and  statesmanship. 

/..  .1.  Yes,  Papa,  I  suppose  so.  I  say,  Papa,  do  you  really 
hate  Mr.  Cutts  ? 

I'HIHI.  What  a  ridiculous  question!     Of  course  I  don't. 

/..  .1.  But,  Pupa,  Mr.  Cutts  is  a  supporter  of  the  present 
Government,  ami  you  said  in  your  speech  yesterday  (remix) : — 
"Of  all  the  despicable  (lovcrnments  that  had  disgraced  this 
country  the  present  Government  were  the  most  despicable. 
By  their  conduct  in  pandering  to  extreme  Socialism  and  in 
weakening  the  naval  forces  of  the  Kingdom  they  had 
incurred  the  contempt  of  every  honest  man.  They  and  their 
supporters  ought  to  be  branded  as  traitors  to  their  King  and 
country."  That  sounds  splendid,  Papa;  but  if  Mr.  Cutts  is 
a  traitur,  oughtn't  he  to  have  his  head  chopped  off? 
Oughtn't  we  to  tell  the  police  about  him  ? 

l'u  l*i.  You  mustn't  be  so  literal,  my  boy. 

L.  A.  Xo,  Papa  ;  but  if  he  's  a  traitor • 

P<HXI.  That '11  do.     You  can  go  now. 


The  Journalistic  Touch. 

"The  Liverpool  'Echo'  has  now  a  position  which  is 
having  a  Inrger  numlwr  of  advertisements  than  any  other  evening  paper 
in  Great  Britain." — Ltcerpool  Eelio. 

But  you  can  fill  "a  posit'on  which  is  quite  unique"  much 
more  easily  by  having  a  smaller  number  of  advertisements 
than  any  other  evening  paper  in  Great  Britain. 

A    New    Thing  in  Loopholes. 

"The  Government's  view,I  understand,  is  that  there  is  atiU  a  loophole 
for  negotiation-!  »ith  Germany  in  regard  to  a  mollification  of  the 
respective  naval  programmes  of  the  twn  countries  ami  th:it  to 
announce  definitely  that  they  were  going  to  lay  down  the  eight  Dread- 
noughts within  the  coming  twelve  months  would  be  to  close  that 
loophole  with  a  b.ing."—  7ri»/»  Timea. 

"  From  the  middle  of  November  to  February  3  the  party  had  only 
two  meals,  inrlii.lin^  that  -  »  Christmas  Day." — Glatgow  Herald. 

And  then,  according  to  another  paper,  they  "found  acn.7.. .'' 
We  cannot  bear  to  dwell  on  the  picture. 

Under  the  heading  "The  Weary  Titian's  Sons,"  The 
Toronto  Globe  prints  a  stirring  article  on  the  duties  of 
Empire.  From  the  reference  to  TITIAN  it  seems  that  ( 'an:\da 
at  any  rate  does  not  intend  to  cut  the  painter. 

"In  the  semi-final  n.nnd  for  the  '  Arthur  I>uim '  Mem.iriul  dip.  Oil 
Malvernian*,  for  the  first  time,  defeated  Old  -Malvcrnians  (the  holders  of 
the  trophy)." — \\'estmin*t<:r  '• 

We  hope  the  vanquished  will  hand  over  the  cup  with  a  good 
grace. 
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The  Profesxor  (deliberately).  " 


AtiD  —1  —  DO.v'r—  APOIM1ISE  '. 


CELEBRITIES  OF  THE  RAILWAY 
WORLD. 

i. 

BEN  KIUBY  lives  in  a  little  house  with 
one  window  and  sells  cardboard.  He 
deals  in  three  colours,  never  varies  the 
size  of  the  piece,  and  has  4,J33i!  varia- 
tions of  price.  A  personal  friend  of  his, 
also  in  the  business,  has  composed  a 
little  poem  on  a  collateral  subject,  in- 
different perhaps  in  point  of  rhyme,  but 
striking  in  metre  : — 

Save  Money, 
Avoid  Delay, 

Buy 

Strip  Tickets. 

Unfortunately  the  composer  of  those 
lines  practises  on  a  tube  railway,  and 
those  tube  fellows  will,  as  Ben  Kirby 
rightly  remarks,  say  anything. 

•'  Hood  morning,  Ben,"  said  I.  "Have 
you  any  cardboard  ?  " 

"  Where  do  you  want  to  go  to  ?  "  he 
asked  irrelevantly. 

"I  don't  want  to  seein  rude,"  I 
answered,  "  but  surely  that  is  my  busi- 
ness. What  have  you  got  ?  " 

"Red,  white  and  green,"  he  answered 
more  sensibly. 

"  I  will  have  eighteen-pennyworth  of 
the  green,"  I  said. 

II. 

Harold    Perks   makes   his   living   by 


opening  and  shutting  gates.  He  too  is 
not  uninterested  in  cardboard. 

"  Good  morning,  Harold,"  I  said. 

"  May  I  have  a  look  at  it  ?  "  he  asked. 

"  Certainly,"  I  replied.  "  The  date  is 
5  Ap  09,  and  none  of  the  companies  on 
whose  steamboats,  trains,  coaches,  car- 
riages, wheelbarrows  or  carts  I  travel 
cares  what  becomes  of  me  en  route.  So 
says  my  little  piece  of  cardboard,  issued 
subject  to  all  those  conditions,  regu- 
lations and  bye-laws  of  which  you  wot. 
It  is  one-and-sixpence  parly.  I  don't 
know  what  '  parly '  may  mean,  but 
have  a  bit." 

Harold  produced  his  cigar-cutter  and 
helped  himself  to  the  bit  with  the  one- 
and-sh-penceon  it. 

in. 

Percy  Tibbits  does  not  live  anywhere. 
He  merely  travels,  and  that  not  com- 
mercially but  for  the  fun  of  the  thing. 
He  called  on  me  at  Blimy  Junction, 
ostensibly  out  of  politeness,  but  really  to 
satisfy  his  lust  for  cardboard. 

"  Good  morning,  Percy,"  I  said.  "Have 
some  ticket  ?  Harold  has  snipped  the 
best  bit,  but  help  yourself." 

"  Green,  my  dear  fellow  ?  "  he  cried. 
"  But  you  are  sitting  in  an  armchair." 

"Yes,  a  first-class  armchair." 

"  That  is  the  sad  part.  You  ought  to 
have  a  white  piece  o£  cardboard,"  he 
said. 


"Snob,"  I  replied. 
I  gave  him  one-and-fourpence. 
He  gave  me  a  piece  of  paper  with  his 
autograph  on  it. 

IV. 

Teddy  Shawhas  a  little  place  all  to  him- 
self in  the  country,  which  (being,  I  sup- 
pose, a  Colonial)  he  calls  Five  Ashes 
Station.  lie  blows  whistlts,  lights 
lamps,  and  waves  his  arms  about.  His 
favourite  occupation  is  boxing.  Some- 
times he  portmanteaus,  is  not  above  a 
milk-can  now  and  then,  but  in  no  cir- 
cumstances will  be  have  anything  to  do 
with  packages  containing  gunpowder, 
nitro-glycerine,  or  any  explosive  of  what 
kind,  nature  or  sort  soever.  Incident- 
ally he  collects  cardl.oard,  paper,  money 
and  anything  he  can  get  hold  of. 

"  Thank  you,"  he  .said,  meaning  that 
he  wanted  the  rest  of  my  bit  of  card- 
board. 

"  Thank  you,"  I  answered,  meaning 
that  he  was  welcome  to  it  and  to  my  bit 
of  paper  as  well. 

"  Thank  you,"  he  added,  meaning,  I 
take  it,  nothing  in  particular. 

v. 

Herbert  Watson  lives  in  a  box  and 
pulls  signals.  He  does  not  sell,  inspect 
or  collect  cardboard.  As  a  result  of 
the  foregoing,  I  have  never  met  him, 
and  I  don't  much  mind  if  I  never  do. 
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MIGHT   IS   RIGHT. 

A  STUDY   IN    INTERNATIONAL   CHIVALRY. 
GEIIMAXY  (to  Rrssu).    "I  AM   SURE   YOU   WILL   FIND    MY   ARGUMENTS    IRRESISTIBLE— IN 

PRESENT  CONDITION: 
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ESSENCE     OF     PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED  FBOM  THE  DIARY  OF  TOBY,  M.P. 


MWK.  "1      ••  r    • ' 
^''1P 


SUCH  GUNS  AS  weniAvt  ARE  ALL  TRACED'  ...^.^.^ 

\I  -lOtH«Vf  NL  CJVABREL  V«ITH  "YWU  ,  OUR  Ew£n'<   IS    T 


OUR  RAM   IS   NEATLY 
UPHOLSTERE.D  wi  WWWWtt 

OTTON^C*.   -VIOULD'NT 

HURT    A  JELLY -FISH 


$ 


BLOATCD   CAPITALIST  '.'. 


HiS    1^  OUR  VULNERA&tA 
?SEE  HOW  WE  TRUST  YOU 


H.MrS.  /NOFFKS-SIVB  (SISTER  SHIPS — H.M.S.  J.v.vocuous,  .IwBcr,  AND  L'.voar«;s/v*— .vor  TO  BE  BUILT). 
A  Design  for  a  Dreadnought  to  be  presented  to  the  nation  by  the  Labour  Party  and  a  few  other  equally  ardent  patriots. 


House  of  Commons,  Monday,  March  29. 
-  Save  for  bare  rows  of  benches  in 
Stnmgers'  Galleries,  every  seat  occupied 
when  that  Marine  of  politics,  ARTHUR 
I,I:K,  formerly  of  the  Army,  of  late  the 
Navy,  his  motto  /Yr  mo;r  /XT  fcnv% 
rose  to  move  Vote  of  Censure  upon 
Government  inasmuch  as  their  provision 
of  battleships  of  the  newest  type  does 
not  sutliuiently  secure  safety  of  the 
Empire.  Peers  flocked  down  early  to 
secure  places.  From  Diplomatic  Gal- 

persons 
notable 


lery   the   world   looked   on   m 
of    Foreign    Ministers.       One 


absentee.  America  was  there  ;  Austria- 
Hungary,  Japan,  Portugal,  (Greece,  Nor- 
way, and  eke  .Sweden  wore  represented. 
(icrmauy  modestly  held  aloof. 

Except  when  GUK.Y  was  speaking,  and 
later  when  I'UI:MII:H  and  PRINCE  Aicnii  u 
had  wrestling  bout,  pnx'cedings  were, 
considering  their  importance,  curiously 
dull.  Fact  is,  they  partook  of  character 
of  anti-climax.  The  real  sensation  was 
created  a  fortnight  ago  when  Navy  Esti- 
mates were  introduced,  when  PRINCE 
ARTHUR  made  grave  protest  against  in- 
sutliciency  of  shipbuilding  programme, 
when  PUEMIKH,  in  speech  obviously 
directed  to  recalcitrant  friends  below 
Gangway,  admitted  and  enforced  gravity 
of  situation.  House  of  Commons  can 
never  be  twice  wound  up  to  pitch  of 
excitement  when  same  key  is  used. 


What  it  wanted  to  hear  to-night  was 
what  might  be  said  by  FOREIGN  SECRE- 
TARY, PREMIER,  and  PRINCE  ARTHUR,  above 
all  the  FOREKJN  SECRETARY.  For  the  rest, 
hon.  Members,  voicing  jwrsonally  their 
views  and  opinions,  might  as  well  have 
stayed  at  home  delighting  and  instruct- 
ing the  family  circle. 

At  one  moment  desolate  appearance 
of  benches  suggested  a  count.  This 
was  tried ;  but  it  would  never  do  for 
momentous  debate  involving  life  of 
Ministry  and  safety  of  Empire  to  con- 
clude in  that  ignominious  fashion. 
Accordingly  Members  at  dinner  or 
wiling  away  the  time  elsewhere  rushed 
iu  and  saved  the  situation. 

This  happened  afW  KI»\VARI>  GREY 
had  delivered  a  fine  speech,  stately  in 
diction,  statesmanlike  in  substance.  As 
twice  a  day  the  Severn  fills,  so,  just 
before  ten  o'clock,  when  news  went 
round  that  AsQurni  was  up,  the  sir.  am 
poured  in  again.  Once  more  was  pre- 
sented the  impressive  scene  of  benches 
thronged  with  men  intently  listening. 
PREMIER,  above  all  things  a  practical 
business  man,  recognised  absence  of 
necessity  for  making  long,  elaborate 
speech.  Had  his  turn  a  fortnight  ago. 
Dexterously  took  second  innings  last 
Monday  when,  unexpectedly  nipping  in 
on  Naval  Estimates,  he  re-stated  case  of 
the  Government  with  surpassing  clarity 


of     Censure,     that, 
had    given    definite 


and  force.  Now,  with  reiterated  com" 
plimenfciry  reference  to  EDWARD  GREY  8 
speech,  he,  like  a  statesman  of  carlit1 
birth,  was  content  to  "say  ditto  to  Mr- 

BlIIKK." 

Only  once  roused  himself  aliove  level 
of  conversational  tone.  This  in  con- 
cluding passage,  when  he  warmly  pro- 
tested against  the  obvious  implication 
underlying  Vote 
though  Ministers 

pledges  of  intention  with  respect  to  naval 
programme,  the  Opposition  "distrust 
either  our  intelligence  or  our  good  faith." 

PRINCE  ARTHI  R,  as  usual  when  dealing 
witli  a  case  bristling  with  facts  and 
figures,  was  at  his  worst.  Said  nothing 
more  about  the  four  phantom  ships 
discovered  in  his  speech  a  fortnight 
ago,  which  brought  up  Germany's  force 
of  battleships  in  1912  to  21.  I  lave 
doubtless  foundered  on  Dogger  Bank, 
that  mystic  mirage-hauntod  speck  of 
Northern  Sea.  Made  his  way  painfully 
through  intricacies  of  figures,  growing 
increasingly  irritable  when  cornvted. 

On  stroke  of  eleven  he  sat  down. 
House  cleared  for  a  division.  Meml>on?. 
having  saved  (or  failed  to  save)  the  State, 
hurriedly  passed  through  Division  Lobby 
into  Palace  Yard,  hoping  to  be  in  first 
flight  for  cabs.  Comparatively  few 
stayed  to  hear  particulars  of  foregone 
conclusion  in  Division  Lobbies. 
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"SOLDIER  AND  S.ULOU  TOO." — Kipling. 
(Mr.  Arthur  Lee.) 

Business  done — -Vote  of  Censure 
negatived  by  353  votes  against  135. 

Tuesday. — Another  Irish  Land  Bill. 
What  is  its  number  in  the  ascending 
scale?  No  one  quite  certain.  Seems 
that  since,  forty  years  ago,  the  game 
started  we  have  had  one,  if  not  every  year, 
certainly  with  each  successive  Ministry. 
The  latest  is  designed  to  amend  Act 
passed  by  last  Government  when  GEORGE 
WYNDIIAM  was  Secretary.  Time  was 
when  introduction  and  progress  of  an 
Irish  Land  Bill  used  to  fill  House  with 
stormy  crowd.  To-day  CHIEF  SECRETARY 
talks  to  benches  along  which  are  many 
gaps. 

Otherwise  matters  much  as  usual. 
The  more  Irish  Land  Bills  change,  the 
more  they  are  the  same  thing.  Faithful 
Ministerialists  support  Government  of 
the  day,  whatever  its  denomination  be. 
Gentlemen  from  Ulster  cry  aloud  against 
fresh  spoliation.  Nationalists  give 
grudging  consent  to  Second  Beading, 
with  avowed  determination  of  seeing 
how  much  more  money  they  will  be 
able  to  wring  out  of  the  Exchequer  in 
Committee.  And  after  all  Ireland  re- 
mains the  same  dear  distressful  country 
it  ever  was. 

Jinshicss  done. — Second  Reading  of 
latest  Irish  Land  Bill  moved. 

Wednesday. — Ordered  business  of  day 
just  got  into  stride  when  there  were 
strange  doings  at  the  door.  Messenger 
hurriedly  entered  ;  whispered  something 


in  ear  of  SERGEA5T-AT-ABMS  seated  on 
Cross  Bench.  With  air  of  quiet  determi- 
nation flushing  a  countenance  habitually 
resolute,  the  one  man  armed  in  House 
of  Commons  quitted  his  seat  and  strode 
to  the  door  opening  on  to  the  Lobby. 
Peering  forth,  he,  unlike  iS'isfcc  Anne, 
at  once  saw  somebody  coming ;  with 
great  presence  of  mind  closed  and  locked 
the  heavy  portal.  Then  was  beard  a 
timid  knocking.  Peeping  through  a 
latticed  opening  in  the  door  the  SF.R- 
GEANT-AT-ARMS  seemed  satisfied  with  his 
survey.  He  unlocked  and  opened  the 
door. 

Entered  a  figure  slrangely  garbed. 
The  door-keeper,  advancing  to  the  Bar, 
broke  in  upon  the  speech  of  the  Minister 
on  his  legs  with  the  cry,  "Black  Rod  !  " 
ST.  AUGUSTIXE  (it  happened  to  be  he), 
stopping  midway  In  a  sentence,  suddenly 
dropped  into  his  seat  as  if  he  were 
an  Irish  Landlord  in  proximily  of  a 
hedge  with  the  gleam  of  a  gun-barrel 
behind  it.  The  figure  in  black  coat, 
breeches  and  stockings,  carrying  an 
ebony  stick  tipped  with  golden  crown, 
made  solemn  advance  up  the  floor,  halt- 
ing midway  to  make  obeisance  to  the 
Chair.  With  these  preliminaries  he 
delivered  his  message,  bidding  the 
Commons  repair  to  the  House  of  Lords 
to  hear  the  assent  to  certain  Bills  given 
by  Royal  Commission. 

The  SPEAKER  stepped  down  in  wig 
and  gown,  and,  escorted  by  the  now 
unruffled  SERGEANT-AT-ARMS  with  Mace 
on  his  shoulder,  obeyed  the  summons. 
When  he  returned,  passing  to  the  Chair 
through  upstanding  ranks  of  Members, 


"  STATELY  IK  DICTION,  STATESMANLIKE  IN 
SUBSTANCE." 

(A  sketch  of  Sir  Edward  Grev.     Monday, 
March  29.) 


"I  WANT  EIGHT, 
AND  I  WON'T  WAIT." 

It  is  rumoured  that  some  people  just  a  leettle 
bit  lost  their  heads  at  Croydon. 

(Sir  It.  Hermon-Hodge.) 

he  communicated  to  the  House  the 
nature  of  the  business  transacted  in  his 
absence. 

This  was  ST.  AUGUSTINE'S  cue.  Re- 
turning to  the  Table,  he  picked  up 
i he  sentence  broken  by  entry  of  Black 
Hod,  completed  it,  and  went  on  as  if 
there  had  not  happened  what  isequivalent 
to  the  seventeenth  century  momentarily 
popping  in  on  the  twentieth  and  dis- 
locating its  prosaic  business. 

linnlncgs  dour. — Irish  Lacd  Bill  read 
second  time. 

Thursday. — General  NAPOLEON  B.  HAL- 
DANE  unusually  reserved  of  late.  Answers 
MANGNALL'S  QUESTIONS  with  refreshing 
taciturnity  ;  has  volunteered  no  further 
explanation  of  recent  growth  of  Terri- 
torial armj'.  Fact  is  even  his  indomi- 
tibly  massive  mind,  Atlas  that  lightly 
bears  aloft  what  to  others  would  be 
crushing  weight  of  thought,  is  tem- 
porarily depressed  by  problem  submitted 
by  that  veteran  GEORGE  Giwis,  Major  of 
North  Somerset  Imperial  Yeomanry. 

Suddenly,  a  propo*  de  holies,  G.  G. 
posed  SECRETARY  OF  STATE  with  enquiry 
''  whether  he  will  consider  the  advisa- 
bility of  substituting  a  flannel  shirt  for 
the  shaving  appliances  carried  in  the 
knapsack." 

At  first  sight  suggestion  seems  absurd. 
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("  At  Ampthill,  in  Bedfordshire,  may  be  Been  the  unusual  sight  of  a  small  flock  of  llamas,  wliicli  have  been  trained  to  tl'c  Kaddlc  l.y 
Ir.  W Mr.  W.  also  keeps  a  flock  of  ostriches,  some  being  ridden  by  his  men  with  jut  saddle  or  bridle." — Daily  J'nper.) 

'I Hi    IPKV  M:I:MS  TO  fl//?.  J'r.vcn  TO  BE  CAPABLE  OF  CONSIDERABLE  DEVELOPMENT,  WHICH  SHOULD   HE  or  GIIKAT   INTEREST  TO  SPORTSMF.S. 

Hl'KKIN  AI.8O   MAY   BE  THE  SOLUTION   OF  THE   PROBLEM   OF  TUB  SCARCITY   OF   HORSES.      WAR   OFFICE,   ri.EVHF.  NOTE. 


No  man  could  shave  himself  with  a 
Bannel  shirt.  Then  wliy  suggest  the 
substitution?  N.  B.  HALDANK  happily  a 
statesman  of  broad  ideas.  Not  disposed 
lightly  to  set  aside  a  suggestion  con- 
eerning  comfort  of  battalions  on  the 
in-arch  because  it  looks  impracticable. 
Is  thinking  the  matter  over.  Hegrets 
that  when,  the  other  day,  he  placed  in 
the  tea-room  two  foot-soldiers  diversely 
div^ed  so  that  Members  might  satisfy 
themselves  of  the  desirability  of  pro- 
posed sartorial  alteration,  he  did  not, 
so  to  sp-ak,  kill  two  birds  with  one 
stone.  At  stated  intervals  the  men 
might,  under  direction  of  Major  Ciiiws, 
have  experimented  in  direction  of  de- 
monstrating to  what  extent  (if  any)  a 
flannel  shirt  may  be  substituted  for  a 
Mor. 

Ion  late  now.  The  matter  will  come 
ii]>  again  after  Easter. 

/Iiixi'm'ss  done.—  Indian  Councils  I'-ill 
''""I  a  second  time. 


From  the  notices  of  the  Minister  of  a 
Congregational      Church     near     .Man 
IT: — 

".Mari-h  21st.     Subject:   'Looking  forward.' 
March  L'Slh.     Subject;  'Never  again.'" 

A  saddening  example  of  the  triumph  of 

experience  over  hope. 


A   CHESS-MATCH. 

SIIK  had  moved  into  Laurestinc  Villa, 
I  was  informed,  on  New  Year's  Day.  Not 
knowing  what  the  lady  was  like,  I  moved 
into  the  attached  villa  at  l*uly-day. 

On  that  same  day  she  followed  with  a 
move  down  the  garden  path  into  the 
road,  a  music-cas*}  in  her  hand  and  a 
Merry  Widow  hat  upon  her  head. 

I  moved  a  kitchen  chair  and  the 
dining-room  clock  to  let  her  pass. 

The  game  was  renewed  the  next  day. 
1  was  sitting  on  the  bare  floor  of  the 
drawing-room,  when  I  heard  the  third 
movement  of  a  Beethoven  sonata  very 
plainly  from  her  side  of  the  wall.  I 
knew  then  that  it  was  my  turn  once 
more;  and  as  slic  appeared  to  be  a  ver\ 
strong  player,  reckle.ss  in  attack,  I  felt 
that  my  only  chance  of  winning  lay  in  a 
bold  effort.  I  therefore  promptly  moved 
in  a  packing-case  and  proceeded  to 
hammer  it  open. 

The  game  continued  briskly,  and 
eventually  I  consulted  my  landlord. 

"No,  I  can't  thicken  the  wall,"  he 
said.  "An  Englishman's  semi-detached 
house  is  his  semi-detached  cistle,  you 
know,  Mr.  Smith.  I'm  afraid  we  can't 
interfere."  he  added  brightly. 

I  could  not  take  her  castle,  and  I 
didn't  see  my  way  to  move  my  rook. 


A  few  days  later  she  brought  in  her 
young  man  to  sing  "/  fear  no  Foe  "  and 
"  Because."  This  was  a  master-stroke 
with  her  knight  that  I  had  not  reckoned 
upon;  I  replied  with  my  ( ther  neigh- 
bour's dog,  borrowed  for  the  occasion. 
However,  1  could  not  so  much  as  ch.  ck 
her ;  and  obviously  my  prospects  of 
mating  her  were  very  poor.  Yet  I  knew 
of  a  little  house  on  the  other  side  of 
London  that  would  have  suited  them 
splendidly. 

These  prolonged  games  are  exhaust- 
ing, and  I  resolved  last  week  to  make 
a  final  attempt  to  compel-her  to  retire. 
She  had  been  playiug  very  strongly, 
and  I  was  sick  of  it.  So  I  went  up 
to  Brinsbroad's  and  asked  to  see  their 
stoutest  pianos. 

"Overstrung?"  asked  the  manager. 
"Yes,"  I  replied;  "but  how  diti 
know?  "  He  said  I  had  misunderstood, 
and  proceeded  to  show  mo  an  instrument 
with  what  he  called  a  front  escapement 
check-action. 

"Check-action?  GpodP'IeakL  "If 
you  have  one  with  a  check-mate  action, 
s.i  much  the  better." 

The  piano  came  yesterday. 

Ha.  ha  !     It  is  n  >w  my  move.     Lover 
of  music   though    I   am,    1   do   not    play 
well.     I  have  put  it  quite  near  the  wall. 
I  feel  that  I  am  in  a  very  strong  position. 
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WANT    PLACES. 

UKE,  out  of  place,  open  to  engage- 
ment on  staff  of  sound  Unionist 
organ.  Speciality — caustic  criticism  of 
cousins  in  office. — Address,  CRUSHED 
STK  \\VBMBRY,  Poste  Restante,  Woodstock. 


IMMINENT  STATESMAN,  young, 
hardworking,  versatile,  flexible  fis- 
calist,  anxious  to  secure  engagement  as 
PREMIER  or  FOREIGN  SECRETARY.  Testi- 
monials from  all  Parties. — Apply  Box 
2468,  Board  of  Trade. 


CABINET  MINISTER,  genial,  general 
favourite,  finding  Home  climate 
rather  trying,  would  exchange  present 
post  for  first-rate  Ambassadorship  or 
Viceroyalty. — Address,  Box  2D,  Little- 
stone  Mansions,  E.G. 


•PAMOUS  NOVELIST  AND  PLAY- 
WRIGHT,  anxious  for  new  worlds 
to  conquer,  would  accept  first-class  Colo- 
nial Governorship.  Has  had  experience 
of  entertaining  Royalties.  No  objection 
to  the  Order  of  Merit  or  G.C.M.G. — 
Address,  H.  C.,  Isle  of  Heinemann. 


A  CTOR-MANAGER,  weary  of  flying 
matinees  and  the  squalor  of  Bohe- 
mianism,  wishes  to  negotiate  for  safe 
seat  in  Parliament,  with  good  prospect 
of  baronetcy.  Views  moderate,  elocu- 
tion sound,  wardrobe  unimpeachable. — 
Address,  PELUF.US  JUVENIS,  c/o  Clothes- 
Press  Agency,  S.W. 


MILLIONAIRE,  with  three  handsome 
daughters,  seeks  place  as  Father- 
in-law  to  Dukes,  Earls,  or  prospective 
Premiers.  Widower;  no  poor  relations  ; 
aspirates  above  reproach. — ApplySxoNEY 
&-Co.,  Brokers,  Mincing  Lane,  E.G. 


JDAIUUSTER,  painstaking,  ambitious, 
obsequious,  accepted  candidate  for 
safe  seat;  will  abandon  promising  politi- 
cal career  if  it  is  made  worth  his  while 
by  the  Party  in  power.  Would  make 
excellent  Judge. — Address,  K.C.,  c/o 
WYRE,  PULLAU  &  Co.,  551,  Old  Bailey.  ' 


POLITICIAN,  of  undecided  views,  with 
no  prejudices,  prepared  to  contri- 
bute £50,000  to  Party  funds.  What 
offers  ? — Address,  PATRIOT,  c/o  SWITHERS 
AND  BALLANCE,  Fencing  Lane,  E.G. 

TERENCE  ARTIST  requires  very  badly 
sittings  from  Sir  EDWARD  GREY,  to 
correct  his  recent  "impression"  of 
that  statesman. — Apply,  N.  D.,  Daily 
Chronicle. 


"I  Don't  Think," 

Yet  one  more  quotation  (this  time  a 
popular  slang  phrase)  has  been  dis- 
covered in  Hamlet : — 

Tjiertex.  My  lord,  1  '11  hit  him  now. 
King.  I  do  not  think  't. 

ACT  V.,  SCENE  2. 


AT  THE  PLAY. 

"  BEVIS." 

Bevis  is,  after  all,  not  a  new  Ox 
Extract,  but  a  young  Marquis  who  is 
going  to  marry  Beer.  His  personal 
motives  are  not  purely  mercenary ;  IIP 
really  likes  the  girl ;  but  his  field  of 
selection,  which  otherwise  would  have 
had  no  bounds,  has  been  conditioned  by 
the  pecuniary  needs  of  his  house.  His 
mother,  on  the  other  hand,  is  cynically 
frank  on  the  subject  of  marriage  settle- 
ments ;  and  there  is  also  a  stray  imcle 
who  sees  his  way  to  some  pickings ; 
and  a  middlewoman  who  has  brought 
the  young  couple  together  and  wants 
what  she  calls  "  recognition."  The  girl 
gets  wind  of  these  schemes  and  shows 
spirit  enough  to  break  off  the  engage- 
ment. This  rouses  the  boy  from  his 
complacent  lethargy,  and  puts  him  on 
what  he  thinks  is  his  mettle.  He  will 


NOT  LOST  BUT  GONE  BEFORE. 
Rachel  Hopkins    (Miss    Madge    Titheradge) 
weeps  over  the  cap  of  Bevix,  Marquis  of  Bewd- 
ley  (Mr.  A.  E.  Matthews),  whom  she  imagines 
to  be  drowned. 

start  courting  the  girl  over  again,  but 
this  time  on  her  merits.  He  induces 
the  middlewoman  to  get  up  a  week-end 
party  and  throw  the  girl  and  her  father 
in  contact  with  his  own  strained  rela- 
tions. Follows  a  scene  of  mutual  em- 
barrassment, quite  awful  in  its  tension  ; 
but  the  girl  is  eventually  persuaded  to 
give  in  by  her  father,  who  has  no  idea 
of  losing  a  good  thiug,  and  only  bucks 
at  being  asked  to  pension  the  uncle,  who, 
unlike  the  middlewoman,  has  done  no 
"  work  "  for  him.  It  is  now  the  boy's  turn 
to  decline  an  arrangement  that  offends  his 
amour  propre.  Nothing  heroic,  however, 
ensues.  He  does  not  migrate  to  another 
continent  (though  the  names  of  several 
occur  to  him),  where  he  might  prove 
himself  to  be  a  man  as  well  as  a  marquis. 
A  conventional  episode,  on  the  border- 
land between  farce  and  melodrama,  brings 
the  two  together,  and  all  ends  happily 
and  tamely  on  an  undertone  of  sentiment. 
A  quiet  vein  of  "very  fresh  and  attrac- 


tive wit  runs  through  the  passages  which 
illustrate  the  main  theme  ;  while  a  sub- 
ordinate affair  of  hearts  between  the  uncle 
and  the  middlewoman,  pushed  perhaps 
a  little  too  much  into  the  foreground, 
supplies  the  kind  of  humour  which  is 
known  as  "rich." 

Mr.  MATTHEWS,  as  the  pleasant  half- 
fledged  youth,  was  of  course  admirably 
in  his  element,  and  at  times  he  pulled 
himself  together  and  assumed  an  air  of 
martial  resolution  ;  but  he  failed  to  put 
much  heart  into  his  serious  wooing. 
Miss  MADGE  TITHERADOE,  in  the  trying 
part  of  the  heiress,  showed  a  nice 
maidenly  dignity,  but  lacked  the 
wings  of  impulse.  Miss  LOTTIE  VENXE, 
as  Mrs.  Pym,  matchmaker,  was  superb. 
It  was  nothing  to  her  that  this  was 
supposed  to  be  a  comedy  ;  she  was  out 
for  farce,  and  meant  to  enjoy  herself. 
On  the  other  hand,  Mii-s  WATSON,  who 
played  the  mother  of  the  Marquis,  kept 
well  in  the  picture;  and  my  only  com- 
plaint is  that  she  was  a  little  apodeictic 
(if  Mr.  WAI.KLEY  will  permit  me")  with 
her  hands.  Finally  Mr.  LOWNE,  as  the 
uncle,  and  Mr.  FRANCE,  as  the  brewing 
magnate,  did  excellently  what  was  asked 
of  them.  Indeed  the  whole  cast  was 
beyond  praise,  and  so  was  the  manage- 
ment, except  perhaps  in  the  second 
scene.  Here  the  embarrassment  on  the 
stage  almost  communicated  -itself  to  the 
house,  so  stickily  was  it  presented. 

My  best  compliments  to  Mr.  HUBERT 
DAVIES,  and  I  hope  he  may  never  again 
have  in  the  audience  the  large  man  who 
sat  two  rows  behind  me  on  the  first 
night  and  barked  with  so  boisterous  an 
hilarity  that  nobody  else  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood could  hear  himself  laugh. 

0.  S. 


A  CONFESSION. 

[To  build  an  unlimited  number  of  Dreatl- 
noughtt  requires  money  ;  that  money  must  be 
provided  by  the  Government  from  its  exchequer; 
that  exchequer  must  be  replenished  by  taxes. 
The  Poet  feels  confident  that,  at  this  moment 
of  universal  patriotism,  he  is  unique  in  the 
atroL-ious  attitude  to  which  he  hereby  confesses.] 

[  MUST  admit  that  I  am  not 
By  any  means  a  patriot. 

I  sometimes  used  to  think  I  was, 
But  now  I  know  I  'in  not  because 

Though  I  'an  prepared  to  shout  and  rave, 
"  Let  Britons  really  rule  the  wave  !  " 

Though  I  have  sat   and   scratched   my 

head 
And  written  to  The  Times  and  said  : — 

"  What  is  the  use  of  all  this  fussin'  ? 
When    they    build   one,   let's   build  a 
dozen  " 

(When  I  arn  writing  to  The  Times 
I  "m  rather  reckless  with  my  rhymes)  ; 

"  Expense  be  blowed  ;  let 's  cut  a  dash. 
Why  stint  the  fleet  to  save  the  cash?  " 
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Mother.   -  WEI.!.,   DARI.INO,   WHAT  HAVE  YOC    LEAKNT,  AND  HOW   DO  YOU   LlIB  SCHOOL?" 

Tammy.  "On,  MATE!!,  THE  BOYS  CALL  EACH  OTHER  FOOLS  AND  IDIOTS  AND  ASSES — IT'S  JCUT  BIFFIN'  !" 


I  somehow  find  I  'm  most  unwilling 
To  give  the  Treasury  a  shilling. 

In  fact,  I  'm  on  at  D.  L.-UEOHGE 
To  try  and  get  him  to  disgorge 

(Nay,  make  him,  if  he  can  be  made) 
AYhat  little  income-tax  I've  paid. 

1  'in  bound  to  own  that  that  is  not 
The  way  to  be  a  patriot. 


A  GOLF  DEGREE. 

A  Uxi  untsiry  of  Bull-fighting  (says 
Tlic  Express  of  March  30)  has  been 
OBtablished  at  Bilbao,  and  will  open  its 
doors  on  July  1.  The  new  University 
will  grant  two  degrees  licentiate  and 
doctor  of  tauromachy,  and  lectures  will 
l>o  given  on  the  history  of  bull-fighting, 
the  classic  and  romantic  schools,  the 
anatomy  of  the  bull  and  of  the  horse,  the 
study  of  arms  and  the  biographies  of 


.  . 

\Ve  understand  that  the  University  of 
St.  Andrews  will  shortly  follow  suit, 
and  devote  itself  entirely  to  the  iosthetic 
and  practical  aspects  of  £ol|>homachy. 
The  Professors  are  to  be  elevated  to 
Professionals,  taking  seniority  according 
to  their  handicap.  The  course  IW 
students  at  this  Royal  and  Aneieui 
Academy  of  Learning  will  be  a  daily 
round  of  eighteen  holes,  with  the  usual 


penalties  for  the  Swilcan  Burn,  the  Eden, 
and  the  Station-master's  Garden.  Medals 
will  be  granted  for  proficiency,  and  the 
"  honours  "  awarded  from  time  to  time 
to  the  side  that  gains  a  hole.  The 
examinee  with  fewest  marks  shall  head 
the  list,  and  those  who  are  duly  qualified 
in  the  championship  will  be  awarded  the 
degree  of  B.A.,  that  is  to  say,  Bunkers 
Avoided  ;  while  candidates  who  fail  will 
be  "  gulphed." 

By  this  patriotic  action  of  the  Scottish 
Alma  Mater  it  is  confidently  expected 
that  the  Art  and  Science  of  Golf  will  take 
its  proper  place  among  the  humanities. 


The  Truth  about  the  Sexes. 
In  its  half-column  of  "Notable  Say- 
ings of  To  day,"  Tin'  Wettamuter  <iuzette 
quotes  Mr.  AUSTEN  CHAMBERLAIN'  as  re- 
marking, "  Men  are  men,  and  women 
are  women."  Which,  as  the  song  says, 
nobody  can  deny.  The  marvel  is  that 
the  circumstance  (apparently)  was  never 
before  noticed,  and  might  now  have 
been  overlooked  had  not  the  eagle 
glance  of  The  Westminster,  in  sscarch  of 
striking  sayings,  fallen  upon  this  ex- 
posure of  it. 

"  Km-  s.ilo,  a  quiet   1'Oiiy,  souinl,  good    feel 
ami  li'jjs  12  hands." 

The  extremities,  however,  are  not  every- 
thing. 


WOMAN'S  FRANCHISE. 

["  The  latest  mode  demands  that  the  waii-t 
must  measure  its  natural  circumference,  and 
must  be  twenty-four  inches,  at  least." — Fathion 
Column,  Daily  Paper.] 

AT  Fashion's  edict,  stern  and  brief— 
"The  waist  must  be  compressed  no 
more  " — 

A  suspiration  of  relief 

Goes  up  from  shore  to  shore. 

Behold  the  triumph  of  the  plump  ! 

Her  ample  symmetry  she  hastes 
To  blazon  boldly,  while  a  slump 

Occurs  in  willow  waists. 

For  "  twenty-four  "  is  ciiic,  no  less  ; 

And  maids  too  slender  by  an  inch 
To  save  themselves  from  dowdiness 

Will  have  to  pad,  not  pinch. 

While  multitudes  of  cords  and  bands 
And  tapes,  uncomfortably  tense, 

Spring  looser  now  the  mode  demands 
A  wide  circumference. 

Man  gives  the  fashion  his  support 
With  approbation  deep  and  strong, 

For  tempers  will  not  be  so  short 
Nor  doctors'  bills  so  long. 

In  fact,  the  female  form  divine 
Once  more  will  transiently  reign, 

Now  Paris  follows  nature's  line 
And  ladies  breathe  again. 
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OUR    BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By  Mr.  Punch's  Staff  of  Learned  Clerics.) 

I  HAVE  long  had  a  suspicion  that  SELWYN  was  oue  of  the 
frauds  of  the  eighteenth  century.  After  reading  Mr.  PARNEU, 
KERH'S  George  Selwyn  and  the  Wits  (METHUEN)  the  impression 
is  confirmed.  HORACE  WAI.POLE  did  much  to  create  a  phan- 
tom reputation  for  him.  His  Letters  are  full  of  references  to  his 
friend  and  citation  of  his  good  things,  which,  such  as  they  are, 
probably  owe  much  to  the  polish  of  the  recorder.  THACKERAY, 
steeped  in  the  lore  and  gossip  of  the  time,  drags  SELWYN  into 
the  company  of  Henry  Esmond  Warrington,  who  meets  him 
at  While's  Club.  Mr.  KERR  destroys  his  hero's  last  hope  of 
justification  as  a  wit  by  compiling  a  chapter  presumably 


recording  his  choicest  productions, 
better  or  worse  than  the  bulk,  but 
selected  by  reason  of  its  attrac- 
tive brevity:  "One  night  at 
White's,  observing  the  Post- 
master -  General,  Sir  Everard 
Fawkner,  losing  a  large  sum 
of  money  at  picquet,  Selwyn, 
pointing  to  the  successful  player, 
remarked,  '  See  how  he  is  rob- 
bing the  mail.' "  And  this, 
reverently  circulated  at  the  time, 
is  remembered  and  handed  on 
over  a  century  and  a  half ! 

SELWYN  was  sent  down  from 
Oxford  for  a  blasphemous  esca- 
pade unredeemed  by  flash  of 
humour.  He  lived  partly  upon 
his  father,  partly  upon  the  State, 
which  bestowed  small  pensions 
for  sinecure  offices.  There  is 
no  record  that  he  earned  an 
honest  penny  in  his  life.  Two 
illusions  are  connected  with  his 
individuality.  By  one  he  is 
labelled  a  wit ;  by  the  second 
he  is  described  as  an  habitual 
attendant  at  public  executions. 
Mr.  KERB  disp.  ses  of  both,  more 
completely  of  the  first.  Inci- 
dentally he  gives  some  vivid 
peeps  at  social  life  in  London 
when  White's  was  the  hub  of 
the  aristocratic  universe. 


Here  is  a  sample,  not 


Colonel  Marwood's  trouble  was  that  there  was  another  man 
in  England  who  looked  exactly  like  him.  If  this  happened 
to  you  or  me  we  should  be  inclined  to  say  that  it  was  the 
other  man's  trouble,  and  if  ever  we  met  him  to  offer  our 
sympathies.  But  the  Colonel  was  a  Tory  Member  of  Parlia- 
ment, and  so  it  really  was  annoying  for  him  when  his  double 
went  down  to  his  constituency  and  advocated  Disestablish- 
inf-nt,  Free  Trade,  and  the  Taxation  of  Land  Values. 
Naturally  the  Confederates  began  to  strop  their  daggers. 
In  the  circumstances  the  only  thing  for  the  hon.  and  gallant 
Member  to  do  was  to  trot  down  to  Great  Baggerton  the  next 
afternoon,  and  repudiate  the  speech  ;  whereupon  late  that 
night  the  double  turned  up  in  the  House  and  repudiated 
the  repudiation.  But  the  double  had  even  belter  jokes 
in  hand.  He  gave  the  whole  of  the  Colonel's  employes 


(The     Co-operative 


Household  Stores,  Ltd.)  a  holiday 
to  celebrate  the  birth  of  a 
son  to  him.  Marwood  and  his 
wife  heard  nothing  of  this  till 
later,  when  at  a  mass  meeting 
of  the  men  the  middle-aged 
couple  were  solemnly  presented 
with  a  christening-bowl.  Imagine 
the  lady's  horror.  You  will  find 
these  truthful  narrations  and 
others  in  The  Troubles  of  Colonel 
Mancood  (F.  V.  WHITE).  Unfor- 
tunately Mr.  A.  C.  FOX-DAVIES 
has  hardly  done  justice  through- 
out to  his  happy  idea.  Melo- 
drama, rather  than  comedy,  is 
his  medium,  and  he  does  not 
seem  quite  at  his  ease  in  a  book 
of  this  kind. 


YoHtll.    "  Oil,     THE     CLOAK 
THING   1   WANT   FOB   MY  ADVENTUKU. 


OF     INVISIBILITY  I       JuST 
MAY   t  TRY  IT   ON?" 


The  Dealer  in  Magic.   "  YOUNG   MAN,  FOB  GOODS  OF  THIS  DE- 

SCKIPTIOH   WE  ALWAYS   REQUIRE  PAYMENT  /.V   ADVANCE." 


EYKE  HOSSEY'S  Poll;/  Winfard  (from  LONGMANS,  GREEN  &  Co.) 
Is  not  exactly  galloping  and  not  exactly  slow  ; 
It 's  neither  poor  nor  excellent,  discursive  nor  compact ; 
It's  not  exactly  anything,  and  that 's  about  the  fact. 

It    deals,    of    course,    with    hunting    folk — EYRE    Hi'ssicv's 

novels  do — 

Delightfully  conceived,  at  just  a  passing  glance  or  two, 
But  subsequent  acquaintance  shows  that  almost  every  one 
Is  just  a  little  raw  or  else  a  little  overdone. 

There  are,  besides  the  folk  who  hunt,  a  number  who  do  not, 
And  those  who  do  and  those  who  don't  are  mixed  to  make 

the  plot, 

With  garnishings  of  sense  and  fun  artistically  placed, 
But  just  too  much  coincidence  to  suit  a  seasoned  taste. 

But  still  the  tale  is  readable,  and  doubtless  not  a  few 
Who  fancied  HOSSEY'S  former  books  will  also  like  the  new  ; 
And  I  am  only  sorry  that  the  fourth  should  still  be  curst 
With  the  failings  of  the  third  oue,  and  the  second,  and  the  first. 


When  I  saw  Mr.  ARTHUR  MOR- 
RISON'S name  on  the  cover  of 
Green  Ginger  (HUTCHINSON)  I  ex- 
pected the  book  to  contain  some 
powerful,  gloomy  stories  of 
Shoreditch  slums  and  Essex  vil- 
lages ;  but  I  was  wrong.  Essex 
and  the  slums  are  there,  it  is 
true,  but  they  form  the  back- 
ground of  farce,  instead  of 
tragedy.  The  change  is  welcome, 
since  writers  of  good  farce,  and 
Mr.  MORRISON  is  one  of  them,  are 
far  to  seek.  Special  gratitude  is 
due  to  him  not  only  for  creating 
laughable  situations,  but  for  allowing  the  curtiiin  to  fall  upon 
them  at  precisely  the  right  moment.  "  Mr.  Bostock's  Back- 
sliding" and  "A  Lucifo  Match"  left  me  chuckling  both  at 
what  is  told  and  also  at  the  ludicrous  events  which  must 
inevitably  follow.  Mr.  MORRISON  hns  invented  some  most 
amusing  and  plausible  rascals,  and  has  watched  over  them 
so  carefully  that  their  little  games  are  not  interrupted  by  the 
attentions  of  inquisitive  policemen.  Bill  Wragg,  indeed, 
who  "  began  business  in  the  parrot  line  with  a  capital  of 
nothing  and  no  parrots,"  had  more  good  luck  in  a  few  hours 
than  comes  to  most  people  in  a  lifetime.  As  a  digestive,  to 
be  taken  in  small  quantities  after  dinner,  I  cordially  recom- 
mend Green  Ginger. 


The  following  Book  Review  has  appeared  in  the  Agony 
Column  of  The  Times : — 

"  In  absence  and  silence,  we  keep  the  watch  on  Rhine  ; 
Woe  worth  the  latest  book,  one  fired  down  the  line !       M.  A.  D." 

The  critic  does  well  to  be  reticent  about  the  names  both  of  the 
book  and  its  author,  for  the  tone  of  his  review  is  very  bitter. 
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CHARIVARIA. 

TIIK  ex-Crown  Prince  (!i-:ou(.i.  h:i- 
declared  tli:it  lie  "belongs  to  Servia." 
We  had  no  idea  that  there  was  any  com- 
pel iliim  for  liim.  *  » 

Placards  have  been  posted  throughout 
the  Krupp  works  at  Essen  denying  the 
report  that  there  luid  been  dissensions 
betvvivn  tlie  owner  of  the  works  and  her 
husband.  We  understand  that  the  em- 
ployees are  to  be  kept  fully  informed  in 
lliis  ivspeet,  as  by  notifications  of  the 
following  kind  : — 

In  order  to  prevent  exaggerated  re[K>rta,  I 
wish  it  U>  l.i-  known  that  my  wife  and  myself 
liad  :i  fi'\v  words  to-day  on  the  Latchkey  Qties- 
tioii,  but  the  mailer  has  now  l>oeii  arranged 


attention  of  the  1'ublic  to  the  advantages 

of  their  method  of  locomotion.  For 
example,  a  model  of  the  first-class  car- 
riage in  a  compartiiK  nt  of  which  Mr. 
Bmricis,  an  elderly  bank  clerk,  was 
murdered  on  July  9,  1804,  is  to  be 
exhibited  at  Kuston  Station. 

V 

A  case  of  great  hardship  arising  out 
of  the  hide-bound  administration  of  our 
prisons  has  been  brought  to  our  notice. 
Among  a  recent  batch  of  prisoners  was 
one  who  was  wearing  a  valuable  wig. 
The  ieig  J<YIS  cropped  close  by  tlie  prison 
barber,  and  naturalists  say  it  will  never 
grow  again.  A  question,  we  understand, 
is  to  be  asked  on  the  subject  in  Parlia- 
ment. 


KlirlT   VON   BOHI.EN 

I'M!  HALBACII. 
*  * 

There  seems  no  limit 
id  the  spread  of  the 
slrike  movement  in 
Paris.  With  reference 
to  the  new  post-oflice 
which  has  been  erected 
on  the  site  of  the  Maison 
l»i  >ree,  we  are  told  that 
even  the  decorations  arc 
striking. 

V 

"The  Admiralty,"  we 
read,  "have  acquired 
the  new  steam  trawler 
\nnlliorj,,'  l[all  from 
Smith's  Dock  Company, 
North  Shields,  and  two 
trawler.-)  which  are  now 
under  construction  in 
other  districts.  The 
purpose  of  the  acquisi- 
tion is  not  known."  Is 
it,  we  wonder,  an  at- 
tempt at  a  compromise 
nouyltt  question  ? 

The  Army  Bill  which  provides  for  the 
billeting  of  soldiers  on  private  house- 
holders, if  it  has  not  been  well  received 
by  all  sections  of  His  MA.IKSTV'S subjects, 
has  at  least  enjoyed  the  marked  approval 
of  cooks,  housemaids,  and  nurses. 
e  * 

The  Thames  steamboat  (.liblion  is  to 
be  sold  by  the  L.O.C.  for  £1,000.  She 

should  now  be  re-named  Gibbon's  Decline 
and  Fall.  ^  ^ 

An  aeroplane  with  which  the  designer 
was  experimenting  at  Wivenhoe  sank  in 
the  river  Oolne,  but  was  recovered,  and 
may  shortly  bo  placed  on  the  market  as 
a  submarine. 

The  Railway  Companies  are  begin- 
ning to  realise  that  they  must  leave  no 
stone  unturned  in  order  to  attract  tlie 


so    much  of  musical    prodigies,  and   so 
little     of     artistic     prodigies?"       The 
reason,  Observator,  is  that  the  musical 
prodigies  make  more  noise. 
*  * 

"  Mr.  AuiKiiKON  CUAIELES  SWIMH  KM: 
celebrated  his  seventy-second  birthday 
on  the  5th  inst.,"  we  are  informed.  It 
seems  rather  hard  that  in  this  year  of 
public  "anniversaries"  he  should  have 
bad  to  do  it  himself. 
* 

The  past  week  was  a  notable  one  in 
the  Parrot  World.  At  Ardleigh,  Essex, 
some  burglars  who  had  entered  a  house 
were  frightened  away  by  a  talking 
parrot,  and  at  Norwich  a  new  vicar  was 
appointed  by  means  of  a  poll. 


An  Anti-Female  Suf- 
frage writer  points  out 
that,  while  women  have 
many  periodicals  for 
their  eiclusive  use,  men 
have  none.  To  remedy 
this  a  companion  pro- 
duction to  Mother  anil 
Home  is  about  to  l»e 
issued.  It  will  be  en- 
titled Father  and  the 
Public  House. 


Hit.  ITM'irs  si'KCIAI.  MOTOR-CAR& 

V.       Von    I'KIKiTtVES. 


on   the   Dread- 


"  The  Banana's  New  Footing  "  was  the 
title  of  a  paragraph  in  The  1'iiU  Mall 
Gazette.  This  looks  as  if  a  want  is 
going  to  be  supplied,  for  hitherto  anyone 
stepping  on  a  banana  has  found  the 
existing  footing  most  unsatisfactory. 

Mrs.  CATT,  of  New  York,  the  President 
of  the  International  Suffrage  Alliance, 


"  Required  to  purchase, 
a  white  elephant,  within 
reasonable  ladius  of  I<on- 
don,  with  al  out  20  acres. 
Must  be  cheap,  as  required 
for  institn  ion." 

As  a  rule  white  ele- 
phants "  are  cheap  to- 
day." In  the  language 
of  the  King  they  are 
more  frequently  offered 
than  taken.  The  stipu- 
lation that  the  one  here 
sought  must,  so  to 


speak,  belong  to  the  landed  gentry  class 
may,  however,  put  up  the  price. 


"  The  trappings  and  hondah  of  their  Kxcel- 
lencies'  elephant,  which  came  at  the  end  of  the 
procession,  also  included  squadrons  of  tin-  i'.'iili 
Cavalry  and  trumpeters,  the  Inspector-General 
of  Police,  the  vice-president  of  the  Municipal 


has    been   touring   Europe,  and  was,  we!  Field  Artillery,  and  a  detachment  of 
are  told,  "lionised  in  Berlin."     Should    !''Kht  Horse."— Daily  Mail. 


Committee,  a  mounted  batter)'  of  I'"' 

I'unj.ili 


not  the  word  be  "tigeri.-ed  "  '> 


A    clear    case    of    overcrowding 
cruelty  to  elephant. 


and 


A   visitor  to   the   Esperanto   Concert  

which  was  given  last  week  informs  us  j 

that,    though     he     was      ignorant      of !  The  Gods  and  some  Mortals. 

Esperanto,  he  found  the  artistes  no  Kxtracl  from  a  letter  addressed  by 
less  intelligible  than  the  average  singer  |be  President  of  the  Manche.-ter  I'mfd 
of  English.  !.-.  ,-  (//„,.,  flfft  ,,/,.„«.)  to  the  Secretary 


V 

Says  "  Observator"  in  The  Obserrer :    - 
"A    boy  of   twelve  has   had   a   picture 


of  the  Sheffield  United  F.  C. 

"  I  cannot  help  but  feel  that  great  jiains  had 
been  taken  in  seeing  to  the  comf  >rt  of  .  ve  y- 


accepted  for  the  exhibition  of  the  Society    0,1P>  from  myso.f  and  directors,  down  to 
of   French   Artists.     Why  do  we  hear | hnmJble  •pectator." 


VOL.  OXIXVI. 
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SHOUTING    FOR    A    TAX    ON    NOISE. 

[Mr.  lirxciMAN  has  been  stumping  the  country  and  breathing  revenge 
gainst  those  who  urge  the  ( iovermnent  to  guarantee  our  naval  security. 
U  \Vulverhampton  he  threatened  them  with  Budget  reprisals,  suggest- 
ng,  in  a  passage  itself  not  too  subdi  i-d  in  tune,  the  "  new  principle,"  that 
lie  who  shouts  the  loudest  pays  most."  Later,  at  Newcastle,  he  is 
eported  by  The  Chronieln  to  have  said  :  "  \Ve  know  where  wealth 
ies  .  .  .  and  when  the  time  conies  round  for  the  Budget  I  hope  the 
latriots  won't  squeal."] 

How  ever  will  you  do  it,  DAVID  LLOYD? 

How  tell  our  natures  each  fioin  each  and  say, 
"  This  is  a  patriot :  he  shall  (ill  my  void  ; 

And  this  is  not :  and  so  he  needu't  pay  "  ? 
How  will  you  know  just  where  to  gorge? 
I  can't  imagine,  Mr.  GEORGE. 

The  simple  test  of  Party  scarcely  serves, 
For  there  are  Liberals  who  want  a  Fleet ; 

Nor  can  you  judge  by  noise  that  jars  the  nerves, 
For  there  are  patriots  who  restrain  their  heat, 

Who  do  not  shout  till  they  are  sore, 

But,  like  the  parrot,  think  the  more. 

And  if  you  go  by  noise  do  you  propose 
To  plant  a  taximeter  on  our  tongues? 

Or,  with.a  wind-gauge  lashed  beneath  our  nose, 
Check  off  the  volume  issuing  from  the  lungs, 

And  charge  upon  a  sliding  scale 

From  zephyrs  up  to  half-a-gale  ? 

The  principle  is  fairly  sound,  I  own, 

If  not  confined  to  those  who  shout  for  ships ; 

I  'd  love  to  see  a  Treasury  metrophoiie 
Instantly  clapped  on  any  noisy  lips  ; 

I  loathe  your  kind  that  talk  too  loud — 

Even  a  Little-Navy  crowd. 

So,  Sir,  if  you  would  really  have  on  toast 
The  ranter  and  the  roarer ;  if  your  game 

Is  "  He  who  shouts  the  loudest  pays  the  most," — • 
For  a  beginning  I  would  wish  to  name 

(Mention  a  likelier,  if  you  can) 

The  rather  raucous  RUNCIMAN.  0.  S. 


CROSS-EXAMINATIONS   FOR  THE   HOME; 

OR,  LITTLE  Aimitu's  ROAD  TO  KNOWLEDGE. 
i  Little  Arthur,  aged  12  ;  Ins  sister  Mabel,  aged  18.) 

.Mabel  (readimj  a  letter}.  Well,  I'm— 

Little  Arthur.  What's  the  matter,  Mabs? 

Mubel.  Oh,  nothing.  Only  a  letter  from  Helen  Vincen 
to  say  she's  engaged  ;  and  she's  going  to  be  married  in  : 
month;  and  it's  to  Ronald  Knight;  and  he 's  the  noblest  aiu 
best  in  the  world ;  and  will  I  be  a  bridesmaid  ?  and  don' 
I  think  she 's  a  lucky  girl  ? 

L.  A.  Oh,  Mabs,  isn't  that  jolly? 

Mii/x'l.  Jolly?  I  don't  see  anything  particularly  jollj 
about  it. 

L.  A.  Why  not,  Mabs? 

Mabel.  Well,  to  begin  with,  there's  our  Hockey  Team 
She  doesn't  say  a  word  about  that ;  and  how  I  'm  to  fill  hei 
place  I  don't  know. 

L.  A.  I  see,  Mabs.     What  a  pity  she  didn't  think  of  that 

Mabel.  Yes,  that 's  always  the  way  with  these  sentimenta 
girls.  You  can  never  get  them  to  think  seriously  of  impor 
tant  things. 

L.  A.  But,  Mabs. 

Mabel.  Yes,  Arthur  ;  what  is  it? 

L.  A.  Is  Hockey  so  frightfully  important? 

Mabel.  Of  course  it  is.     We  want  to  show  that  we  're  jus 


3  capable  of  taking  part  in  sports  as  men.     It's  part  of  our 
'ause,  you  know. 

L.  A.  Mamma  never  played  Hockey,  did  she? 

M,ih,-l  (xliortly).  No. 

/,.  .1.  Ah,  I  thought  not,  because  I  heard  her  say  the  other 
ay  that  she  didn't  know  what  girls  were  coming  to  nowa- 
,ays;  they  thought  of  nothing  but  games,  and  games  made 
liem  rude  and  mannish,  and  she  was  sure  nice  men  didn't 
ike  that  kind  of  thing.  She  said  a  lot  more,  but  1  can't 
emember  it  all. 

Mabel.  I've  often  told  you,  Arthur,  that  Mamma  's  a  little 
Id-fashioned  in  these  things— and,  btsides,  who  cares  what 
nen  think  ? 

L.  A.  But,  Mabs,  don't  girls  want  nice  men  to  like  them? 

Mabel.  We  don't  see  why  we  should  go  out  of  our  way  to 
ringe  for  their  liking.  Girls  have  got  their  own  lives  to 
ive,  and  they  mean  to  do  it. 

L.  A.  I  remember  Helen  Vincent  said  exactly  those  words 
not  so  very  long  ago. 

Mabel.  Yes,  I  know ;  she  was  very  determined  about  it. 
We  often  talked  it  over  together. 

L.  A.  And  now  she's  gone  and  promised  to  marry  Mr. 
Cnight.  I  say,  Mabs. 

Mabel.  Yes,  dear. 

L.  A.  Won't  she  have  to  live  Air.  Knight's  life  a  good  deal 
when  she 's  married  ?  Won't  she  have  to  live  where  he  wants 
ler  to,  and  do  things  he  asks  ?  Isn't  that  it  ? 

Mabel.  Yes ;  and  that  makes  it  all  the  more  annoying.  She  'B 
one  of  the  worst  backsliders  I  ever  heard  of. 

L.  A.  Don't  you  like  men,  Mabs  ? 

Mabel.  Don't  ask  silly  questions. 

L.  A.  But  you  '11  never  marry  one,  will  you,  Mabs  ? 
You  '11  be  an  old  maid  all  your  life,  beginning  from  now, 
won't  you? 

Mabel.  Isn't  it  your  tea-time? 

L.  A.  I  've  had  my  tea,  Mabs.  I  wish  you  'd  tell  me  if 
you  mean  to  be  an  old  maid. 

Mabel.  Why,  you  silly  little  boy,  of  course  I  don't. 

L.  A.  But  then  you  '11  have  to  marry  some  one,  Mabs  ;  and 
if  you  marry  some  one  you  can't  live  your  own  life,  you 
know  ;  and,  oh,  Mabs — 

Mabel.  What 's  up  now  ? 

L.  A.  Mabs,  you  '11  be  a  backslider,  and  I  don't  want  you 
to  be  that.  Please,  please  don't  be  a  backslider. 

Mabel  (tcltli  dignity).  You  may  be  quite  sure  that  I  shall 
know  how  to  go  straight  on.  I  shall  never  marry  anyone 

who  won't  agree 

L.  A.  But  that's  what  Helen  Vincent  said.  Do  you  think 
Mr.  Knight  agreed  to  things  ? 

Mabel.  No,  I  don't.  Men  never  do;  and  it's  the  fault  of 
the  women. 

L.  A.  Well,  perhaps  your  man  won't  agree  either.     Are 
you  going  to  write  to  Helen  to  tell  her  what  you  think  of  her? 
Mabel.  No,  of  course  not. 

L.  A.  Well  then,  arc  you  going  to  be  one  of  her  brides- 
maids ? 

Mabel.  Yes,  I   think   so.     She  says  (referring  to   letter)' 

'The   bridesmaids'    dresses  are   going   to   be  dreams,  and 
Ronald   has  made  all  sorts  of   gorgeous  proposals  for  the 

bridesmaids'  presents.     He's  really  the  most "     The  rest 

doesn't  matter. 

L.  A.  Then  you  don't  mind  so  much,  after  all,  Mabs,  do 

you? 

Mabel.  There 's  Mamma  calling.     I  must  go  to  her. 


Political  Candour. 

One  of  the  main  objects  of  the  "All  for  Ireland  League' 
is,  according  to  The  Statesman,  "the  cultivation  of  language 
traditions,  and  ideals  of  the  Gaol." 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI.— ArniL  14.  1'JO'J. 


THE   NEW      TERROR. 


K  •,-,„;    Klil:v  „    i;,.,,,, ,  ,  M,x.    <•  \YF.I.L,   COMRADE,   IS    IT    TI1K    OI.U    CUY    AGAIN*— €.i    /MS   7-.V 
VOBLBSSB'?" 

Ibmn  on  m.  Putn  GENERAL  ^IBIKE  CoMMirns.    "NO.   WF/VK  GOT  BEYOND   THAT  NOW;    IT'S  ' .( 
' 
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THE    INCREASING    DEPRAVITY    OF    WOMAN. 

ANOTHER  IMPUDENT  CASE  or  KLEPTOMANIA  IN  BUOAD  DAYI.IOHT! 


MORE  PANIC. 

COIVIHKNI  with  the  Navy  "  scare  "  (as 
(icrmany  mid  the  British  Radical  Press 
call  it — each, no  doubt,  for  good  realms 
(if  its  own)  several  collateral  cases  of 
imworihy  panic  have  conic  under  our 
notice.  We  intend  to  excise  some  of 
tliein,  in  the  hope  of  Bhanung  those  who 
have  thus  fall-n  from  the  high  standard 
of  hull -dog  courage  which  lias  made  our 
uati .111  \vliat  it  is. 

A  Mr.  Jones,  who  uvently  liought  the 
Villa  Maggiorc,  Nether  Tooting,  has,  in 
a  moment  of  abject  pusillanimity,  taken 
out  a  firo  insurance  policy.  Coward  ! 

A  Mr.  Robinson,  of  K*|icrauto,  lialham 
(.irove,  has,  in  view  of  the  uncertainly  of 
our  Spring  climate,  acquired  the  un- 
manly habit  of  wearing  flannel  next  lo 
his  contemptible  skin.  Coward  ! 

A  Mr.  Brown,  near  whose  resilience, 
which  shall  be  nameless,  a  number  of 
burglars  have  lately  been  plying  their 
trade  with  impunity,  has  taken,  the 
un-Knglish  precaution  of  fitting  his 
floors  and  windows  with  electric  alarms. 
Coward ! 

A    Mr.    Smith,    of    The    Sanctuary, 


Turnham  Green,  who  moves  in  social 
circles  which  have  been  decimated  by 
influenza,  has  adopted  the  despicable 
practice  of  using  tobacco  as  a  disin- 
fectant. Coward ! 

A  Mr.  Trotter,  who  has  just  returned 
from  the  Malay  Peninsula,  admits  that 
under  the  enervating  influence  of  a 
tropical  climate  lie  allowed  himself  to 
assume  a  pith  helmet  by  day  and  mos- 
quito curtains  by  night.  Coward  ! 

((\\iug  to  a  paltry  fear  of  collision 
during  a  fog  off  I'shant,  a  Captain  Tom- 
kyns  it  he  name  of  whose  ship  we  sup- 
press for  the  Nike  of  the  other  officers, 
whose  courage  is  not  in  question)  so  far 
forgot  himself  as  to  run  his  engines  at 
half-speed  and  sound  his  siren  at  fre- 
quent intervals.  Coward! 

Both  the  Manche.-i.'i-  I'nited  and 
Bristol  City  Clubs,  ignoring  those  t-plen- 
did  traditions  of  British  gallantry  by 
which  the  adversary  was  always  invite. 1 
to  attack  you  unawares,  and  take  every 
other  conceivable  advantage  of  you, 
have  put  their  teams  into  strict  training 
for  the  Final  of  the  Cup,  and  propose  to 
employ  t'ie  maximum  permissible  num- 
ber of  players.  Cowaids ! 


Things  that  might  have  been  put 
differently. 

In  its  review  of  Sixty  Years  in  the 
Wilderness,  The  Scotsman  says : — 

"So  lively  an  author  as  the  writer  of  'The 
Diary  of  Toby  M.I'.'  in  I'uneh  cannot  be  dull 
even  when  talking  about  himself." 

"  Even  "  is  a  happy  touch. 

Fashionable  Intelligence. 

"Mr.  J.  Heaven,  of  Jerusalem,  is  continuing 
lo  make  good  progress  towards  recovery." 

Adelaide  Adrerliter. 


More  Commercial  Candour. 
From  an  advt.  for  artificial  teeth  : 
"  Mr.       —  has  fitU>d  many  patients  vilio  have 

hitherto  failed  to  oMain  HtWOHtfOK11     Dundee. 

Kerning  Telegraph. 

It  looks  as  if  the  juries  contained   too 
manv  dental  artists. 


"In  the  t « o-fiirlong  race  Waterliou.se  was 
first,  Jones  second, and  Graham  third,  but  when 
they  met  in  the  quarter-mile  .limes  s  c  red  the 
premier  marks." — Maneherter  Guardian. 

\Vc    should    have    been    interested    to 
hear  what  happened  in  the  \  H>  yards. 


258 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


[APRIL  II,  1909. 


THE    SEASON'S    PROSPECTS. 

!>i:ui  Mii.  PUNCH, — I  have  just  been 
studying  those  articles  on  "The  Coining 
Cricket  Season,"  which  appear  regu- 

arly  at  this  time  of  the  year  in  the 
daily  papers.  Shades  of  Q-AUKBODQKHl 
was  there  ever  such  dull  reading  ?  You 

iiiow  (only  too  well,  I  expect)  the  sort 
of  thing  that  is  offered  to  us. 

BLANKSIIIRE. 

"  Blankshire  will  have  the  same 
arduous  programme  as  last  year,  with 
the  addition  that  the  Australians  will 
be  met  at  Blankton  in  the  early  part  of 
June.  Mr.  Robinson  will  once  again 
assume  the  command,  and  he  expects  to 
have  the  services  of  all  the  amateurs  and 
paid  players  who  were  available  last 
year.  No  new  talent  has  been  unearthed, 
though  a  young  professional  from  Blob- 
leigh  is  spoken  of  as  likely  to  be  useful 
in  the  near  future.  Mr.  Robinson  speaks 
highly  of  the  prospects  of  his  team,  and 
there  can  be  no  doubt  tliat  Blankshire 
will  take  a  creditable  place  in  the  final 
order,  if,  indeed,  they  do  not  actually 
win  the  championship.  The  Blaukton 
Week  begins  on  the  1st  of  August." 

That,  I  fancy  you  will  admit,  is  a 
perfectly  fair  example  of  the  sort  of 
thing  which  is  expected  to  enliven  our 
Easter  holiday.  Now  what  can  be  done 
to  alter  this  distressing  state  of  affairs  ? 
Well,  I  have  two  suggestions  to  make. 
The  first  is  that,  in  order  to  make  the 
forecasts  really  sensational,  truth  should 
be  disregarded  altogether.  There  is  at 
least  one  paper  which  could  do  this 
without  any  loss  of  reputation  ;  which 
indeed  might  acquire  thus  an  added 
reputation  for  consistency,  in  that  it 
brought  its  cricket  prophecies  into  line 
with  its  others. 

I  give  two  or  three  examples  of  the 
sort  of  thing  I  mean. 

YORKSHIRE. 

"The  personnel  of  the  Yorkshire  team 
is  likely  to  be  entirely  changed  this  year. 
In  the  early  matches,  at  any  rate,  the 
side  will  consist  of  ten  Leeds  amateurs, 
all  well-known  billiard  players,  and 
HARDISTY,  who  will  captain  the  eleven. 
Only  one  county  will  be  met,  and  HAR- 
DISTY confidently  expects  that  his  side 
will  conn;  out  bottom  of  the  list.  A 
match  for  the  benefit  of  Ix)rd  HA\VKK  wil 
be  playedagainst  the  Australians  in  J  nly.' 

KENT. 

"At  the  last  moment  II  r.  K.  \V.  ]>IU.HN 
has  had  lo  resign  the  captaincy,  and  Sir 
GII.DHUT  PARKER  has  been  appointed  in 
his  place.  All  the  counties  will  be  met 
twice,  and,  if  necessary,  three  times 
while  the  Australians  will  be  played  on 
second  Thursdays  throughout  the  season 
An  interesting  experiment  will  be  made 
by  the  committee,  BLVTHK  keeping  wicke1 


for  the  first  few  matches,  HIJISH  having 
been  badly  bitten  in  the  thumb  by  a 
rabbit.  There  will  be  no  Canterbury 
week  this  year,  owing  to  the  high- 
handed action  of  the  Mayor,  and  all  the 
matches  will  bo  played  at  Graveaend." 
SURREY. 

"For  some  time  it  was  doubtful  if 
Surrey  would  play  any  matches  at  all 
this  season,  owing  to  a  difficulty  about 
finding  a  ground,  but  a  few  acres  have 
now  been  secured  in  the  neighbourhood 
of  Kensington,  and  here  all  the  first-class 
counties,  the  Australians,  Northampton- 
shire, and  the  Provincial  Actors  will  be 
net.  Mr.  RAPHAEL,  Sir  R.  HJEBMOM-HoDGE 
and  Mr.  FRANK  SMITH  will  turn  out 


imong  the  amateurs ;  while  JOE  WARD, 
ALF  DEAKIN  and  the  Mayor  of  Cambridge 
are  qualifying  as  professionals.  The 
whole  of  the  Lancashire  eleven  have  also 
offered  their  services  if  required.  There 
will  be  no  entrance  fee  at  any  of  the 
matches." 

LEICESTERSHIRE. 

1  The  team  and  fixtures  will  be  the 
same  as  last  year  except  that  Sir  ARTHUR 
HAZLERNX:  will  in  future  play  as  a  pro- 
fessional. The  challenge  from  Australia 
lo  five  Test  Matches,  to  be  played  to  a 
finish,  hns  been  accepted,  and  these  will 
be  played  on  the  first  five  days  in  June." 

Now,  Mr.  Punch,  you  see  from  this 
bow  interesting  cricket  forecasts  can  be 
made,  given  the  necessary  imagination. 
But  if  you  still  maintain  that  Truth  is 
of  the  essence  of  the  matter,  then  I  offer 
instead  my  second  suggestion. 

Why  bother  about  the  actual  cricketers 
who  are  going  to  play  for  the  counties  ? 
For  one  man  who  watches  them  a  hun- 
dred will  rend  about  them.  The  interest 
of  the  public,  so  far  as  our  summer 
game  is  concerned,  lies  elsewhere.  This, 
then,  M-r.  Punch,  is  how  the  ideal  article 
should  be  written : 

PROSPECTS  OF  THE  SEASON. 
The  Westminster  Gazelle. 

Mr.  P.  F.  WARNER  will  once  more  turn 
out  signed  articles  in  the  first  person 
plural  upon  the  doings  of  Mr.  NOBIJ<: 
Mr.  THUMPER,  Mr.  WASS,  Mr.  OAHKEEK 
Mr.  FRY,  Mr.  KERMODE,  Mr.  BEN-SKIN,  Mr 
lloiiit--  and  Mr.  CRAHI. 

The  Daily  Tclf<jmi>li. 

So  far  as  we  arc  informed  there  wil 

be   no  changes   this    year,   and    Majo 

Tiu-AuR  \vill  again  throw  light  upon  tin 

dark  corners  of  the  game  at  the  rate  o 


five  lines  per  ball. 

Tlie  Daily  Mirror. 

All  the  old  words  are  again  available 
and  several  promising  young  ones  havi 
been  unearthed;  Moreover  an  entirely 
new  anecdote  of  Vic  THUMPER  at  Cain 
bridge  will  be  played  off  on  the  public. 


Tlie  Sportsman. 

Side  will  again  be  assumed  by 
"  Wanderer,"  who  will  keep  himself  ait 
-fait  with  the  inner  council  of  the  Selec- 
tion Committee.  In  the  early  part  of 
the  season  he  is  expected  to  refer  to 
somebody's  innings  as  being  "like  the 
curate's  egg,  good  in  parts."  In  this 
case  he  may  not  be  available  for  the  rest 
of  the  summer. 

A  novel  feature  of  the  season's  pro- 
gramme will  be  the  inclusion  every 
bree  days  of  a  libt  of  the  names  and 
tales  of  the  Colonials  from  whom  the 
ustralian  eleven  will  be  selected.  This 
hould  be  studied  each  time  it  appears, 

0  that,   if    Mr.   NOIH.K    should   decide 
uddenly  to  give  a  trial  to  one  of  the 
nany  Colonial  residents  in  London,  the 
act  may  not  escape  the  attention  of  the 
eadcr. 

The  Evening  News. 

An  immense  amount  of  new  blood 
will  be  infused  into  the  side,  the  most 
remising  of  them  being  "Old  Bine," 
'Brixton  C.C.,"  "Fair  Play,"  "Z.,"and 
'  Englishman,"  all  of  whom  will  point 
iut  that  if  only  somebody  else  had  been 
(elected  the  result  of  the  Test  Matches 
night  have  been  different. 

There,  Mr.  Punch!  How  much  more 
nteresting  that  would  be  !  Yet  there 
s  one  forecast  which  I  have  omitted. 
t  comes  under  a  heading  not  unknown 
a  you,  and  mentions  that  once  more  a 
Yiendly  attempt  would  be  made  to  get 

1  little  fun  out  of  a  body  of  good  sports- 
nen  who  perform  a  difficult  task  quite 
fficiently.  A.  A.  M. 

—  = 

ROSES    FOR    SPRING    PLANTING. 

The  Maud  Allan. — Pale  flesh  colour 
ending  to  rosy  blush  ;  scanty  bloomer, 
out  perfect  form.  Fine  for  exhibition. 

Tlie  Winston. — Uncertain.  Liable  to 
revert  to  stock. 

The  Bdlfonr. — Very  graceful  contour ; 
requires  protection. 

The  Arthur  Benson. — Very  prolific; 
flowers  freely  produced  throughout  the 
season ;  good  in  the  bud,  but  flat  when 
open. 

The  De  Morgan. — Lateblooming;  elon- 
gated form  ;  sport  of  Charles  Dickens. 

The  Chesterton. — Exceptionally  large 
and  of  great  substance  ;  shape  globular. 

Tlie  Transformation. — Coppery  tint, 
with  buff  at  base ;  growth  vigorous ; 
edges  waved. 

The  Suffragette. — Purple,  white  am] 
green  ;  rampant  climber,  thorny  ;  grow.' 
freely  on  railings,  requires  severe  cutting 


"  Finishing  Governess,  30,  or  otherwise." 
Brighton  Herald. 

It  is  generous  of  her  to  waive  a  year 
or  two,  if  desired. 
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MR.    ASQUITH    AND    THAT    CONFOUNDED    No.    8. 

(Ercu  llic  ('uiitiiicnl,  if  In-  had  <jonc  there  for  /iig  holiday*,  icould  //niv  afortltd  him  m>  relief.) 


'       ' 


- 


"  MOST  BECOMIKO,  SIR!    IT'S  A  M-MIIEI:  Il'KIGHT,  Sm." 


"  U'or'rt  IIIAT  A-MIIIMN',  Sin?     THAI  's  I'.li  ill'l'  111.1  i  >.  HIM  is.  Snt.  ' 


RESTAURANT 


1  A.H.V  !   MUNSII.I.I:   ASK-IIUIT  !    (I'rimc  M'niixlcr  irincf 
MCE  ROOM,  SAKE.     NUMBER  EK11IT  -IIX/KKVI-E 


"TiiM    UK.\MIY    M'vi-.Ki:    ii.vis!      On,    N"    ir    I-N'T.    BI  r 
I    BF.IlF.vr,   HIM    wliKI'  IIKU   WAITER   KNOWS   MiilEriMNi.  !  '.  " 
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ENGLAND'S   BEST  GIRLS. 

A  STUDY  IN  TUB  FULSOME. 

(IV "iik  -pro/ tine  ackiwicledijments  to  tlm  Radical 

I'rcse.) 

"Bi-;  good,  sweet  maid,  and  let  who 
can  be  clever,"  was  all  very  well  for  the 
dowdy  damsels  of  the  mid-Victorian  era. 
But  in  our  enlightened  age  girls  are 
very  properly  encouraged  to  be  original. 
If  they  are  dowered  with  some  special 
gift,  such  as  caricaturing  or  whistling, 
or  "Saloming,"  as  it  is  charmingly 
called,  they  need  not  feel  ashamed  of  it 
as  of  an  attribute  disgraceful  in  their 
sex.  Indeed,  as  that  stalwart  organ  of 
democracy, ['The  Daily  ('lironicle,  truly 
puts  it,  "without  a  certain  cleverness 
and  sparkle,  even  beauty  cannot  make 
its  owner  a  success  in  society."  Wealth 
is  of  course  indispensable,  though  there 
have  been  instances  in  recent  years  of 
young  girls  with  practically  no  fortunes 
making  brilliant  matches.  But  it  is 
dangerous  to  build  upon  the  unsubstan- 
tial foundation  of  the  exceptional.  The 
young  girl  is  in  fashion,  to  quote  again 
from  our  stalwart  Radical  contemporary, 
but  it  is  significant  thai  of  the  beauties 
specially  singled  out  for  appreciative 
notice  in  its  pages  there  is  hardly  one 
who  is  not  directly  connected  with  "our 
old  nobility." 

Wise  mothers — and  modern  mothers 
are  seldom  wanting  in  astuteness — do  not 
keep  their  young  "flapper"  daughters 
buried  in  the  schoolroom  until  the  day 
of  presentation.  They  prepare  them  for 
their  complete  emancipation  by  a  series 
of  preliminary  canters.  Thus  they  take 
them  to  dine  at  the  Fitz  or  the  Tarltoii 
while  the  hair  that  is  hanging  down 
their  back  is  still  their  own.  Once  a 
month  at  least  in  the  best  houses  the 
"flapper"  is  taken  behind  the  scenes  at 
the  Tav.,  or  on  the  top  of  a  motor  bus, 
or,  when  they  are  running,  on  a  penny 
steamer,  so  as  to  gain  that  wider  view  of 
life  so  indispensable  to  the  up-to-date 
chali'lnuu'.  The  modern  girl  win)  counts 
is  invariably  a  mistress  of  a  rich  and 
copious  vocabulary,  and  to  their  com- 
mand of  slang  no  less  than  to  their  looks 
must  be  attributed  the  immense  popu- 
larity of  Lady  Sheila  Swilly,  Lady 
Ugquebaugh's  high-spirited  daughter, 
and  of  Miss  Marigo  Smirnoff,  one  of  the 
most  gifted  Levantine  d&nttante*  of  the 
season.  The  upbringing  of  Lady  Sarah 
lioodle  has  been  wholly  unconventional, 
and  as  her  parents  spend  most  of  their 
time  in  balloons,  she  is  looking  forward 
to  her  first  season  with  all  the  fougue  de 
dix-liuit  ans.  Until  sho  was  sixteen 
Lady  Sarah  was  allowed  to  read  nothing 
but  The  tiporlintj  Times  and  The  ^inli*l. 
This  led,  not  unnaturally,  to  a  violent 
reaction,  and  I^ady  Sarah  is  now  a 


devoted  student  of  MAETKRLINCK,  Mr. 
W.  B.  YEATS,  and  FIONA  MACLEOD. 
Happily  this  development  has  not  im- 
paired her  healthy  enjoyment  of  l>ridge. 
Last  year  she  won  £300  at  this  winsome 
pastime,  and  one  of  ihe  finest  players  at 
the  Portland  is  rumoured  to  have  said 
that  if  she  gave  her  whole  time  to  it 
she  might  win  three  times  that  amount. 
So  far,  however,  Lady  Sarah,  with  a 
restraint  that  does  her  infinite  credit, 
has  never  played  for  more  than  ten 
hours  at  a  stretch. 

One  may  fitly  conclude  this  group  of 
winsome  English  girls  by  the  mention 
of  two  beautiful  cousins,  Lady  Phoebe 
Bunting  and  Miss  Miriam  Delshazzar. 
By  an  extraordinary  coincidence  they 
are  both  third  cousins  once  removed  of 
Daphne,  Lady  Saxthorpe.  whose  coster 
impersonations  were  so  marked  a  feature 
of  her  late  husband's  tenure  of  office  as 
Governor  of  Hong  Kong.  Lady  Phoebe, 
strange  to  say,  never  learned  her 
alphabet  until  she  was  nearly  fifteen, 
while  her  cousin  had  mastered  the 
intricacies  of  compound  interest  almo>t 
before  she  could  walk.  Lady  Phoebe  is 
a  winsome  blonde,  while  Miss  Belshazzar 
is  a  svelte  brunette  whose  superb  Semitic 
profile  recalls  the  delicious  proboscis  of 
her  illustrious  grandfather,  Sir  Joshua 
Schnabelheimer. 

(Hot  to  be  continued.) 


APRIL  IN  "THE  STREET." 

APRIL  of  the  shining  tresses, 

Tearful  mouth,  and  laughing  eyes! 
Where  the  budding  wildernesses 
Wait  the  swallow's  glad  surprise, 

Where  the  slender 

Larch's  tender 
Green  is  new  and  neat, 

Most  folk  set  you  ; 

Yet  I  've  met  you 
In  Throgmorton  Street ! 

When  the  City  pigeon's  cooing 

Takes  a  sofi  domestic  note, 
When  the  daffodil  is  doing 
Duty  in  the  broker's  coat, 

When  through  highway, 

Court  and  byway, 
Gusts  ami  sunshine  range, 

And  the  racing 

Clouds  are  chasing 
Over  the  Exchange ; 

What  if  rates  be  flat  or  firmer, 

What  if  prices  fill  or  back, 
If  I  hear  your  sunny  murmur 
Of  a  four  days'  Easter  slack, 

Of  absconding, 

Vagabonding 
From  the  Street's  grim  aisle, 

While  its  chill  stones, 

Mammon's  millstones, 
Cease  to  grind  awhile! 


BLACKMAIL. 

THE  eminent  West  End  physician,  felt 
my  pulse  with  his  right  hand,  pushed  a 
thermometer  as  far  down  the  basement 
of  my  tongue  as  he  decently  could  with 
his  left,  and  went  out  of  the  room.  He 
returned  in  two  minutes,  took  out  the 
thermometer  and  examined  it. 

"Ha  !  Influenza  !  "  he  said.  "  Throe 
days  in  bed — this  prescription"  (heto:ik 
one,  ready  written,  from  a  pile  on  his 
table) — "  that  will  be  two  guineas." 

"No!"  I  said.  "Not  inilucn/a,  but 
a  cold — a  common  cold  in  the  head,  and 
you  know  it." 

"  Hush  !  "  he  implored  ;  and  his  face 
paled.  He  went  swiftly  and  silently 
across  the  room  and  locked  the  door. 

"  So  you  know  all,"  he  said. 

"I  do;  you  may  therefore  tell  me 
everything,"  I  replied.  Briefly,  the 
story  he  told  me  was  as  follows  : 

Twenty  years  ago  this  great  doctor 
was  a  young  and  stiuggling  practitioner 
in  Tooting.  One  day  there  came  to 
consult  him  a  man  of  unusually  pros- 
perous appearance  suffering  from  a  heavy 
cold.  The  young  doctor,  in  the  moment's 
excitement,  made  a  mistake  and  diag- 
nosed the  case  as  influen/.a  ;  and  the 
patient  was  so  charmed  that  he  shook 
the  young  man  warmly  by  the  hand  and 
went  home  to  bed,  where  the  doctor 
visited  him  each  day  for  a  week,  run- 
ning up  a  very  useful  little  bill. 

Not  to  be  outdone,  the  patient's 
friends,  when  they  in  their  turn 
fell  victims  to  catarrh,  called  in  the 
same  young  doctor  to  ascertain  whether 
they  too  were  not  distinguished  by 
influenza.  Having  put  his  hand  by 
accident  to  the  plough,  our  friend 
refused  to  look  back,  and  pursued  the 
downward  path  of  worldly  success. 

Thereafter  he  never  diagnosed  a  cold 
in  the  head  as  anything  but  influenza. 
He  quickly  made  a  reputation  ns  a  young 
man  who  knew  a  bad  thing  when  he  saw 
it ;  and  his  progress  to  Hurley  Street 
was  accomplished  as  easily  as  the  descent 
of  Avernus. 

"I  have  told  you  all  this,"  he  con- 
cluded, "became  you  had  guessed  it 
already.  It  remains  merely  to  add  that  I 
place  implicit  confidence  in  your  secrecy, 
and  to  repeat  that  my  fee  is  two 
guineas." 

"  Your  confidence,"  I  said,  "  is  not 
misplaced.  It  remains  merely  to  add  that 
my  fee  for  discretion  is  five  guineas, 
and  I  will  therefore  trouble  you  for  the 
difference." 

1  have  had  a  very  good  winter  season. 


From  the  window  of  a  restaurant  off 
the  Strand  : — 

"  Chickens  cooked  or  uncooked." 
How  do  you  uncook  a  chicken  ? 
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TIIK    INSURANCE    QCKSTIoX. 

"  1 1  is  tin'  duty  of  every  man  to  insure 
his  life,"  pronounced  I'atty. 

"  I  had  an  uncle  once,"  said  Dibchick. 

She,  smiled. 

"  Don't  you  believe  me?"  he  asked. 

"  Oh  yes,  I  daresay  you  had  a  down.'' 

"No,  only  two.  '1  hey  were  twins," 
he  add.  d  with  a  sigh. 

"But  what's  tl  at,  got  to  do  with  in- 
suring your  lilc  i1  " 

"You  see,"  he  explained,  "one  of 
them  was  an  African  bishop.  I  forget 
•what  the  other  took  up.  I  fancy  he 
eventually  became  a  gentleman  jockey. 
But  the  point  is  that  my  uncle  Arthur 
was  a,  bishop.  In  fact,  they  said  that 
with  any  luck  he  might  have  been  an 
archbishop  ;  but  unfortunately " 

"Still,  I  don't  quite  see— 

Hi1  waved  his  hand.  "Wait  a  mo- 
ment. I'm  just  coming  to  it.  What  I 
was  going  to  say,  when  you  interrupted 
me — 

"I  like  that,"  said  Tatty. 

"  \\V11,  when  I  inteirupted  you,  then. 
\V  hat  I  was  about  to  observe  when  I 
interrupted  you  was  that  my  uncle 
Arthur  felt  very  strongly  on  the  subject 
of  insurance  agents.  Housed  to  main- 
tain that  there  was  only  one  effectual 
way  of  dealing  with  them.  When  they 
called  and  suggested  your  insuring  in 
tlieir  ollieo,  you  should  always  begin  by 
producing  the  whisky." 

"  But  I  couldn't  very  well  do  that, 
could  1?" 

"  No,  I  suppose  not.  He  was  speak- 
ing more  from  a  bishop's  point  of  view, 
a.s  it,  were.  Well,  after  that,  the  next 
thing  to  do,  said  my  uncle  Arthur,  was 
to  mix  them  a  liberal  dose,  and  then, 
holding  the  glass  in  your  hand,  say, 
1  Would  you  mind  letting  me  have  a 
pniMi,  d  us?  '  Then  they  gave  you«the 
piiKpeetus,  and  you  gave  them  the 
whisky,  and-  well,  then  they  went 
away  and  tried  to  forget  you." 

1  ihould  have  thought  giving  them 
\\ln  ky  would  have  been  the  very  way 
to  make  them  call  aj;ain." 

"Oh,  no,  not  at  all.  Directly  yon 
l:ad  given  it  to  them,  you  murmured, 
j '  Ex:use  me,"  and  rang  the  bell.  Tin  n 
tiny  would  think  you  were  in  u  great, 
'.hurry,  and  would  drink  it  off  quickly, 
b'-fore  they  realised  what  they  were 
doing.  That  was  the  essential  part  of 
the  treatment.  My  uncle  Arthur  said 
that  you  should  never  give  them  time 
to  sip  a  little,  and  then  leave  the  rest, 
or  pour  it  into  a  flower-pot  when  they 
ih-  n.lii  you  weren't,  looking.  You  see. 
it  wasn't  the  ordinary  whisky;  you  gut 
it  at,  the  gnx'er's.'' 

"  I  don't  think  your  uncle  can  have 
In  en  a  very  nice  man,"  said  Patty. 

"There  you  are  wrong,"  answered 
Dibchick  ;  "  he  was  one  of  the  best  of 


A    LONG    FAREWELL. 

She  (efuttrely).  "  How  SICE  IT  is  TO  HAVE  MET  too  AGAIN  AFTER  ALL  THESE  TEARS,  B*  DEAR 
CAPTAIN  BUIILINOTON." 

Hi-.  "MAjoa  NOW!    THAT  WAS  TEN  YEARS  ACO,  YOU  KNOW." 

She  (still  more  eftwirely).  "How  TIHK  KI.IK.S  !  WELL,  <  "M.Ryra.ATioss  AND  OOOD-BTB. 
Z  HOPS  rou  'LL  ss  A  GSKKKAL  WUEX  NEXT  WE  MKET." 


bishops.  But  I  admit  he  wanted  know- 
ing." 

"Then  you  don't  agree  with  me  about 
insuring  V  " 

"Certainly,  I  agree  with  you.  But 
personally,  so  far  as  I  am  concerned — 
well,  1  shall  probably  never  leave  a 
widow  now.  Once---  He  paused. 

"Yet?" 

"I  remember  I  was  quite  young  at 
the  time.  She  was  older,  about  thirty, 
I  think,  a  rather  massive  blonde.  It 
hurt  fi  ightfully." 

"Ah!" 

"  I  could  never  eat  anything  whpn  she 
dropped  in  to  da."  lie  stopped  and 
ga/.i  d  absently  into  the  distance. 


"  Was  that  all  ?"  asked  Patty. 

"All!" 

"  Didn't  you  do  anything  ?  " 

"  No ;  you  see,  I  was  only  twelve  at 
the  time.  As  my  father  told  me,  it  was 
a  hopeless  case.  She  wouldn't  have 
understood,  probably,  even  if  I  had  suid 
anything,  and  in.  those  days  I  was 
singulaily  sensitive  to  ridicule.  But 
1  have  always  felt  that  she  was  the  only- 
widow  I  should  ever  have  really  eared 

!•>    le.ive." 

"  Wo  seem  to  have  rather  wandered 
from  our  orig  nal  conversation,"  suid 
Patty. 

"I  lave  we?  Well,  to  continue,  my 
uncle  Arthur " 
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n.  '"How  i  AU  is  IT  TO  Au>EKSiioT '  ?    LEI  ME  SEK.     WELL,  AS  TUB  CHOW  FLIES — 
Footsore  Tommy.  "NEVER  MIKD  'ow  THE  BEGGAR  FLIES;  'ow  FAB  is  IT  AS  THE  BEGGAR  "ore?" 


THE  SPRINGS  OF  YESTER-CKNTURY. 

SPRING,  when  the  first  buds  of  the  crocus  waken,1 

Dusting  with  gold  the  carpet  of  the  glade, 
Say,  may  I  hope  that  these  remarks  be  taken 

In  the  same  friendly  spirit  they  are  made  ? 
Gentle  I  wrote  you,  once  beloved  thesis 

Of  adolescence  and  its  callow  pen  ; 
My  dear,  I  sometimes  think  yon  've  gone  to  pieces 

Confoundedly  since  then ! 

Those  were  the  days  when  you  were  always  good  for 

A  sonnet's  impulse  ;  yours  the  usual  shrine 
At  which  I  wooed  the  guinea  which  has  stood  for 

The  laurel  wreath  in  any  rhymes  of  mine. 
You  tuned  my  heart  to  your  brown  lark's  elation 

'Mid  white  clouds  piping,  lost  in  breezy  blue  ; 
Now  I  might  starve  for  all  the  inspiration 

I  seem  to  get  from  you  ! 

Mutely  I  wander  where  my  early  hymn  rose 
When  tender  catkins  do  a  tail  unfold, 

All  unaffected  by  the  budding  primrose 
liaising  her  head  above  the  chilly  mould  ; 
1  Delayed  in  publication. 


Loud  whoops  the  blizzard,1  biting,  song-benumbing, 
Blasting  pale  blossoms  ere  they  know  the  sun  ; 

Not  thus  you  heralded  the  cuckoo's  coming 
When  I  was  twenty-one  ! 

Madam,  I  charge  you,  ere  these  antic  actions 

Tarnish  the  memory  of  your  former  gold. 
That  you  produce  at  least  a  few  attractions 

For  which  I  loved  you  in  those  days  of  old  ; 
Keep  your  afflatus  (it  was  ne'er  a  deep  kind), 

Your  woodland  walks — keep  these  for  younger  legs, 
But  give  me  your  asparagus — the  cheap  kind, 

Give  me  your  plovers'  eggs  ! 

*  Mr.  Punch  cannot  hold  himself  responsible  for  the  weather  forecasts 
of  his  contributors. 


"  Advertiser  wishes  to  hear  of  a  bright,  cheerful  family  with  Suffragette 
interests,  residing  in  a  fairly  rjuiet  district,  where  a  lady,  recovering 
from  a  nervous  breakdown,  could  be  received,  and  where  one  of  the 
members,  a  bright  strong  character,  would  be  willing  to  devote  her 
interest  and  influence  in  helping  the  lady  to  recovery." — Voles  for 
\\~omen. 

The  name  of  one  bright,  strong  character  leaps  to  the 
mind,  but  we  should  hardly  have  thought  she  was  the  best 
companion  for  a  lady  recovering  from  a  nervous  breakdown. 
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ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED  KROM  THE  DMRY    OF  TOBY,  M.P. 


iij  OomMOtU,  Monday,  April  5. 
—  JOHN  BURNS  moved  second  reading  of 
Housing  and  Town  Planning  Hill.  Ill 
course  of  speech  slroiiL'ly  denounced  tlie 
insalubrity  ;uid  gen*  ral  nndesirability  of 
what  In:  called  Back-to-back  houses. 
liclereuce  Hnlt'-red  lion.  Members  below 
Gangway.  Earlier  in  day,  question 
arising  about  noble  lords  lending  Mr. 
Du  Cues  span!  motor  cars  for  Party 
purposes  in  Parliamentary  elections, 
ATIOII\I:\  (  ii\i  HM.  suggested  that  suit- 
able time  for  legislation  on  subject 
would  be  when  whole  matter  of  relati'  us 
of  two  Houses  conies  up  for  considera- 
tion. 

"And  when  may  that  be?"  blandly 
asked  WiNTK.urov,  ever  on  alert  in  search 
of  useful  information. 

"  It  does  not  rest  with,  me  to  fix  the 
day,"  si.id  ROIISON,  with  a  sigh  in  his 
soft  voice.  "  If  it  did  I  should  certainly 
make  the  date  an  early  one." 

Thoughts  thus  attuned  to  the  subject, 
Hia  s-\K.ii  at  first  imagined  that  when 
PHKSIDKNT  OF  LOCAL  GOVERNMENT  BOARD 
talkid  of  Back-to-back  houses  he  had  in 
mind  the  two  Houses  of  Parliament, 
separated  as  they  are  by  a  corridor. 
I.i'iTov,  who,  with  intention  of  keeping 
a  closer  eye  on  his  late  friend  JOHN  (now 
Right  Honourable),  shifted  his  position 
from  usual  seat  below  Gangway  on  Minis- 
ter!. il  side  to  Front  Bench  below  Gangway 
ite,  knew  better.  Long  connection 
with  Leeds  made  him  familiar  with  this 
honv-ly  form  of  structure  and  its  con- 
veniences. In  Back-to-back  houses  it  is 
tin-  custom  of  an  afternoon  for  the  lady  on 
the  third  storey—  usually  with  her  cap 
awry—  to  lean  out  of  window  and  enttr 
into  conversation  with  lady  in  window 
opposite,  whose  proximity  is  happily  so 
close  that,  one  almost,  eoidd,  sometimes 
nearly  dors,  emphasise  remarks  by 
tugging  at  the  other's  towzled  hair. 

Mr.  LUPTOV  proceedid  to  adapt  the 
pleasing  custom  to  habits  of  House  of 
I'ommons.  leaning  out  of  what  repre- 
sented his  window  on  the  second  floor 
back  opposite  Treasury  Bench,  he  offered 
a  few  observations  personal  to  Pi:i'>ii>i  \r 
OK  l/jr.u,  GOVKRNMK.M'  Bo  M(i)  and  his 
views  on  House  Bill.  J.  B.,  always 
ready  for  a  light,  sharply  responded. 
Mr.  Lrnov,  with  true  Back-to-back 
house  readiness,  "let  him  have  it"  in 
reply. 

Situation      growing     exciting     uhen 

i:  inlerpos.  .1  with  remark:   "  The 

hen.  Member  must  not  carry  on  a  con- 

versation with  the  right  lion,  gentleman. 

This  is  a  debate,  not  a  <-<jiin-r.in~ionc." 

Whereupon  Mr.  LUPTON  withdrew  and 
shut  down  his  window  with  a  banir. 

Business  done.  —  Housing   and   Town 


Billy.  "  WHAT'S  THAT  HANY  TIIINU?" 

.VnrtiMiii.  "  THAI  's  A  MCHIK.'' 

Ililli/.  "YES,  I  CAN  SI:E  IT'S  A  SIAI.K,  BIT 


WHAT'S  m.u  TIIIMJ  us   nit  IOP  OF  IT?" 


i 


Planning  Bill  read  a  second  time  and 
referred  to  Committee  of  whole  House. 
Tuunday. — In  a  series  of  thirteen  con- 

sivntive  questions addre.-sed  to  PIIKSIDENT 
01  11.. MID  OK  TIIM>K.,  Captain  CRAK;  told 
touching,  though  intricate,  story  of  an 
Irish  lifebuoy.  As  far  as  can  he  made 
out  from  the  medley  of  interrogations, 
there  is  moored  off  Ballyc|niniin  Point, 
( 'onnty  Down,  a  lifebuoy,  olHcially  named 
Straugford  T.oiigh  bui.y,  because  it  is  far 
out  of  sight  of  Strangford.  It  was  the 
original  intention  of  Irish  Lights  Com- 
missioners to  moor  it  about  a  mile  and 
a  half  from  the  bar  mouth.  Someone, 
probably  connected  with  the  Land 
l-ea-uo,  having  placed  it  at  the  distance 
named,  it  still  bears  the  name  of 
Straugford. 


A  peculiarity  about  this  buoy  is  that  J 
at  approach  of  night  it  regularly  goes  j 
out.  It  appears  that  the  Irish  Lights  ' 
Commissioners,  "accompanied  by  some 
members  of  the  Elder  Brethren,"  spend 
most  of  their  spare  time  in  putting  forth 
from  Ballyquiutin  Point,  making  for  the 
buoy,  and  taking  it  away  to  be  repaired. 
The  arduousness  of  this  labour,  long 
endured,  has  so  worked  upon  the  mind 
and  Ixxly  of  Vi&count  MOM  K,  one  of  the 
Commissioners,  that  he  has  retired  from 
•  '•  >ard.  Captain  CRAIG  sees  oppor- 
tunity of  "appointing  some  repre-ent  i- 
tive  of  tin.1  Board  of  Trade  to  till  the 
vacaivy  who  will  be  responsible,  to  Par- 
liament, in  regard  to  questions  affecting 
the  administration  of  the  Board.'1 

Meanwhile    he   sternly   demands   (hat 
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PKKSIDKST  OF  BOARD  OK  TISADE  shall  "state 
the  number  of  communications  received 
recommending  the  Irish  Lights  Com- 
mi.-sioners  to  remove  theso-called  Strang- 
ford  Ix)iigh  Buoy,  County  Down,  so  far 
out  as  six-and-a-half  miles  from  the  bar 
mouth  and  give  the  names  of  those  ten- 
dering the  recommendation,  and  also 
their  reason." 

Hope  I  have  made  the  matter  clear. 

WINSTON  as  a  rule  always  ready  to 
face  the  music.  Notable  that  he  shrank 
from  this  encounter.  Put  forward  the 
hapless  Parliamentary  Secretary.  House 
has  not  for  long  time  witnessed  more 
pathetic  scene  than  TENXANT  trying  to 
tackle  LIFEBUOY  CRAIG.  Air  of  depression 
more  eloquent  than  speech  ;  which  was 
fortunate,  as  he 
once  or  twice  threat- 
ened to  break  down. 

Business  done. — 
In  Committee  on 
Army  Annual  Bill. 

Wednesday.  — 
House  adjourns  for 
Easter  recess. 


ONE  OF  THE  OVER- 
EMPLOYED. 

WE  were  sitting 
together  in  a  large 
room  hung  with 
Titians  and  Botti- 
eellis,  each  worth 
a  King's  ransom. 

A  man-servant 
came  in  noiselessly, 
took  from  a  scuttle, 
that  had  once  been 
the  BI.AOK  Pifivr.'s 
t  ilting-hehnet,  some 
perfumed  cedar- 
logs  that  had  formed 
part  of  ail  Em- 
peror's bedstead, 
put  them  on  the  fire,  and  withdrew.  As 
he  did  so  I  was  amazed  to  see  my  host 
dash  aeross  the  carpet — it  had  been  the 
praying-rug  of  a  Shah — and  deliver  a 
living  kick  at  the  door. 

"Never  mind,"  lie  Baid,  nursing  his 


"but  first  of  all  have  something  to 
drink.  Have  a  bottle  of  Wettierwissle 
1804,  that  formerly  reposed  in  the  cellars 
of  Prince  MKTTEUNICII.  Do!  Help  me 
out  with  it.  I  'in  sick  of  these  priceless 
vintages.  You  smoke?" 

"  But  of  course,"  I  replied  ;  and   he 
pushed    over  to  me    a   silver 
exquisite     example     of    BEN 


room,"  I  reminded  him.  "with  its  bistre 
li, innings  and  copper-coloured  dado, 
and — 

"  Morning-room?  "  he  almost  screamed. 
"It's    in    the    morning-room    that   she 
always  gets  at  me.    And  I  'd  rather  have 
the  Inspector  for  company  any  day  than 
box,   an  !  Mary  Montpensier.  Do  you  like  widows?" 
THIIVATO   he  broke  off  thoughtfully,  almost  wist- 


CK]',I,INI'.S  repousse  work,  which  had  fully.  "  She  's  quite  young,  and  her  faee 
formerly  held  the  scented  gloves  of  Le  has  the  warm  ivory  flesh  tints  that  DA 
Grand  Monarque.  It  now  contained  a  Vixci  loved  to  paint.  If  you  would  take 


huge  torpedo-shaped  black  cigar. 

"  You  know,"  he  continued  dejectedly, 
lighting  himself  a  cigarette  set  with 
seed  pearls,  and  flinging  it  into  the  fire 


her  off  my  hands But  of  course  you 

wouldn  't.    You  know  how  she  goes  on." 

"  No,"  I  said.     "  Tell  me." 

"  Calls  about  eleven  in  the  morning — 


after  a  single  pull  at  it,  "I  'm  about  done  '  her  veins  full  of  the  wine  of  life— dressed 
up,  I  am.    It 's  quite  time  I  had  a  rest. 


Cannlrijin 

WKY1S,    I.CIIKK." 

Ihctor  (impressively). 

STOMACH." 


Doctor).  "  THINK  I   BAIN'T   wi;i  i ,  IkKioii.     THE  MORI;   I   UTS  THE  I.KS.S  1 

"All,   YES,   OF   COUKSE.      YoU   SEE,   EVERYTHING    YOU   EAT     FLIES  TO 


toe,  "I'll  get  him  next  time.  1  hate 
him  and  his  perfectly-trained  manner. 
He's  one  of  'em — he's  in  the  conspiracy 
against  me — showing  in  all  sorts  of 
impossible  people,  at  all  hours,  day  mid 
night. 

My  host,  1  now  noted,  had  a  face 
almost  coarse  in  its  expression  of 
strength  and  virility.  This,  together  once 
with  the  magnetic,  compelling  quality 
of  his  glance, -which  suggested  lulcnt 
power  and  ruthless  will,  made  me  feel 
at  home  with  him  at  once ;  for  1  knew 
him  for  an  old  acquaintance. 

"  1  wanted  to  talk  to  you,"   he  went 
on,  biting  off  his  words  like  ginger-nuts  ; 


I  can't  stand  the  strain  of  it  much  longer. 
The  excitement  of  it  all  is  killing  me. 
Ixx)k  here,  yoa  envy  me  my  old  masters, 
my  porphyry  staircase  and  all  that ;  but 
what  do  you  think  of  a  fellow  going  into 
his  drawing-room  and  finding  an  Under- 


111  one  of  Paquorth's  latest  creations, 
dove  grey,  trimmed 
with  ermine,  and 
old  lace  that  MAISY 

()(  KKN       OF        SCOTS 

wore  on  her  wed- 
ding-day. Walks 
up  and  down  like 
a  cat  on  hot  bricks, 
and  finally  bursts 
into  tears  and  asks 
mo  to  lend  her  a 
million  or  two  on 
rotten  security  to 
save  (Jortelyon  Car- 
stairs —  chap  with 
a  faee  like  one  of 
TINTORETTO'S  angels, 
you  know  — from 
ruin.  Itefuses  to 
enter  into  details, 

and No,     I 

can't  stand  it!  " 

"But  the  Prin- 
cess." I  said, 
"surely  her  visits 
compensate  for  a 
good  deal?  " 

"The  Princess?" 
he  shouted.  "  Do 
y  o  u  -  m  can  the 
green-eyed  one  whose  set  of  sables 
ran  well  into  four  figures  .'  That 
minx  ?  What  do  you  think  of  her 
latest  ?  Comes  and  threatens  to  make 
disclosures  that  will  plunge  Europe  in 


Secretary  of  State  lying  on  the  hearth- 
rug, strangled  with  a  diamond  necklace 
that  formerly  clasped  the  neck  of  a 
Begum?  That's  what  happened  tome 
yesterday.  And  if  1  go  into  my  library 
what  do  I  find  ?  A  Russian  ( irand 
Duke,  as  likely  as  not,  stabbed  to  the 
heart  with  a  ruby-hilted  yataghan  that 
glittered  in  the  belt  of  the  Great 
Mogul  toujourn  lc  (jrnnd  luxe.  Why, 
1  'm  afraid  to  go  to  my  dressing-room 
to-night.  There 's  sure  to  be  something 
behind  the  wardrobe,  or  hanging  from 
a  peg.  Oh,  the  things  that  go  on  in 
this  house  !  "  lie  shuddered. 

"  But  you  have  your  cheerful  morning- 


war,    and 
Bulgarian 


play 
loan, 


old     Harry 
unless    I 


with 


my 
recover   the 


crown  jewels  she  pawned  in  Paris  last 


spring. 
"  You 


certainly   seem    to 
i    good    many    big 


be    mixed 
affairs,"   I 


up    m 
mused. 

"Mixed  up!  I'm  mixed  up  all 
right  !  "  he  retorted  savagely.  "  There  's 
the  telephone  bell  now."  He  took  up 
the  receiver  wearily.  ''Yes.  All  right. 
All  right.  Yes.  Yes,  I  'm  the  Feuilleton 
Millionaire.  Who  are  you?  What? 
Mary  what  ?  Oh  !  ring  off,  ring  off 

But  I  wish  the  alarum  clock  had  given 
me  time  to  finish  Prince  METTF.RNICH'S 
hock. 


Ai'ini,  14,  1909.] 
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THE  TWO  FRIENDS. 

AITKR  Mit.  1  In. \iiti;  BK.I.I"'  . 

T\vo  men  walked  along  the  mid 
together.  They  walked  because  they 
pen  poor,  and  they  kept,  company 
because-  they  were  friends.  It  was  an 
ordinary  Englich  mail,  bordered  by 
Iges,  and  ('is Mi's  legionaries  liad  not 
passed  tliat  way  for  many  years.  Some 
people.  Fay  that  ('  IRAK'S  legionaries  have, 
never  marched  on  that  road  at  all,  which 
is  a  very  strange  thing. 

One  of  these  men  was  named  Deux 
Bocks ;  he  was  a  Gaul  of  cheerful  tem- 
perament and  active  tongue.  Also  hia 
nose  was  of  the  colour  of  carmine — not 
lake  or  red  ochre,  but  carmine.  One 
cannot  mistake  a  nose  of  that  kind.  His 
Companion  was  a  Teuton,  and  ho  was 
called  VViedeisehen — AH  Wiedersehen. 
Now  Deux  Bocks  the  Cheerful  was 
strange  in  his  manner  of  walking.  He 
went  from  side  to  side  and  often  brushed 
the  hedges  with  his  coat-sleeve.  (There 
were  hedges  on  both  sides  of  this  road.) 
When  he  had  thus  brushed  a  hedge  he 
would  turn  to  his  companion  and  smile, 
and  say  nothing.  Then  he  would  walk 
obliquely  to  the  other  side  of  the  road, 
and  do  the  same  thing  again.  Cisut's 
legionaries  never  walked  in  this  way. 
Alt  Wiedersehen  was  not  like  Deux 
Bocks,  and  he  was  dressed  in  a  more 
fashionable  style.  He  wore  a  black 
morning  cuat,  for  one  thing;  a  silk 
cummerbund  clasped  his  ample  waist, 
and  on  his  head  was  a  deerstalker  hat, 
the  flaps  of  which  were  tied  up  with 
ribbon  as  the  weather  was  sultry.  Be- 
cause of  his  habit  of  dressing  in  the 
height  of  fashion  he  had  often  be 
mistaken  for  an  insurance  agent,  but  he 
was  nntiiing  of  the  kind.  He  was  a 
quantity  surveyor. 

Neither  of  the  men  was  in  a  hurry, 
thuujih  the  road  was  \ery  lung  and  the 
daylight  was  failing.  As  it  gr.  w  darker 
IVux  Bocks  Kcraptd  the  hedge  more 
Frequently.  Once  by  mistake  lie  missed 
it  and  struck  a  gate  which  led  into  a 
Held.  It  was  a  turnip  field,  and  in  it 
were  growing  many  turnips  -hundreds 
of  thousands  of  then,  perhaps.  The  gate 
wasnewly  dressed  with  Slock  holm  tar.aud 
IVux  Hocks  leant  against  the  topmo-t 
liar  there  we  ie  live  in  all — and  hummed 
an  old  P>asqiie  villaiielle.  When  he  had 
done  this  he  looked  stiaight,  hcfo.e  him, 
but  s  iw  nothing  except  the  turnips. 

\Vieder.-ehen  had  been  busy  all  this 
time,  lie  held  a  notebook  in  one  hand — 
the  left  and  with  the  other  drew  a  pen 
from  his  pocket.  Then  he  said  "  Potx- 
tansend"  thre  time*,  and  frowned,  for 
it  was  a  fount  liu  pen.  Then  he  recol- 
lected the  pencil  which  was  behind  his 
ear  and  made  shi  It  with  that.  In  the  dark- 
ness he  drew  a  plan  of  the  countryside  : 


HEAPING    COALS    OF    FIRE. 

Molorial  (/,.  /'/'.  u-1,0  liat  been  teorlt'ing  a  motor-trap).  "  CAM  I  BK  OF  Asr  ASSISTANCE  V" 


it  was  not  a  complete  plan  becau.-c  h  • 
coidd  not  see  very  far ;  but  it  satisfied 
Wiedersehen,  and  he  said  "Hoch!" 
three  times. 

A  cyclist  came  along  the  road,  steer- 
ing carefully  between  the  hedges.  When 
he  leached  the  two  friends  he  dis- 
mounted. This  cyclist  was  an  athlete 
and  wore  a  dark  grey  Kers  \ .  On  the 
handle  of  his  bicycle  hung  a  piper 
Lantern,  and  a  bunch  of  ferns  was  tied 
to  the  mudguard. 

He  approached  Wiedersehen  and  ad- 
die-M-d  him.  "Si  en  any  of  the  '  I'oly  ' 
boys?"  he  asked  abiuplly. 

The  man  of  fashion  returned  no 
answer  to  this  athlete,  for  he  knew  no 
more  English  than  did  CI>\K'S  legion- 
aries (this  affair,  you  must  know,  took 
plac<>  in  Kngland).  Instead,  lie  noted 
in  hi-,  pi  in  the-  sleeping  accommodation 
afforded  by  a  disused  pound  that  stood 
c.osi>  at  hand. 


"  Funfzig !  "  he  said,  as  he  folded  the 
paper  ;  then  he  added,  "  Vorwiirts ! ' 

The  athlete  mounted  his  velix-ipede 
and  rode  off.  As  he  turned  the  corner 
he  shouted  one  word  ID  Wiedersehen ; 
one  English  word—"  b'ats  !  " 

I>eux  Bocks  was  the  next  to  speak. 


'  Je  suis  sec  comme   nn    poisson 


he  said.  'J  hen  he  added  "  Jlelas  !  "  and 
shook  his  head  ;  for  the  turnips  dis- 
heartened him. 

After  a  while  the  two  friends 
continued  on  their  way  to  the  next 
town,  and  spent  the  night  in  an  ale- 

llOHM'. 

In  the  parlour-bar  stood  two  men, 
dre.-.-ed  in  uniform.  They  were  Terri- 
torial.-, and  were  dressed  quite  unlike 
CJOAR'S  legionaries.  Nevertheless  they 
sociable  fellow*  one  was  taller 
than  the  other  and  they  drank  bottled 
bier  in  til  the  clock  struck  eleven.  Then 
thev  left. 
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HOW  TO  BE  A  RAY  OF  SUNSHINE. 

No.  I. WlIY    I  AM    POPULAR   AT  Till:  PoST- 

OFFICE. 

Do  you  sell  stamps,  pie: is  •  ? 

What  sort  do  YOU  keep  ? 

Please  be  civil  to  mo.  Don't  you 
stock  a  line  of  elevenpenny-halfpenny 
ones  ? 

Very  well,  then  I  suppose  I  must  put 
up  with  inferior  goods,  as  usual.  Show 
me  the  fivepenuies. 

Won't  do ;  perfect  eyesores.  Any- 
thing at  three-pence? 

1  low  dare  you  show  me  a  soiled  sheet  ? 
Now,  now,  now,  don't  thumb  it  about 
like  that.  No,  decidedly  not.  .  .  .  Let 
me  see  those  red  ones  over  there  .  .  . 
really  ?  That 's  very  reasonable. 

Yes,  I  like  them.  In  fact,  I  '11  have 
that  one. 

Oh,  dear  no.  Kindly  give  me  the 
one  I  wish  for.  Take  this  back.  I 
asked  for  that  one — the  centre  one. 

Now  wrap  it  up. 

No,  I  have  no  smaller  change. 

No.  II. — WHY  MY  BANK  LOOKS  FORWARD 

TO  SEEING    ME. 

( Jood  morning. 

Why  am  1  kept  wailing  ? 

Are  you  aware  I  have  a  good  deal  of 
money  at  this  bank,  and  that  unless  you 
are  prompt  and  obsequious  I  can  cause 
you  trouble  and  official  displeasure? 

All  right,  then  I  will  do  my  very 
utmost  to  get  you  dismissed.  Now  to 
pass  to  the  business  of  the  day.  What 
is  my  balance  ? 

Add  it  up  again. 

Oh,  you  never  make  mistakes  ?  Well 
then,  I  want  fifteen  pounds  ten  and  the 
Manager  ;  the  fifteen  pounds  ten  is  for 
me,  and  the  Manager  is  for  you.  All 
silver,  please ;  and  I  can  wait  indefi- 
nitely. Offer  me  a  seat. 

No.  III.— WHY   THEY  APPRECIATE  Mi:  .u 
THE  OFFICE. 

What  do  you  mean  by  ''  late  "  ? 

Very  well,  then,  I  apologise.  I  know 
my  time  is  not  my  own,  but  1  think  it 
unreasonable  that  I  should  be  criticised 
for  keeping  an  appointment  with  my 
doctor. 

I  gather  it  would  be  superfluous  to 
refer  you  to  the  doctor,  because  if  you 
don't  believe  me  you  '11  think  me  capable 
of  going  to  a  doctor  who  tells  lies. 
However,  I  don't  suppose  the  question 
is  as  important  as  all  that.  Punish  me 
in  the  extreme  penalty,  only  don't  nag ; 
my  head  aches. 

I  don't  remember  the  papers  you 
mean. 

Oh,  those  '.-  Well,  I  don't  know  where 
they  are.  1  didn't  have  them. 

No,  I  did  not. 

Well,  perhaps  I  believe  I  do  remem- 


ber. .  .  .  You  mean  the  day  I  upset  the 
ink  over  the  letter  book  ?  I  must  have 
mislaid  them  on  my  way  back  from 
Somerset  House— in  the  train  perhaps. 
The  Lost  Property  Office  might  know. 

I  'in  really  exceedingly  sorry.  ...   Is 
there  any  need  to  t:\ke-  on  so?  ... 
think  you're  exceedingly  unkind  and 
unjust.  .  .  .     Boo-hoo ! 

No.  IV. — WHY  I  AM  PERSONA  GRATA  AT 
TUB  GREAT  SOCTHERN  HOTEL. 

Take  my  bag. 

No,  not  a  room.  I  only  want  after- 
noon tea  in  the  drawing-room. 

You  are  thoughtful,  but  T  prefer  to  run 
the  risk  of  ordinary  hotel  thefts  rather 
than  leave  my  things  in  the  cloak-room. 

Surely  this  is  not  the  passenger-lift ! 
Isn't  it  for  the  coal  or  the  boots  or  the 
hotel  staff? 

Then  I  will  go  in  it  on  sufferance. 

Tea  for  one,  please  -Indo-China  blend , 
cream,  bread  -  and  -  butter,  sandwiches 
and  every  species  of  cake  and  pastry 
one  is  allowed.  I  take  it  the  shilling  is 
inclusive. 

Don't  loiter  round  me,  I  never  give 
gratuities. 

Pens,  ink,  paper,  envelopes  and  tele- 
gram forms,  please  ...  Thank  you. 

Di-adshaio  and  A.  B.  C.,  please  .  .  . 
Thank  you  .  .  . 

Ash-tray  and  matches,  please  .  .  . 
Hurry  up  ...  Thank  you  .  .  . 

Do  you  mind  closing  that  window  ? 
There  's  a  draught  .  .  .  Would  you  be 
so  kind  as  to  get  me  a  fire-screen  ?  .  .  . 
Do  you  happen  to  have  a  theatre  list? 
...  I  'm  much  obliged. 

Your  horrible  tea  has  made  me  feel 
bilious ;  bring  me  a  glass  of  water  .  .  . 
Where  are  the  periodicals  kept?  .  .  . 
Then  bring  me  them  .  .  . 

I  shall  play  the  piano;  go  right  away. 
.  .-.  How  dare  you?  You  are  not  the 
Manager,  you  are  much  too  badly 
dressed — be  off  .  .  .  You  bore  me. 
Shoo!  .  .  . 

You  need  not  use  coercion,  I  shall  go 
with  much  greater  pleasure  than  1  came. 

No.  V. — WlIY   I   CET  SO    MANY   BlIHXiE 

INVITATIONS. 

Oh,  yes,  by  all  means  let,  us  play  for 
nominal  stakes ;  but  I  think  it  un- 
slea( lies  the  game  a  liltle,  don't  you  ? 

( !o  original  spades?  All  my  calls 
are  original,  Madam.  I  abhor  pla- 
giarism. .  .  .  No,  I  am  delightfully 
unconventional. 

Do  you?  Personally  I  discard  from 
clubs,  they  are  so  inartistic. 

No,  not  the  eleven  rule,  but  I  find  the 
rule  of  three  invaluable.  .  .  .  Oil !  by 
all  means  we  will  play  according  to 
common  sense. 

Did  1  misdeal?  I  am  sorry.  Not 
very  clean  cards  though,  are  they?  I 
expect  they  stick  every  now  and  then. 


Why  mayn't  I  sort  out  the  suits  face 
downwards  on  the  table  ?  Does  it  hurt 
anyone.? 

A  penny  for  your  thoughts,  partner. 
Oh,  my  declaration,  is  it?  Well,  Pin 
sure  1  don't  know  what  to  go,  my  hand 
is  a  perfect  rummage-sale.  What  infer- 
nal luck  I  do  get.  Hullo  !  I  seem  to 
have  five  suits.  Oh  !  half  a  tick.  That 's 
all  right.  Now  then,  my  declaration,  is 
it?  ...  I  don't  know.  .  .  .  I'm  ashamed 
to  make  anything  trumps.  .  .  .  No 
trumps ! 

Don't  look  like  that,  partner.  Merry 
and  bright,  please.  • 

Five  tricks  against  us,  and  doubled  ? 
A  hundred  and  twenty  ?  Tut-tut. 
Never  mind,  better  luck  next  time. 
BRUCE  and  the  spider,  eh,  partner  ? 

I  can't  think  why  some  people  lose 
their  tempers  over  a  paltry  game  of 
cards. 

BEHIND    THE    SCENES. 

Editor.  And  so  you  want  to  be  a  sub- 
editor? 

Aspirant.  Yes. 

E.  What  qualifications  do  you  think 
you  have? 

A.  Well,  for  one  thing,  I  rather  fancy 
myself  at  headings— titles  for  articles, 
you  know. 

E.  Yes,  I  know.  Let  me  have  a 
specimen  of  your  skill.  Suppose,  for 
example,  that  a  factory  was  burned  down 
at  Balliam,  what  would  you  say? 
•"A.  I  should  call  that  "Big  BalLam 
Conflagration,"  I  think. 

E.  Not  in  my  paper. 

A.  Not ? 

E.  No,  there  are  no  conflagrations  at 
Balham  in  my  paper.  Conflagrations 
are  all  at  Canonbury  or  Cricklewood, 
Clapham  or  Camden  Town.  Balliam 
has  Big  Blazes,  a  peculiarity  it  shares 
with  Battersea,  Bermondsey  and  Bow. 

A .  1  see,  I  see. 

E.  Well,  if  you  see,  what  would  you 
say  of  a  fire  at  Kennington  ? 

A.  I  should  say  "Conflagration,"  hut 
I  should  spell  it  with  a  K. 

E.  No,  that  wouldn't  do.  It  would 
be  all  right  if  the  fire  were  not  fatal,  but 
with  any  loss  of  life  the  title  would  look 
flippant,  in  bad  taste.  It's  too  risky. 
Try  again. 

A.  Well  — well  — I  should  say  —  I 
really  don't  know. 

E.  I  will  tell  you.  "  Serious  Fire  at 
Kennington." 

A.  But  that 's— that 's 

E.  Not  clever?  No,  it  isn't  appar- 
ently. But  cleverness  consists  not  only 
in  being  clever,  but  in  knowing  when 
not  to  be  clever.  As  there  is  no  good 
adjective  to  accompany  a  fire  in  Keu- 
nington,  Kensington,  or  Kilburn,  we 
merely  state  the  fact  simply  and  truth- 
fully. 
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SUFFRAGETTES    AT    HOME. 

He.   "I   RAY,   TIHT   I.ADT   OVER  THERE  LOOKS   RATHER   OUT  OF   IT." 

Sli,'.    "  YK.-\   YOU   SEE,    MOST  OF   C8  HERE  HAVE   BEEN    IN   PRISON   TWO  OE  THREE   TIMES,   AHD   SHE,   TOOR   DEAR,    HAS    OXLT    BEEN    BOUND  OVER!" 


1 .   1  see ;  but  it 's  rather  perplexing. 

/•-'.  Tooting  now— a  tire  at  Tooting — 
how  would  you  announce  that? 

A.  "Tooting  in  Flames." 

/•-'.  Xot  bad;  but  "Terrible  Fire  at 
Tooting"  is  hotter.  Similarly,  "  Dread- 
ful r'iro  ;it.  Uirtford"  (or  the  Docks); 
"Horrible  Fire  lit  Hampstead"  (or  llorn- 
sey),  unles-,  of  course,  a  number  of 
p>-i-Miis  wore  killed,  in  which  case 
"  Holocaust  at  llampstead  "  ior  Hornsey) 
come-  very  pat. 

-•I.  I  see. 

/.'.  Hut  lot  us  turn  to  other  subjects 
lo—  liory.  How  would  you  describe  an 
unexpected  eclipse  of  the  sun  ? 

.1.   "Solar  Solecism?" 

/'.'.  Xo,  that  would  ho  tr  o  learned.  (  hit 
of  every  ton  men  in  the  street,  three 
know  nothing  of  the  meaning  of  solo- 
cism.  They  only  know  S  U.I.Y  JOF.U  Try 
again. 

-•I.  "  When  it  was  Dark?" 

I-'..  Better. 

.1.  "  Strike  of  the  Sun?" 

A.'.  Much  hotter,  \o\vsupposingthat 
the  famous  Isle  of  Man  novelist  met  with 
an  accident  ? 

A.  "II  M.I.  CUNT,  half  disabled." 

/•-'.  i:\ivllent.  \Ve  will  find  you  a 
post. 


AMERICA  AND  THE  MASTERS. 

CAUGHT  by  our  representative  at  the 
Savoy  Hotel,  Mr.  CYRUH  K.  GARNEH,  the 
famous  millionaire  collector  of  Chicago, 
willingly  consented  to  discuss  the  re- 
moval of  the  60  per  cent,  tariff  on  all 
works  of  art  imported  into  the  United 
States. 

"It  will,"  he  said,  "make  a  great 
difference  to  me.  In  fact,  that  is  why 
I  am  visiting  Europe.  Now  that  one 
can  freely  take  back  whatever  one  buys 
I  mean  to  buy  in  earnest.  I  mean  to 
make  this  effete  island  and  that  old 
back  number  of  a  Continent  contribute 
the  best  there  is  to  my  walls. 

"I'm  a  hit  of  a  poet  in  my  way,'' 
lie  went  on.  "I've  made  my  money 
out  of  pork,  and  artists  paint  their 
pictures  with  hogs'  bristles,  1  'm  told. 
l>o  you  see?  My  idea  is  that  a  man 
who  has  made  his  money  out  of  pig's 
llesh  can't  spend  that  money  more 
poetically  than  on  the  products  of  pig's 
hair.  That's  why  I'm  out  for  old 
masters. 

"  Now  they  tell  me  there 's  a  house 
here  in  Ixmdon  called  Artford  House, 
or  something  like  that,  that's  full  of  Old 
Masters.  Well,  I  'in  here  to  buy  it. 


I  'm  here,  loo,  to  do  a  deal  over  your 
National  Gallery,  if  you  've  got  enough 
business  enterprise  to  consider  it.  Then 
I  shall  go  over  to  Paris,  where  I  'm  told 
there's  a  unique  called  the  'Venue  of 
Milo.'  That's  my  programme,  young 
man.  But  I  wouldn't  have  thought 
twice  about  it  as  long  as  the  GO  per 
cent,  tariff  was  on." 

Our  American  correspondent  tele- 
graphs that  the  consternation  which  was 
]  expected  to  reign  at  Coromaker's  great 
fine  art  store  in  Pittsburg  is  quite 
absent.  "  Yes,"  said  Mr.  Coromaker, 
when  asked  his  opinion,  "  the  lifting  of 
the  impost  will  no  doubt  tend  to  cause 
many  of  our  connoisseurs  and  collectors 
to  go  to  Europe  direct  for  their  pictures ; 
but  that  will  not  injure  our  bus! 
\Yo  wore  prepared  for  it,  and  have  now 
a  number  of  agents  in  London  and  on 
the  Continent  whom  we  shall  keep 
supplied  with  excellent  works  of  the 
1'arbizon  school.  The  only  difference 
will  bo  that  these  pictures  will  now 
arau  the  Atlantic  twice,  instead  of  never 
'having  travelled  at  all;  but  a  corre- 
1  spending  rise  in  price  will  recoup  us 
fur  tin-  outward  journey,  and  of  course 
the  journey  back  is  the  connoi 
affair.'' 


270 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON   CHARIVARI. 


[APRIL  14,  1909. 


OUR    BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By  Mr.  Punch's  Staff  of  Learned  Clerks.) 

THE  first  thing  to  notice  about  Uncle  Gregory  (HEINKMANN) 
s  that  Uncle  Gregory  himself,  the  central  character  who  gives 
iiis  name  to  the  story,  has  been  dead  sis  months  before  it 
opens.  Tliis,  however,  does  not  prevent  his  being  the 
strongest  and,  in  a  sense,  most  vital  figure  in  the  book. 
Bo  lily  Uncle  Ongory  sleeps  with  his  fathers;  spiritually  his 
monstrous  personality  lives  on,  dominating  and  crushing  all 
who  are  brought  within  its  influence,  even  as  his  Benefactions 
dominate  the  neighbourhood  in  which  he  moved.  It  is  the 
liistory  of  the  last  and  greatest  of  these  Benefactions,  the 
colossal  Trust  left  by  Gregory  Ron-ley  to  be  administered  by 
his  unhappy  heirs,  that  has  given  GEORGE  SANDEMAN  the 
theme  for  a  very  unusual  and  entertaining  story.  Of  plot  in 


two  countries,  have  had  no  effect  in  mitigating  Irish  animosity 
to  British  rule.  Mr.  O'BRIEN'S  book  is  a  compendious 
contribution  to  knowledge  of  the  machinery  by  which  that 
rule  has  for  more  than  a  century  been  administered. 

The  Measure  of  our  Youth  (LANE)  is  not  a  discussion  of 
the  standard  to  be  required  of  Territorials,  but  a  rather 
pessimistic  view  of  the  romantic  temperament.  For  some 
reason  or  other  ALICE  HERBERT  has  handicapped  her  hero 
with  an  Eurasian  origin  and  an  alcoholic  father,  but-  as  no 
attempt  is  made  during  the  rest  of  the  book  to  im-ist  on  the 
doctrine  of  heredity,  I  can  only  regard  these  particular  as 
incidental.  Francis  Bewley  falls  in  love  with  a  beautiful 
but  terribly  matter-of-fact  girl  at  home,  and  after  being 
repulsed  as  insufficiently  wealthy,  experiences  a  course  of 
amorous  adventures,  some  rather  sordid  and  discreditable, 
and  then,  having  formed  the  acquaintance  of  two  "  fathers" 


the  ordinary  sense  there  is  none— nothing  but  the  overpower-]  who  conduct  an  East-End  mission,  becomes  violently— not  to 
ing  memory  of  Uncle  Gregory,  and  its  effect  upon  the  group  of  j  say  hysterically— religious.     Finally  he  is  bequeathed   two 

human     sur-  , —  hundred  pounds   a 

year,  which  he 
promises  to  devote 
to  the  service  of 
the  Church,  but 
thoughtlessly  (after 
a  good  dinner)  pro- 
poses to  his  first 
love,  and  ends  as  a 
hen  -  pecked  hus- 
band. To  tell  the 
truth,  I  found 
Francis  Bcwley  too 
much  of  a  wobbler 
to  be  very  interest- 
ing, and  the  only 
really  exciting 
thing  about  him 
was  that  he  was 
in  the  "Treasure" 
Office.  I  have 
asked  a  number  of 
Civil  Service  clerks, 
and  they  have  never 
even  heard  of  this 
Department ;  but  I 
suspect  it  to  be  the 


very 

vivors  who  have  to 
struggle  with  it. 
And  all  the  time 
the  Mighty  Dead 
himself  was  in 
reality  only  — but  to 
tell  that  would  be 
to  rob  a  fascinating 
book  of  half  its 
charm.  GEORGE 
SANDEMAN  is  the 
master  (or  should 
it  be  mistress  ? — 
one  suspects  these 
literary  Georges)  of 
a  pleasant  and  dis- 
tinguished style ; 
his  studies  are 
touched-in  with  a 
dry  humour  that 
has  rewarded  me 
for  not  skipping  a 
single  page.  Even 
the  somewhat 
drawn  out  exor- 
dium, the  long 

Gregorian  chant  (if  you  will  forgive  me  !)  which  introduces !  place  where  they  bring  the  buried  ingots  and  Roman  coins 
us  to  the  deceased  philanthropist,  is  worth  reading;  and,   that  are  unearthed  from  time  to  time.     If  so,  it  was  far  too 
once  this  is  past,  my  attention  was  held  delightedly  to  every 
word  in  an  exceedingly  clever  piece  of  work,  the  final  sur- 
prise of  which  is  reserved  for  exactly  the  last  line  but  one. 

With  the  possible  exception  of  the  mystery  of  the  robbery 
of  the  Crown  Jewels,  Dublin  Castle  hides  no  secrets  from 
Mr.  HARRY  O'BRIEN.  He  knows  it  from  its  roof-tree  to  its 
spacious  cellars,  which  once  held  a  fine  assortment  of  claret. 
In  Dublin  Caslle  and  the  Irish  People  (KwiAV  PAUL)  he  tells 
its  story  in  detail.  Very  instructive  it  is,  on  the  whole  pain- 
ful, in  no  wise  creditable  to  the  predominant  partner  of  the 
Union.  The  only  Secretary  to  the  LoBD-LlEUTENANT  whom 
Irishmen  hold  in  reverence  is  THOMAS  DUI'.MMOND,  author  of  the 
immortal,  illuminating  aphorism,  "Property  has  its  duties 
as  well  as  its  rights."  DRUMMOXD  has  long  been  buried,  and 
there  is  no  harm  in  praising  a  dead  Englishman,  albeit  for  a 
time  he  dominated  Irish  affairs  from  Dublin  Castle.  The  real 
truth  underlying  Irish  discontent  is  that,  whether  the  hand 
of  the  British  Government  strokes  or  strikes,  it  is  an  alien 
hand.  It  follows  that  the  enormous  sacrifices  of  party 
i  nt  c- rests  and  national  resources,  made  since  Mr.  GLADSTONE  forty 
yours  ago  attempted  to  grasp  the  nettle  of  the  relations  of  the 


A  LITTLE  SUPPER  PARTY  AT  THE   BORCUAS1. 
[With  apologies  to  Mr.  Jolin  Collier.] 


heady  a  vocation  for  Mr.  Ecu-ley.  He  ought  to  have  been  in 
something  more  tranquillising,  like  the  Board  of  Agriculture 
or  the  War  Office. 


The  title  of  The  Canon  s  Dilemma  (FisiiER  UNWIN)  is  taken 
from  the  first  of  a  collection  of  short  stories  for  which,  ap- 
parently, Mr.  VICTOR  L.  WHITECHURCH  wishes  a  longer  life 
than  is  accorded  to  the  contents  of  popular  magazines.  Per- 
sonally I  am  not  assured  that  they  are  worth  it.  When  I 
read  of  the  canon,  on  the  first  page,  that,  "  discarding  his 
clerical  frock  coat  and  collar,  he  would  put  on  a  rough  blue 
guernsey  and  sea  boots  instead,"  I  felt  that  his  dilemma 
might  present  interesting  possibilities.  But  I  was  dis- 
appointed, for  the  real  dilemma  was  not  that  one  at  all,  but 
another  far  less  exciting  than  any  which  might  be  expected 
to  arise  from  a  canon  wearing  waders  round  his  neck.  The 
stories  are  nearly  all  about  parsons  of  some  grade  or  another, 
and  1  am  inclined  to  judge  from  the  inherent  improbability 
of  most  of  the  situations  that  parsons  are  the  least  likely  of 
all  readers  to  be  attracted  to  them.  Perhaps  in  remote 
country  parishes,  where  the  improbable  is  regarded  as  liable 
to  happen,  there  may  be  a  chance  for  the  book.  I  wish  it  luck 
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'I'm:    KINO    oh'    Tin;    BI:U,I\NS    became 
veiity-four   last  week.      He   is   really 
old  enough  now  to  know  better. 

V 

The  carelessness  with  which  Acts  of 
Parliament  art' drawn  is  notorious.  The 
new  Children's  Act.  contains  uo  pro- 
vision to  prevent  children  being  left  by 
their  mothers  in  a  horse-trough  lined 
with  mats  and  hay  outside  a  pnblic- 
liouse,  and  advantage  is  now  being 
taken  of  this  lack  of  foresight  at 
Walthain  Cross. 


A  small  man  luus  written  to  Tin-  Daily 
Mail  to  suggest  the  formation  of  a 
regiment  of  Territorials  composed  of 
citi/.ens  from  five  feet  to  five  feet  four 
inches  in  height.  If  only  LITII.I:  Tini 
would  consent  to  act  as  honorary  colonel 
of  such  a  body,  success  would  be  assured. 

l:    * 

The  heading  in  The  Express, 
"  COMITI.SOHY  FitorKs  Fott  TYPISTS,'  has, 
we  hear,  caused  considerable  indignation 
among  the  young  ladies  concerned,  who 
declare  angrily  that  they  are  not 
Classical  Dancers. 


Km  v  II    N'WAI.  ClMSIS. 

IV  ml!    (  IrSMiltY. 

B\i>  M  \TKitiAi,. 

No  AMMUNITION: 

"Ah,"      sighed     the 

Lit.llo  Knglander  as  he 

read    the    above    head- 

lines, "if  only  ire  had 

a  navy  like    that  !  .  .  . 

Never   mind,   we  must 

persevere." 

*  * 


Mr.  IJKWIS  IfAitootiirr 
having  apologised  to 
the  House  of  Commons 
for  a  "  stnpid  blunder," 
it  is  being  asked  why 
other  Ministers  do  not 
act  likewise.  Of  course 
the  time  of  the  House  is 

limited. 

*  * 

It   is  rumoured   that 

one  of  the  Candidate-; 
for  I  lie  Stratford-on- 
Avon  division  is  of  the 
opinion  that  SIIAK- 
SIT.AIMI'S  plays  were 
written  by  BACON,  and 
he  is  terrified  lest  a 
heckler  shall  ask  a 
question  on  the  subject. 


MR.    I'fXCII'S   SI'Ki'lAI.    MuTOIf-CAIiS. 
VI.-  FOR  Bio  ('AMI:  Ilrvrais. 


"Do  you    wear   Shock    Absorbs 

i  |>ertiiient  ailvertiseinent  in  a 
certain  half-penny  newspaper  which  is 
sometimes  called  yellow. 

V 

In  spite  of  a  desperate  attempt  to 
revive  the  waning  popularity  of  hot 
cross  buns  this  year  by  a  statement 
to  the  effect  that  they  contain  a  large 
quantity  of  alcohol  the  sales  on  Good 
Friday  were,  we  hear,  no  larger  than 
usual,  and  the  bakers  arc  at  a  loss  to 
know  what  to  do  to  stem  the  growing 
irreligion  of  the  masses. 

Earthenware  jars  and 
glass  bottles  of  curious 
design  have  been  dis- 
covered in  the  course  of 
excavations  at  Hampton 
Court.  This  looks  as  if 
the  trippers  of  the  past 
had  a  sense  of  tidiness, 
unknown  to  our  nge,  in 
the  matter  of  '  picnic 
debris. 

V 

Rooks,  a  contempo- 
rary informs  us,  have 
deserted  their  ancient 
nesting  place  in  Gray's 
Inn  Gardens.  It  is  un- 
generously suggested 
that  they  could  not  stand 
the  competition  of  the 

local  lawyers. 

»  * 

The  National  Sea 
Fisheries  Protection 
Association  is  to  start  a 
campaign  with  a  view 
to  popularise  fish.  The 
situation  is  rather  a 
piquant  one  in  view  of 
the  fact  that  the  fish 
themselves  are,  we  are 
informed,  strongly  op- 
posed to  popularity. 


Mr.  QntiLO  L\\vi;iN'K  ami  Miss 
\-'\\  l>uis  are  trying  the  experiment 
of  giving  Sn\Hsn:\itF.  without  scenery. 
If  ii  should  be  a  success  we  would 
suggest  that  at  their  next  conference 
the  Independent  Labour  Party  might 
try  (he  effect  of  performing  without 
sci  ne.s. 

V 

''Amused  Actor"  writes  to  draw 
attention  to  one  more  instance  of  the 
impracticability  of  Socialist  proposals. 
Mr.  I'uii.  IP  SNOWDEN'S  suggestion  for  the 
Budget,  seriously  put  forward  in  Tin' 
I'lin-iini,  is  "A  super-tax  of  ?»/.  in 
the  pound  on  inclines  of  £5,000  a 
\ear."  Our  Correspondent  points  out 
that  no  super  is  in  receipt  of  an 
income  approaching  anywhere  near 
that  figure. 


If  they  like  to  steal  my  sermons," 
said  the  Rev.  B.  M.  KITHON  in  his  mani- 
festo to  burglars,  "they  can."  The 
Public  may  laugh,  but  we  can  assure 
them  that  a  great  many  sermons  are 
stolen. 

v 

Methuselah,  the  oldest  tortoise  at  the 
Zoo,  has  now  reached  his  L'.'iUth  year. 
Considerable  intere-t  attaches  to  the 

only  living  contemporary  of  CHARLES  II. 

*  * 

Snnderland  is  getting  quite  a  repu- 
tation for  tragedies.  The  other  day  it 
was  a  murder,  and  now  it  is  reported 
that  last  week  burglars  broke  into  the 
"tliivs  of  MesM-.s.  .IOIIN  Ki  I.K,  secured  a 
safe  weighing  3  cwt.,  removed  it  to  t'ue 
opposite  side  of  the  river,  burst  it  open, 
and  found  it  empty. 


'V 


It  is  possible  that  Salisbury  Plain  will 
be  thrown  open  to  aerial  navigators  for 
experiments.  At  present  the  authorities 
are  said  to  l>e  boggling  at  the  expense 
of  covering  such  a  vast  area  with 
mattresses. 

V 

A  lady  writes  to  ask  us  whether  we 
think  (ho  Bath  Pageant  will  bl  fit  for 
her  daughter  to  see. 


The  Editor  of  Punch  extremely  re- 
grets the  paragraph  relating  to  Mr. 
SwiMii  RSI:  which  appeared  on  this  page 
in  the  issue  of  last  week.  Owing  to  the 
Enster  holidays  the  number  went  to 
press  much  earlier  than  usual,  and  long 
before  the  sad  news  of  -Mr.  SWIMII  use's 
death  was  made  known. 
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IN    MEMORIAM. 

Cjwrlcs  Sfomburne. 

BORN  1837.    DIED  Armi,  lOrn,  1909. 

WHAT  of  the  night?     For  now  his  day  is  done, 

And  he,  the  herald  of  the  red  sunrise, 
Leaves  us  in  shadow  even  as  when  the  son 
Sinks  from  the  sombre  skies. 

High  peer  of  SIIKI.LF.Y,  with  the  chosen  few 

lie  shared  the  secrets  of  Apollo's  lyre, 
Nor  less  from  Dionysian  altars  drew 
The  god's  authentic  fire. 

Last  of  our  land's  great  singers,  dowered  at  birth 

With  music's  passion,  swift  and  sweet  and  strong, 
Who  laught  in  heavenly  numbers,  new  to  earth, 
The  wizardry  of  song — 

His  spirit,  fashioned  after  Freedom's  mould, 
Impatient  of  the  bonds  that  mortals  bear, 
Achieves  a  franchise  large  and  uncontrolled, 
Rapt  through  the  void  of  air. 

"  What  of  the  night?  "     For  him  no  night  can  be  ; 

The  night  is  ours,  left  songless  and  forlorn  ; 
Yet  o'er  the  darkness,  where  he  wanders  free, 

Behold,  a  star  is  born  !  0.  S. 


HOME    FISHERY   FOR   CITY   CLERKS. 

[This  article  seems  to  us  in  close  accord  with  a  certain  i-lass  of  fishing 
chronk'le  favoured  by  a  contemporary,  an  eminent  Sporting  Weekly.] 

THAT  the  British  sportsman  of  humble  means  can  possess  a 
first-class  fishery  within  the  bosom  of  his  family  and  ten 
miles  of  Charing  Cross  is  a  fact  not  generally  known.  That 
such  nevertheless  is  the  case  we  will  proceed  to  demonstrate. 

The  fishery  in  question  is  situated  at  the  house  bearing 
the  title  "  stone,"  which  is  the  latter  half  of  the  name 
"  Klphinstone  "  shared  by  two  houses  in  Mount  Sion  Avenue, 
West  Dulwicb,  the  word  being  inscribed  across  the  joint. 
The  garden,  which  extends  for  a  distance  of  forty-seven 
yards  behind  the  house,  contains  the  fishery  referred  to. 
Tliis  consists  of  a  cemented  basin  four  feet  two  inches  in 
diameter  and  twenty-seven  inches  deep  in  the  middle.  The 
basin  formerly  had  two  cracks  in  it,  A  and  B,  which  were 
stopped  with  red  lead  putty  applied  with  the  tin-opener. 
The  pool  is  fed  by  a  pipe  the  origin  of  whose  supply  is  un- 
known,  and  in  time  of  drought  is  replenished  from  the 
scullery  tap  by  means  of  a  rubber  hose.  This  water  has  a 
bracing  effect  on  the  fishery  and  acts  like  a  tonic. 

In  May  of  last  year  two  trout  (.So/mo  fcro.r),  weighing 
respectively  1  Ib.  2ox.s.,  and  ]<H  o/.s.,  were  purchased  at  a 
restaurant  in  Old  Coventry  Street,  They  were  named  Charles 
and  -lane  for  convenience  of  reference  and  were  conveyed 
to  "  Klphinstone  "  in  a  bait-can  per  electric  tram.  Both  fish 
arrived  faint,  but  appeared  to  revive  when  introduced  to  their 
new  quarters.  Next  morning,  however,  (he  fish  Jane  was 
discovered  to  be  in  a  defunct  condition,  and  was  accordingly 
buried  with  regret  near  the  roots  of  an  indiarubber  plant 
which  had  been  bedded  out  after  wintering  in  a  pot  on  the 
dining-room  table.  It  may  be  observed  however  that  fresh 
fish  is  not  a  form  of  nourishment  readily  assimilated  by 
indiarubber  plants  that  have  passed  their  prime. 

What  follows  is  the  Diary  of  the  "  Elphinstone  "  fishery, 
and  though  the  season  came  to  a  premature  conclusion  it 
will  be  seen  that  excellent  sport  was  enjoyed.  It  should  be 
added  that  the  natural  food  resources  of  the  fishery  were 


supplemented  by  judicious  allowances  of  Tidd's  Fario  Feed, 
a  savoury  compound,  price  £14  10s.  CW.  a  ton,  very  nutritious, 
and  much  relished  by  Charles. 

DIARY. 

June  3. — Began  fishing  at  3.15  with  a  0  0  Sneck  Limerick 
Hook  dressed  as  a  Greenwell's  Glory.  At  the  first  cast 
Charles  came  brightly  to  the  hook.  He  fought  strongly,  and 
it  was  nearly  two  minutes  before  the  net  could  be  got  under 
him.  During  the  following  half-hour  caught  Charles  five 
times,  when  the  fish  unaccountably  went  off  feed.  (Xolc. — 
This  has  proved  to  be  a  record  bag  for  the  fishery.) 

June  5. — Got  Charles  twice  before  tea  on  a  Greemvell's 
Glory.  The  water  fishes  excellently.  (Note. — Greenwell's 
Glory  is  greatly  under-rated,  in  fact,  when  tied  with  gold 
ribbing,  it  proved  to  be  Charles's  favourite  fly.) 

I/HIM?  G. — Did  not  fish  this  day. 

June  1. — The  fish  puzzles  me.  Began  fishing  at  340. 
Charles  saw  me,  but  after  tea  he  was  caught  twice.  The 
second  time  he  made  no  fight,  but  came  to  the  net  like  a  log, 
and  then  suddenly  turned  and  bit  me  savagely  on  the  thumb. 
(\iiti'. — Too  much  care  cannot  be  exercised  in  handling  large 
trout.) 

June  8  and  Q. — These  days  I  did  not  fish. 

June  10  tind  11. — Caught  Charles  once  on  each  of  these 
days.  He  appears  to  be  getting  listless,  but  continues  to  fish 
fairly  well. 

June  12. — Charles  saw  me. 

June  17. — Have  fished  carefully  these  last  three  days,  but 
Charles  will  not  rise.  Cannot  make  out  what  is  wrong. 
Have  sent  for  patterns  of  patent  Varox  flies. 

June  19. — A  disappointing  day.  Fished  with  the  patent 
flies ;  no  result.  Then  changed  my  clothes,  whereupon 
Charles  rose  at  the  Varox,  but  I  missed  him.  He  splashed 
about  all  over  the  pool  like  a  mad  thing.  Cannot  under- 
stand the  fish.  The  Varox  patent  flies  are  beautifully  tied 
and  very  expensive. 

June  30. — Have  been  fishing  every  day,  but  had  no  rise  ; 
greatly  perplexed. 

July  2. — Have  solved  mystery.  Charles  feeds  at  nit/lit. 
Happened  to  go  into  garden  after  supper  and  found  Charles 
rising.  He  saw  me  and  stopped.  Felt  embarrassed.  Will 
try  to-morrow. 

July  3.— A  memorable  night.  Approached  pool  at  10.30  P.M. 
with  White  Moth  fished  dry.  Got  into  Charles  instantly, 
who  made  a  great  fight.  Caught  him  twice  again  before 
leaving  him  at  3.15  A.M.  It  is  certain  that  I  have  a  magni- 
ficent bit  of  fishing  all  to  myself.  (Note.  —The  White  Moth 
is  a  fly  that  is  too  infrequently  used.  There  is  no  more 
deadly  lure  when  fished  dry  after  nightfall.) 

July  4. — This  day  has  been  disastrous.  Tried  Charles 
again  after  supper.  He  rose  cautiously  to  my  sixth  cast,  and 
was  hooked.  He  fought  a  little,  and  then  let  me  reel  him  in  ; 
but  just  as  I  was  stooping  to  put  the  net  under  him  he  made 
a  rush  and  came  right  out  of  the  water  at  me.  I  fell  back, 
and  in  saving  myself  unfortunately  broke  my  rod  and  the 
hook  got  embedded  in  the  lobe  of  my  left  ear.  Charles, 
after  throwing  about  in  a  threatening  manner,  got  back  into 
the  pool  unassisted.  (Xolc.-  It  is  impossible  to  pull  a  fish- 
hook out  of  the  lobe  of  the  ear  by  force.  It  must  be  cut 
out,  and  even  if  the  sufferer  can  refer  to  the  files  of  The 
I'mnUij  ])</t'tor,  the  operation,  when  attempted  within  the 
home  circle,  is  apt  to  lead  to  marital  estrangement.) 

July  18. — As  I  observed  Charles  to  be  feeding  again, 
telephoned  Pilquavt  of  the  Flyfishers'  Club  to  come  for  an 
afternoon's  snort  to-morrow. 

July  19. — Strange  matters.  Pilquart  came  and  lunched. 
He  likes  my  "  Weedy  Whiffs."  As  he  had  brought  waders 
under  a  misapprehension  and  seemed  a  little  depressed,  I 
promised  him  a  Weedy  Whiff  for  every  time  he  landed 
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Mollier.  "  \Viiv,  TUnr,  WHAT  AIM:  TOO  DOING?" 

Itaby  (irith  lier  car  to  crack  in  floor  above  lit f  dining-room).  "Dcni'r  KNOW,  BUT  NTIISIE  DOES  IT." 


Charles.  I  put  him  right  and  left  him.  When  I  returned 
an  hour  later  I  found  him  lying  on  the  grass  smoking.  He 
astonished  me  l>y  telling  me  that  I  owed  him  a  shilling  box 
of  Weedy  AYhilYs,  and  invited  me  to* try  to  win  them  back. 
1  went  cm  casting  steadily  until  tea-time  without  getting  a 
ri.>e,  although  I'ilquart  encouraged  me  and  gave  me  much 
Eldvice.  After  te;i  Pilquart  took  his  rod,  but,  to  myastonish- 
ment,  instead  of  fusliing,  began  to  put  up  his  tackle  and  gave 
me  to  understand  that  he  was  going  home  to  fish  his  bath,  as 
he  had  reason  to  know  he  should  lind  as  good  fish  there  as  at 
(lie  "  Klphinstnne  li.shery."  It  then  transpired  that  Charles 
was  gone  and  that  I'ilquart  had  discovered  the  fact  early  in 
the  afternoon. 

(Rote. — In  order  to  have  uninterrupted  enjoyment  of  a 
fishery  it  is  advisable  to  fix  barbed  wire  along  the  top  of  the 
fence  when  there  is  a  boy  living  next-door.) 


TO  A  CUCKOO,  HEAUD  ON  THE  LINKS. 
H  iiir.MiAX  spirit !  unencumbered  by  Penates, 
And  sole  performer  of  the  woodland  band 
AVI nise  contributions  I  can  recognise  with  great  ease, 
l-et  others  count  you  shifting  as  the  sand. 
Hut  surely  underneath  that  bosom  black-barred 
There  lurks  a  sentiment  that  I  (the  hack-bard) 
Can  fully  comprehend.    S:>,  cuckoo,  here 's  my  hand. 

Not  for  the  sake  of  ease  you  flit  about  the  copses 
And  bid  your  partner  to  an  alien  care 


Entrust  the  incubation  of  her  popsy-wopsies, 
Planting  the  eggy  mites  at  unaware  ; 
But  art,  the  voice  of  art,  is  ever  calling. 
How  could  CAHUSO  sing  with  infants  squalling? 
To  fetter  genius  is  to  drive  it  to  despair. 

Should  I  not  also  turn  my  heartstrings  to  macadam  ? 

I  too  deposit,  whereso'er  I  could, 
A  host  of  unmelodious  babies  (if  I  had  'em) 
Or  in  the  kindly  shelter  of  some  wood 

(With  robins),  or  whatever  en-cite  was  going, 
Soon  as  I  felt  the  inspiration  flowing, 
The  bubbling  in  my  brain-pan  ?    Yes,  by  Jove,  [  should. 

'Tis  therefore  that  I  sometimes  wonder  when  I  hear  you 

Fulfil  the  valley  with  that  vagrant  noise, 
Now  by  the  holm-oak  yonder,  now  beside  this  near  yew 
(Unhampered  as  you  are  by  household  ploys), 
AVliy  you  have  never  hit  on  something  neater, 
Some  outburst  less  monotonous  of  metre, 
Less  easy  to  be  aped  by  uuregenerate  boys. 

Is  it  perhaps  that,  like  that  other  star,  the  throstle. 
Simply  to  prove  your  throat  can  stand  the  strain 
You  too  keep  on,  the  Spring's  repetitive  apostle, 
Piping  your  pjran  till  it  haunts  the  brain? 
1  cannot  say.     Hut  what  I  find  so  sad  is 
One  never  knows  if  you  or  if  the  caddies 
Are  making  all  that  rumpus.     There  it  goes  agaiu  ! 


270 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


[APRIL  21,  1909. 


BLANCHE'S    LETTERS. 

SOME  SPUING  SUBJECTS. 

Park  TMHC. 

DEAIIEST  DAPHNE, — Do  you  puz  ?  If  you 
don't,  by  all  means  keep  on  don'ting.  for 
mzzles  have  a  fatal  fascination,  and  lots 
if  people  wish  they  'd  never  begun  to 
ove  them.  You '  ve  heard ,  of  course,  of  the 
De  Lacy  -  Vandeleur  -  wedding  fiasco  ? 
^oor  dear  Veronica  in  her  bridal  gown, 
with  her  maids  and  her  pages  and  her 
parents  and  her  best  enemies  and  every- 
thing that  is  hers,  waiting  at  St.  Agatha's 
Tor  half-an-hour,and  Piggy  proving  a  non- 
starter  !  Some  of  the  dailies  have  built 
up  wonderful,  fearful  stories  on  it,  but 
not  one  of  them  touches  the  spot.  The 
true  inwardness  of  the  affair,  my  dear, 
s  puzzles,  no  less !  For  a  week  Piggy 
:iad  been  putting  together  one  of  the 
big,  diffy  ones,  and  when  the  wedding 
morning  came  they  couldn't  get  him 
away  from  it.  His  best  man  argued 
with  him,  and  even  tried  force,  but  it 
was  no  good.  "I  won't  be  married," 
screamed  Piggy,  "  till  I've  polished  off 
this  blank  puzzle !  " 

And  by  the  time  he  has  polished  off 
the  blank  puzzle,  and  comes  out  among 
his  kind  again,  he  '11  find  himself  treated 
to  the  cut  direct  and  the  cut  with  cir- 
cumstance wherever  he  goes,  and  per- 
haps thrashed  by  one  of  the  Vandeleurs. 
Moral — Don't  puz! 

Josiah'a  back  again  from  San  Banga- 
dor  safe  and  sound  and  horribly  glad  to 
be  at  home.  He  has  an  idea  that  he 's 
very  much  altered  by  what  he  wenl 
through  there  ;  but  it 's  only  a  pleasant 
delusion  on  his  part.  As  a  matter  of 
fact,  he's  more  like  himself  than  ever! 
He  has  some  fearful  friends  in  tow  that 
he  knew  out  there— a  planter-man  and 
his  wile;  simple.  wn<\  utterly  impossible 
people,  my  dear !  The  wife  wears  silk 
and  satin  frocks  first  thing  in  the  morn- 
ing, and  chirps  out,  "  Beg  y'  pardon  ?  " 
whenever  one  speaks  to  her.  The  man 
does  such  weird  things  with  his  knife 
and  fork  at  feeding  time  that  Norty 
said  to  mo  one  evening,  "Is  that  your 
oini  idea,  Blanche,  to  have  a  conjurer  to 
amuse  us  at  dinner  ?  "  Also,  the  wretch 
makes  puns,  if  you  please  !  When  he 
let  one  off  the  other  day  and  seemed  to 
think  I  would  laugh  at  it,  I  said,  "  Oh, 
that's  a  pun,  is  it?  What  dcliciously 
moss-grown  old  things  they  are  !  The 
chignons  and  Jong  whiskers  of  conversa- 
tion, don't  you  think?"  He  hasn't 
made  any  since. 

I've  done  my  level  to  be  civil  to 
them,  said  how  interesting  it  must  be  to 
be  a  planter,  and  watch  the  things  grow- 
ing and  pick  them  when  they  're  done, 
enough,  and  what  a  wonderful  arrange- 
ment it  i-i  of  what-d'you-call-it  that  the 
leaves  of  the  plant  should  make  tea,  and 


the  berries  coffee,  and  another  part  sugar 
— and  all  that  sort  of  thing,  you  know. 
And  as  if  that  weren't  enough,  I  find 
Josiah  expects  me — me,  you  know— 
myself — your  own  Blanche,  to  take  this 
;ea-and-coffee  woman  about  and  show 
ler  London !  !  Meaning  the  Tower,  the 
Monument,  the  British  Museum,  and  all 
those  other  chambers  of  horrors  !  As  if 
they  had  anything  to  do  with  London. 

Oh,  my  dearest !  such  a  funny  little 
something  happened  just  after  Josiah's 
return.  I  'd  got  a  bit  careless,  I  sup- 
pose, in  leaving  things  about  while  I 
was  on  my  own,  and  one  day  I  found 
him  looking  at  a  certain  little  miniature 
of  an  eye  that  someone  gave  me  as  an 
Easter  offering  -a  dark  eye,  never  mind 
7/osc,  with  a  look  of  mischief  in  it  and 
a  setting  of  brilliants.  "  Whatever  's 
this  ?  "  said  the  Head  of  the  Firm  in  a 
queer  voice.  I  felt  it  was  a  case  for 
"  de  Validate,  de  I'audace,  et  encore  de. 
I'audacc."  "  Why,  you  silly  man,"  I 
said,  "don't  you  know  your  own  eye 
when  you  see  it?"  "Mine  .'"he  said. 
"  My  eyes  are  light."  "  That 's  all  yon 
know !  When  you  're  animated  and 
excited  your  eyes  look  quite  darli.  I 
snap-shotted  you  once  when  they  looked 
dark,  and  this  was  done  from  it." 

And  (oh,  ees  hommcs !  ceahommetf] 
he  actually  took  it  all  in,  and  was  quite 
flattered,  and  has  given  me  a  new  long 
chain  of  brilliants  to  hang  the  miniature 
on  !  There  are  some  people,  you  see, 
who  in  an  emergency  can  not  only  take 
the  bull  by  the  horns,  but  ride  off  in 
triumph  on  the  animal's  back. 

Did  I  tell  you  of  Norty's  new  depar- 
ture ?—"  Straight  Talks  on  the  Enor- 
mities of  Society — By  one  who  knows  It 
from    the    Inside."      He    says    there 's 
money  in  scolding  us  and  abusing  us,  am 
why  shouldn't  we  make  it  ourselves  ? — 
especially  as  we  know  the  most  nbou 
ourselves  and  therefore  are  best  able  to 
lo   the  scolding.     He  gives   his  Talks 
every  Wednesday  afternoon  at  the  Fitz 
tickets   a   guinea   each,   and    the   rooiv 
is    always     packed.      He    gives    it    us 
right    and    left,     and     we     enjoy    ii 
immensely.     The  last  ''Straight  Talk' 
was   about  our    custom   of    organising 
dances  in  aid  of  charities.     Oh,  he  ica. 
down  on  us,  and  we  did  laugh  !     He 
said,  among  other  things,  that  gettin^ 
up    dances  for  charity   was    not    onlj 
letting  your  left  hand  know  what  your 
right  hand  does,  but  letting  loth  you) 
/<if  know  as  well!     He  was  very  hart 
on  us  women   another   time  about  ou 
way  of  criticising  each  other  and  sus 
pecting  the  genuineness  of  each  other' 
complexions  and  hair,  and  he  said  w 
ought  not  only  to  live  and  let  live,  bu 
dye  and  li-t  dijf. 

The  next  "Straight   Talk"  is  to  b< 
on    "Money    Marriages."      He's  not 
bit  afraid   of   people   saying,    "  You 'r 


nother !  "  He  says  those  who  've  made 
hem  are  most  qualified  to  speak  about 
hem.  The  coolness  of  the  boy,  you 
now  ! 

Everyone  who's  been  round  the 
tudios  is  raving  about  Major's  portrait 
>f  Sibyl  St.  James.  Profile,  of  course. 
?osh  says  she 's  "  profile  et  pretty  well 
lihil,"  meaning,  you  know,  that  she's 
mly  a  profile.  And  certainly  she 's 
.acrifieed  everything  to  that  profile  of 
lers.  She  doesn't  give  dinners  or 
uppers  or  go  to  them.  Et  pourquoi? 
Jecause  the  profile  mustn't  be  seen  eat- 
ng  !  She  hasn't  any  friends.  It  isn't 
hat  people  wont  know  her  ;  they  cant. 
low  can  one  be  pally  with  a  profile,  or 
nake  a  confidant  of  it,  or  talk  scandal 
vith  it,  or  do  anything  but  just  look  at 
t  ?  We  were  talking  about  Sibyl  at 
Wee-Wee's  the  other  night,  and  Bosh 
said  people  told  a  story  of  her  husband 
meeting  her  suddenly  round  a  corner 
one  day  and  not  recognising  her,  be- 
•ause  he'd  never  seen  her  front  face 
before.  Ever  thine,  BLANCHE. 


THE  PORTERESQUE. 

["  During  the  hearing  of  a  motor-oar  eas;  at 
Bournemouth  a  witness,  described  as  a  porter, 
said:  'I  saw  a.  motor-car  coining  towards  me 

ith  marvellous  rapidity,  and  if  I  liad  not 
possessed  great  agility  and  youthfulnres  1 
should  have  been  killed.  I  afterwards  Icoked 
round  at  the  driver's  face,  which  was  scintil- 
lating with  vicious  grins.  The  driver  also 
made  some  insipid  remarks,  and  the  car  was 
travelling  with  the  silence  and  swiftness  of  a 
shrapnel  shell.'" — Morning  Leader .] 

IN  the  interests  of  the  colour  of  life  it 
is  to  be  hoped  that  the  Bournemouth 
porter  will  set  a  fashion — more  than 
that,  inaugurate  a  tradition.  How  much 
more  entertaining  would  the  daily  rou- 
tine become  if  all  public  servants  talked 
like  this !  Not  only  porters,  but  com- 
missionaires and  boy-messengers,  and 
policemen  and  postmen  too.  Perhaps 
Mr.  HONCIMAN  will  smile  upon  the  scheme 
and  arrange  for  lecturers  in  the  Porter- 
esque  to  visit  the  schoo's.  Then  some 
such  results  as  these  might  follow  : — • 

In  directing  an  old  lady  from  the 
country  who  had  asked  the  way  to  the 
Bank,  a  constable  stationed  yesterday  at 
Trafalgar  Square  replied  thus:  "Dear 
Madam,  the  journey  is  not  only  simple 
but  of  engrossing  interest.  The  first 
step  is  to  leave  the  august  spot  on  which 
we  now  stand,  overshadowed  as  it  is 
by  the  lithic  semblance,  poised  'twixt 
heaven  and  earth  (like  MAHOMET'S  coffin), 
of  Lord  NELSON  AND  BRONTE,  the  hero  oi 
a  hundred  fights  and  the  terror  of  the 
sea,  and  mount  one  of  those  Mauretaniai 
of  the  London  streets  known  as  a  motor- 
bus  bound  in  an  easterly  direction 
Passing  through  the  crowded  and  ani- 
mated Strand,  you  will  enter  the  City 
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at  (lie  Temple,  the  abode  of  Law,  and 
ilii-n  traverMiii;  Fleet  Sin-el  ami  climb- 
ing the  Hill  of  Ludgato,  be  under  the 
facade  of  Sir  CimiM'oriiKi;  \YitKsV  mighty 
fane,  now  the  lunching  resort  of  tUe 
wh'ilesnle  drapery  trade  .  .  ." 

Or  again,  at  Charing  Cross  Station, 
a  porter  wheeling  a  truck  may  thus 
chatter  :  "  Your  consideration  I  crave 
to  allow  this  not  inconsiderable  vehicle 
to  pass.  This  way,  lady,  for  the  train 
which  in  course  of  time  will  take  its 
departure  from  this  platform  on  its 
perilous  and  protracted  journey  with  the 
nominal  intent  of  reaching  the  ancient 
.-eaporl.  of  hover  (one  of  the  Cinque 
Torts)  at  5.-J.  At  what  hour,  however, 
its  happy  arrival  will  actually  occur 
one  hesitates  to  hazard.  Conjecture's 
fires  pale  before  such  a  problem.  This 
way,  lady,  this  way." 

A  hotel  porter,  having  Leen  inadver- 
tently mistaken  for  the  boots  by  a  short- 
sighted guest,  would  reply  to  a  request 
about  calling  him  in  the  morning  in  the 
following  terms  :  "  Incurious  stranger, 
why  this  sad  confusion  of  functions  V 
Itost  thon  truly  believe  this  uniform  to 
be  attuned  to  die  ignoble  duty  of  foot- 
wear-cleaning? Or  is  thy  mistake  due 
to  myopia,  astigmatism,  or  incipient 
cataract?  Discuss,  infatuated  stranger, 
for,  as  thou  art  aware,  the  ballot  repartee 
cannot  be  kept  up  without  constant 
repercussion." 

Once  more,  if  the  Porteresque  diction 
becomes  general,  we  can  easily  imagine 
a  caddie,  on  being  asked  by  a  beginner 
what  is  the  best  club  to  use  for  a  long 
approach  shot,  lapsing  into  poetry  as 
follows : — 

''  Fair  Sir,  although  the  lie  be  grassy 
T  cannot  recommend  the  brassy. 
Again,  undoubted  risks  environ        * 
Your  handling  of  the  cleek  or  iron, 
For  on  each  side,  I  grieve  to  state, 
Pot-bunkers  simply  pullulate. 
To  use  a  baffy  or  a  spoon 
Were  unpropitious  and  jejune. 
In  fine,  my  deft  elimination 
lias  clarified  the  situation  ; 
And,  to  conclude  this  talky-talky. 
J  ust  take  your  mashie  and  play  pawky." 


A  Marathon  Record  in  Church 
Services. 

"  After  a  service  of  about  five  year>  the  Rev. 
Tho>.  Kjjert.iu  \Vilton  Kudd  lias  intimated  hi* 
intention  M  resign  the  curacy  of  Xorthenden 
1'arish  C'liurrh."  Mant-liexler  Krcultnj  Ittw*. 

"  The  Vacancy  at  Stratford-on- Avon." 
As  this  headline  has  given  rise  to  a 
good  deal  of  misapprehension  and  not 
a  few  false  hopes,  it  is  as  well  to  state 
that  the  most  illustrious  living  resilient 
has  no  intention  of  removing  elsewhere. 


.  "Now,  WHAT  CAN  I  DO  FOE  YOU?" 
J'atient  (ifiiose  heart  lias  failed  her  at  the  la»l  moment).  "  Oil  !  Bit     MY  TKETII  ARE  fERfr.ni.v 
ALL   mean,   -i  HANKS.      Kit— WHAT  I  REALLY   CAME  roB  WAS  TO  ASK  if  YOU  wori.n— I:K     i  via   i» 

PLAY   GOLF    WITH    MK— ER— SOME  T1MF.   THIS    SUMMER." 


"  Tell  me  not  in  mournful  numbers." 

A  correspondent  writes: — "The  daily 
papers  in  their  obituary  notices  of  the 
famous  actress,  Madame  MOHII:SK\,  state 
that  on  one  occasion  in  London  she 
recited  the  multiplication  table  in  Polish, 
her  native  tongue,  with  such  harrowing 
effect  ES  to  reduce  her  audience  to  tears. 
1  see  nothing  remarkable  in  this.  .I/;/ 
oini  little  girl,  aged  five  and  a  half,  to 
whom  1  teach  mathematics,  daily  causes 
me  to  weep  copiously  in  geometrical 
progression  with  some  such  effort  as  the 
following  : —'Twice  one  is  three,  twice 
two  is  seven,  twice  three  is  fourteen'; 
and  so  on." 


His  Second  Time  on  Earth. 


By-Elector  (pointing  out  to  I'm  iatiij 
the  chief  fgure»  in  tlie  fight).  And  look, 
there  's  Hunnable. 

Hiilli  Scltool  Daughter.  Oh,  yes;  the 
man  who  tried  to  cross  the  Alps  some 
years  ago. 

"  The  summons  had  Ixvn  issued  to  tlie  wrong 
man.  .  .  There  had  evidently  been  a  mix-up 
of  names,  the  driver  and  the  owner  of  the 
engine  Ix-itiK  npj.he«s  and  beating  the  same 
name."  —  Tlie  Irrim-  11,-mltl. 

We  have  always  noticed   that  confusion 
is  apt  to  lie  caused  by  a  man's  being  his 
I  own  great-uncle. 
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SOME    NEW    HEAD-LINES. 

f  H'i'/<  acktuncltdgmmU  to  all  i-iml  Arbiter* 

of  /-'us/iion.] 

So  Spring,  tho  sweet  Spring,  is  here, 
:md  most  of  vis  arc  naturally  giving 
anxious  thought  to  the  subject  of  our 
"top-dressing"  a-i  a  witty  young 
Marquis  of  agricultural  tastes  once  called 
his  hat  in  my  presence.  Having  just 
returned  from  naughty,  enticing,  de- 
lightful Paris',  where  I  made  my  annual 
tour  of  the  magaflns  i/c.s  mmlcs,  I  am  now 
in  a  position  to  indicate  precisely  what 
surprises  Dame  Fashion  has  in  store  for 
you.  The  "cartwheel"  has  gone  — 
trundled  into  the  limbo  of  forgotten 
tilings;  the  busby  we  can  suitably  re- 
linquish to  those  dear  Territorials,  now 
that  they  are  preparing  in  grim  earnest 
to  frighten  the  wicked  invader  from  our 
poor,  peaceful  shores ;  and  the  beehive, 
symbol  of  industry  and  perseverance, 
is,  appropriately  enough,  to  be  the  wear 
ix ir  excellence  of  those  who  are  making 
another  attempt  this  year  to  take 
advantage  of  the  season's  influence  upon 
"  a  young  man's  fancy."  /'.'iifre  noun,  a 
balmy  smile  goes  best  with  this  really 
"  dossy  "  cliapeau,  and  the  coiffure,  being 
completely  hidden,  may  beworn»u!j//V/<.'e, 
or  be  left  at  home  altogether. 

But  a  greater  surprise  awaits  you  in 
the  "barn  thatch."  This  sensational 
design  is  in  the  form  of  any  other 
thatched  covering  of  an  empty  top-loft, 
and  can  be  worn  "  fore-and-aft,"  as  our 
gallant  tars  phrase  it,  when  beating  up 
against  those  boisterous  winds  that 
come  "before  the  swallows  dare;"  or 
"  broadside  on "  in  the  wet,  when  the 
eaves  carry  the  rain  clear  of  the  shoulders. 
The  yokel  laugh,  which  is  something 
between  a  Swiss  yodel  and  a  contralto 
chuckle,  can  be  practised  for  use  with 
this. 

And  now,  looking  ahead  into  those 
days  ''with  roses  red  incarnadine,"  when 
the  daily  papers  tell  us  that  "yesterday 
was  the  hottest  10th  of  June  for  ninety- 
one  years,"  what  do  you  say,  my  lady 
fair,  to  the  "  water-butt "  hat  ?  Isn't  the 
idea  arresting  ?  But,  to  let  you  into  a 
secret,  this  is  an  adaptation  of  the  "  wine- 
cask  "  straw  with  which  the  hatters 
made  an  abortive  attempt  last  season  to 
oust  the  "  boater  "  for  men — a  hat,  by 
the  w»y,  which  has  nothing  but  cheap- 
ness and  comfort  to  recommend  it.  S 
great,  however,  is  the  obstinate  prejudice' 
of  the  "lords  of  creation"  against  any- 
thing really  striking  and  conspicuous 
that  not  even  in  Paris,  that  city  of  Jlan- 
rur.--,  would  any  male  creature  muster 
up  sufficient  courage  to  don  it. 

.•I  iiri>[ion,  I  must  tell  you  a  story,  which 
goes  to  show  that  some  of  these  strange 
creatures  positively  admire  dowdiness  in 
us.  I  was  at  a  smart  afternoon  reception 
the  other  day,  in  a  Faubourg  not  a 


liousand  miles  from  the  Pont  Neuf, 
when  an  English  "  mees  "  came  in  with 
ler  papa,  a  brown-faced  Colonel  from 
India's  coral  strand.  Pretty  she  was 
indeniably,  but,  if  you  believe  me,  she 
was  wearing  one  of  those  hats  we  all 
thought  so  becoming  in  the  spring  of 
1907  \  \  \  You  never  saw  anything  more 
countrified  or  ridiculous,  more  — in  a 
word — hopelessly  middle-class. 

Two  nice  -  looking,  well  -  groomed 
English  boys  were  standing  near  inc. 
'  Hulloa  \  "  *  said  one,  "  what  a  pretty 
girl  \  "  "Awfully  fetching  bat— what,?  " 
growled  the  other.  And  one  gaby  went 
off,  no  doubt  to  manoeuvre  for  an  intro- 
luction,  while  the  other  sighed  a  big 
sigh.  And  I  daresay  I  did  too,  to  think 
that  these  great,  irrational  creatures  have 
votes,  while  we  pioneers  of  taste  and 
fashion,  who  put  our  heads  fearlessly 
into  beehives  at  the  word  given,  have 
none. 

But  revenons  a  nos  moutons,  as  a 
humorous  Frenchman  said  to  me  once 
when  the  telephone  bell  had  called  him 
momentarily  from  the  dinner-table.  The 
"water-butt"  should  be  built  of  chip,  in 
one  of  the  latest  art-shades — a  ''  garden- 
seat"  green  or  "boiled  gooseberry" 
grey.  Trimmed  with  duck-weed  or 
water-cress,  and  conveying  a  pleasantly 
cooling  suggestion  of  water  on  the  brain, 
nothing  certainly  could  look  better  in 
the  languid  heat  of  the  dog  days. 


KILTS. 

"  SPKAKIXR  of  clothes,"  began  Dib- 
chick,  "I  remember,  years  and  years 
ago,  when  I  was  an  undergraduate  at 
Oxford— 

"  It 's  no  good  your  attempting  the 
patriarchal  with  us,"  interrupted  Patty, 
"  because  you  can't  be  so  very  old,  now. 
What  do  you  think,  Bob  ?  " 

"  I  don't  think,"  said  Bob  calmly,  "  I 
know." 

Dibchick  regarded  him  with  an  air  of 
approval.  "  You  will  end  as  a  legis- 
lator, Bob." 

"  Hot,"  said  Bob  ;  "  I  know  you  're 
thirty-five.  It  isn't  a  thing  that  wants 
thinking  about." 

"  There  you  are  wrong.  Of  all  the 
seventy  ages  of  man,  thirty-five  is  the 
one  that  affords  food  for  the  most 
serious  reflection.  At  thirty-five  a  man 
has  lost  tho  first  blush  of  youth, 
while- 
Patty  turned  again  to  Bob.  "  Do  you 
believe  he  h;is  ever  blushed  ?  " 

"No,"  said  Bob.  "If  he  had,  he 
wouldn't  mention  it." 

"  To  return  to  our  original  topic," 
said  Dibchick.  ''Speaking  of  clothes,  I 
remember,  when  I  was  at  the  Varsity,  a 
friend  of  mine  introduced  me,  as  a  great 
favour,  to  his  tailor,  a  very  pleasant 
fellow.  Not  that  there  is  anything 


remarkable  in  that,  because,  of  course, 
tailors 'are,  as  a  general  rule,  a  parti- 
cularly ingratiating  body  of  men.  Well, 
all  I  wanted  at  tho  time  w;is  a  tweed 
uit.  Six  months  afterwards  we  found 
that  I  owed  him  seventy -eight  pounds. 
l!<i  was  quite  as  much  surprised  about 
it  as  I  was.  ' 

"You  must  have  been  a  juggins," 
said  Bob. 

"  No,  I  think  not.  You  see,  when  he 
had  once  got  my  measurements,  he 
contracted  a  habit  of  sending  things 
round  on  trial,  as  it  were  ;  and  of  course, 
when  a  man  has  actually  gone  to  the 
trouble  of  making  a  thing  for  yon,  it 
seems  rather — er — rather  a  relied  ion  on 
him  to  send  it  back  again.  1  've  got 
lols  of  his  garments  by  me  still.  I 
remember  his  speciality  was  overcoats 
and  kilts." 

"  Have  you  lived  much  in  Scotland  ?  " 
asked  Patty. 

"  Xo,  that 's  just  the  point.  I  explained 
to  him  that  I  didn't  really  need  kilts, 
because  the  only  place  I  went  to  in  the 
vacation  was  the  Channel  Islands.  But 
he  said  you  never  knew  when  they 
might  come  in  useful.  When  I  took  my 
degree,  I  gave  them  to  my  scout.  He 
was  a  man  with  several  small  daughters, 
who  had  once  played  inside  right  for 
Oxford  City.  So  naturally  he  was  very 
glad  of  them." 

"Did  all  his  daughters  play  inside 
right  together?  "  asked  Bob. 

"  No,  he  was  alone  there.  They  never 
joined  him.  1  should  have  made  that 
clearer.  It  was  before  he  had  acquired 
any  daughters  to  speak  of." 

"  Were  they  all  daughters  ?  "  inquired 
Patty. 

"I  believe  there  was  a  boy  here  and 
there;  but  it  was  the  girls  he  was 
really  wrapt  up  in." 

"  I  thought  it  was  the  kilts,"  said 
Bob. 

Dibchick  leant  back  in  his  chair  and 
blew  rings  of  cigarette  smoke.  Patty 
watched  him  respectfully. 

"  You  're  rather  good  at  those  things," 
she  said. 

"Oh,  I  don't  know,"  he  answered 
modestly  ;  "  the  plain,  straightforward 
article  is  easy  enough,  but  I  seem  to 
have  lost  the  knack  of  breaking  them 
from  leg." 

Bob  got  up.  "  I  vote  we  leave  him, 
Patty.  Let  's  go  and  play  croquet." 

"  But  I  should  like  to  have  under- 
stood about  the  kilts,"  said  Patty. 
"  Why  should  his  scout  have  been  so 
glad  of  them  ?  " 

"To  tell  the  truth,"  said  Dibchick, 
"  he  wasn't — at  first ;  at  least,  not  so 
much.  His  original  idea — a  poor  one — 
was  that  his  wife  might  work  them  into 
a  tea-cosy  or  a  bed-quilt  or  something 
of  that  kind.  But  being  a  woman  of 
ambitions,  she  thought  it  would 
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.Voiti.  "PLEASE,  Miss  JKSSIE,  WHAT  AM  I  TO  DO?    THERE'S  NOTHIXO  FOR  BREAKFAST,  AVD  THE  MISSIS  is  so  VERT  PARTICULAR." 


be  c/(ic  if  lie  wore  them  on  Saturday 
afternoons,  when  he  played  golf.  As  it 
turned  out,  she  was  quite  right  ;  they 
gave  llie  family  quite  a  social  lift,  besides 
enabling  him  to  develop  a  much  freer 
' 


along,  Patty,"  said  Bob  scorn- 
fully. "  If  you  listen  much  longer  In-  '11 
give  you  a  sunstroke." 

"I    certainly   have    rather    a    giddy 

ion,"  she  said. 


Solitude  by  the  Sea. 

"  12,<WO  PEDI'I.B  .:o  TO  BLACKPOOL  ALONB." 
lli-'itltine  jmm  "  fSiunlny  Chronitlf." 

Tli''  /''nVm/,  a  Hloemfouteiii  paper  not 
given  to  frivolity,  has  found  a  new  name 
for  the  Member  for  King's  Lynn.  It  is 
Mr.  Hellrc  Uellairs.  It  might  have  I  eeu 
\\or-e.  They  might  have  called  him 
-Mr.  llellairs  Belloe. 


From   tin;  "  ( 'orrispondenze  "  column 
uy)  iu  La  TribuiHi: — 

"WnMisDlY.  lir,vi\v.l  \.'stonlay  evening. 
\Vluu  a  night!  How  I  wept!  What  words 
jvii  wrii.'il  mo  \  If  you  saw  mo,  how  you  should 
have  t.-ik.'tl  jiity  upon  mo!  ...  Be  quiet,  my 
love.  I  write.  Be  quiet." 


"  PREPARE  TO  SHED  THEM  NOW." 

TUK  saddest  thing  I  ever  saw  ?  he 
said.  Well,  I  don't  know  that  I  can 
remember  quite  the  saddest,  at  this 
moment,  but  one  of  the  saddest  was  a 
row  of  railway  trucks  on  the  line  some- 
where near  Redruth,  on  the  way  to 
lVn/.ance.  We  had  left  London  full  of 
anticipation  of  our  holiday— in  thorough 
holiday  mood— the  sky  seemed  for  the 
moment  to  have  no  clouds  in  it— and 
then  suddenly  we  came  upon  this  pathetic 
sight,  a  row  of  dispirited  trucks  in  a 
siding,  on  each  of  which  was  painted  the 
bitter  words:  "This  truck  not  to  go 
east,  of  Truro."  Now  think  of  that ! 
Think  of  what  it  must  mean  to  an 
adventurous  ambitious  truck  to  have  its 
wings  thus  clipped  by  some  unimagina- 
tive jackanapes  of  a  traffic  supcrin- 
tcndant!  Our  hearts  bled  for  them. 
I  am  fairly  phlegmatic  myself,  but  I 
could  not  bear  to  look  at  them ;  and 
when  my  wife  saw  how  small  they  were, 
she  completely  broke  down.  You  know 
women,  sir,  you  know  their  tender  ways. 

The  fact  that  the  trucks  were  so  small 
certainly  made  it  worse.  One  pictured 


the  new  ones  full  of  freshness,  unaware 
of  the  cruel  legend  on  their  sides, 
running  up  to  Truro  so  gaily  and  confi- 
dently, all  expectant  of  their  long  and 
delightful  journey  to  the  east,  and  then 
being  pulled  up  sharp  and  sent  back 
again  without  a  word  of  explanation. 
No  east  of  Truro  for  them!  For  tin m 
the  dull  west.  Dull  indeed.  For  what  has 
life  to  offer  west  of  Truro  when  you  may 
not  go  east  ? 

One  thought  of  the  young  ones  forced 
to  listen  to  the  talk  of  large  trucks  who 
had  been  to  Plymouth  and  Exeter  ami 
London  even.  Could  there  be  a  harder 
fate  than  that— to  have  to  hear  of  the 
promised  land  knowing  you  may  never 
enter  it?  We  wondered  if  one  of  them 
had  ever  managed  to  break  away  and 
run  the  blockade  of  Truro  station.  But 
I  fear  not;  man,  and  especially  official 
man,  is  top  sharp,  too  tyrannical. 

The  incident  entirely  spoiled  our  holi- 
day. My  wife  moped  all  the  time,  and 
though  she  was  as  brave  as  she  could  Iw 
she  di.l  not  deceive  me — I  knew  where 
her  thoughts  were.  How  could  I  fail  to, 
when  mine  were  there  too? 

Poor  little  trucks. 


280 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


[Ai-iiiL  L'l,  1909. 


THE    ROBINSONS'    EASTER   TRIP    TO    PARIS. 

"HOLD  o.v,  M'RIA!    BEFORE  YOU  GO  UICIIT  OFF,  TELL  ME  TIIE  FRENCH  FOR  SAL  VOLATILE.' 


.      TO    SPRING. 

[The  weather  in  Los  Angeles,  where  these  lines  come  from,  sterns  to 
have  caused  dissatisfaction.] 

BBUDDBD  month,  whose  advent  is  connected 

With  poets,  onions,  eggs, 'and  early  peas, 

With  fragile  blossoms  blooming  undetected, 

And  fleecy  lambs  a-scainpcr  on  the  leas  ; 
When  April  smiles,  and  all  the  world  seems  young, 
And  girls  are  ironing  their  linen  bonnets, 
And  Smith,  my  neighbour,  who  composes  sonnets, 

Caulks  his  dismantled  lung. 
And  plays  the  living  deuce  with  SHAKSPK.UIK'S  native  tongue, 

I  too  rejoice,  although  belated  blixxards 

Itetard  the  genial  glow  of  actual  Spring; 
Although  the  feathered  choirs,  with  frappfa  gizzards 

Still  feel  an  inability  to  sing. 
For  either  deep  inside  or  down  below 

In  leaf  and  blade  the  vital  sap  is  humming, 

And  blustering  I'oreas  bellows  :  "Spring  is  coming!" 

Although  it  doesn't  show, 
And  should  have  properly  occurred  a  month  ago. 

O  blessed  Spring!  whose  penetrating  brco/es, 
From  amorous  Arctic  regions  lightly  rolled, 

Inspire  the  shy  and  shivering  swain  to  wheeze  his 
Absurd  request  that  C'hloe  won't  be  cold  ; 


I  too  upon  the  bosom  of  some  fair 

Would  lay  the  tribute  of  a  brief  devotion, 
If  I  could  find  some  satisfactory  lotion 

For  carpeting  the  bare 
Spots  on  a  toil-worn  crust  with  ornamental  hair. 

Well,  thou  hast  other  and  less  meretricious 

Pleasures,  O  Spring,  that  Time  has  not  effaced  ; 
Those  lambkins  I  referred  to— how  delicious 

Mint  sauce  and  young  green  peas  will  make  them 

taste ! 
The  vernal  wind  that  sweeps  my  very  soul 

Hints  at  the  salmon-steak,  the  shy  champignon  ; 
And  think  of  those  fat  squabs  that  gurgle  in  yon 

Dovecote — en  casserole  ! 
Or  served  as  pigeon  pie,  or  simply  roasted  whole  ! 

Then  welcome,  primrose-girdled  Primavera, 

(ioddess  (atchoo!)  of  sunshine  and  desire  ; 
I  k  now  thou  'rt  come,  although  I  have  to  wear  a 

Thick  waistcoat  still,  and  sit  beside  the  fire  ; 
For  I  beheld  upon  to-day's  menu 

"Spring   chicken,"    "Brussels    sprouts"   and    "new 

potatoes ;  " 
And  "  Ah  !  "  I  cried,  "  a  man  who  loves  his  plate  owes 

A  deal,  0  Spring,  to  you, 
Whether  it 's  nice  and  fine,  or  sleet  obscures  the  view  "  ' 

ALGOL. 
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BACK  TO  THE  LAND. 
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IW.  "H.EA.SK,   Sll!,    MAY   I    I'.K   T1!AINKI>   FOR   THK    MKKCHANT  SERVICE?" 

Pmmnrr  OK  IIIK.  Ito, Tuviu:.  "I'AKKNTS    IN    TIIK    WuKKIIUI  SK  '/  " 

liny  (tketrfvUy).  "  No.   Silt." 

1'.  1!.  T.   "Wl.l.l,,    KIN   AI.UNC    AND   COMMIT   A   CltlME,   OR   ELSK   \VK   CANT   DO    ANYTIIIM;    1'oK    1 

i  Apart  fivin  tliosr  trainiDg-shipg  wliirh  arc  rillicr   industrial   or  rcfi>nnalory  si-lm  iU  anil  a  >ini,'I.-  ^liip  for  vvorkh n-  •  \*>\*  tli"  '  iovprn- 
\va.v  of  c:liical:oii  f  >r  our  .Mcrcliant  Scrvi;-c.     All  other  training  shin-,   surh  a^  tin-  M-r.-nr'j.  o!  which  Mr.  t '.  1!    Fry  ] 

•  i  .'..  ...  1.  I'. 
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"JUDGING    CHARACTER    BY    CORRESPONDENCE":    OR,    THE    WINSTON    TOUCH. 

I  H  II  AHTtST  HAS  CURIOUSLY  FEW  OPPORTUNITIES  OF  ATTENDING  CABINET  COUNCILS,  BUT,  AFTF.R  A  CAREFUL  STUDY  OF  ME  WlNST»N 
I 'ill  Id  HILL'S  I.KTTER  TO  HIS  COXSTITUKSTS  ABOUT  THE  "8"  (DREADNOUGHTS)  QUESTION,  IN  WHICH  HE  LIOHT-HEARTF.DLT  CASTIOATE8  EVERY 
AMdSt  *NI)  UiiM'MKsr  UK  Ill-i  OKUl  » ll.LEAiiU&J,  HE  FEELS  SURE  THAT  TUB  ABOVE  CAN  BE  NO  INACCURATE  REPRESENTATION  OF  WHAT  USUALLY 

\\IIKN  THE  CABINET  MEETS  IN  COUNCIL. 


THK  POETRY    OF   "  BIIADSIIAAV  " 
ANNOTATED. 

[In  the  manner  oj  the  H'njlicr  i.'riti-i»m 
oj  Poetry.] 

"  |'\S-I,\'.I:KS  commencing  a  long  dis- 
tance journey  on  a  Satimlay  or  Sunday. 
when  tho  destination  wiO  not  be  reached 
till  the  following  day,  arc  recommended 
to  consult  tho  detailed  tables  covering 
tin-  whole  nl  tlio  R<mt<\  as  tin-  Train 
•ervice  on  Sundays  often  differs  from 
that  on  \Yeek  Days." 

Tho  above  selection  opens  with  a  most 
complex  mixture  of  metres  and  with  a 
very  largo  proportion  of  unanvni.-il 
syllable^.  These  devices  are  employed 
to  give  ft  vivid  impression  of  the  s|  ri'd 
and  confusion  incidental  to  the  begin- 
ning of  a  l-ing  railway  journey. 

The  paragraph  starts  with  a  dactyl; 
this  is  followed  by  an  amphibrach,  and 
this  by  an  iambus  ;  three  trochees  are 
next  used,  and  then  another  dactyl.  Oil 
a  cursory  reading  those  opening  phrases 
might  lie  considered  a  mere  jumble  ; 
but  what  to  the  uninitiated  seems  to  be 
a  jumble  is  to  the  truly  poetie  mind  a 
fine  example  of  forceful  heterogeneity 


of  rhythm.  Contrast,  for  example,  the 
quick  movement  expressed  in  the  word 
Saturday  (ibe  busy  day)  with  the  slower 
movement  denoted  by  the  word  Sunday 
(the  day  of  quiet).  But  even  tiuiiday 
does  not  suggest  such  peacefulness  as 
f)<iljl>nth  would  have  done.  The  secular 
word  Sunday  is  very  appropriately  used 
here  as  the  employment  of  lalxmr  is 
entailed. 

In  the  ]'h rase  lomj  dixtn>wi'-  journey 
we  have  an  excellent  example  of  the 
wonderful  effect  of  onomatopoeia.  The 
idea  of  a  lonij  ilixluni-i'  jminn'i/  is  indi- 
cated very  forcibly  by  the  sound,  for 
"the  words  move  slow"  on  account  of 
the  accumulation  of  consonants— eleven 
consonants  to  eight  vowels.  Note  also 
the  careful  choice  of  the  long  word 
ilfii'iiiiii'ion  used  in  connection  with  a 
long  distance  journey,  and,  in  contrast 
witli  this,  note  the  sharp  sound  in 
ri'iiclii'il  and  the  shortness  of  the  word, 
suggesting  the  sudden  stopping  of  the 
train. 

Throughout  tho  paragraph  one  cannot 
fail  to  hear  the  short  sharp  sounds  of 
the  engine  expressed  by  the  sounds  ,•// 
and  j  (reac/ied,  journey),  as  well  as  the 
large  number  of  sibilants,  as  in  passen- 


gers, commencing,  distance,  (Saturday, 
Sunday,  destination,  etc.,  etc. 

Following  day.  By  the  second  day 
the  rhythmical  motion  has  produced  a 
somnolent  effect ;  this  is  finely  expressed 
by  the  use  of  the  liquid  I  and  the  lulla- 
by sound  of  the  word  day. 

Recommended  to  consult.  The  time 
now  quickens  at  the  hopeful  outlook 
expressed  in  this  phrase ;  but  when  one 
comes  to  "the  detailed  tables"  one  is 
compelled  by  the  accumulation  of  similar 
consonants  (two  d's,  two  CB,  and  two  Vs) 
to  read  the  words  slowly  and  so  feel  the 
labour  of  consulting  time  -  tables  in 
detail. 

To  prevent  monotony  the  rhythm  has 
been  varied  ;  but  now  the  poet  returns 
exactly  to  the  metre  used  in  the  opening 
sentence.  This  is  very  skilfully  Worked 
in.  and  without  careful  perusal  one  would 
be  at  a  loss  to  understand  why  the  words 
.•fin-riiHj  tin-  ii'lml'  of  tli,-  i;ntt<-  prodiuv 
upon  the  reader  such  a  remarkable 
effect.  The  repetition  is  of  the  very 
essence  of  the  poetry  of  motion.  Em- 
ploying the  usual  duin  and  di  to  express 
a  long  and  a  short  syllable  respectively, 
we  find  that  forrriiiij  tin'  irholc  of  thf 
route  and  1'iixxt-njt'r*  comincitcunj  a  long 
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.  .  .  are  both  of  tlie  form  diun  di  di  di 
dttm  di  di  dutn. 

It  is  quite  impossible  to  point  out  all 
the  beauties  of  this  exquisite  poem,  but 
we  cannot  leave  the  subject  without  a 
reference  to  two  or  three  other  points  of 
interest. 

It  will  be  noticed  that  rhyme,  the 
most,  humble  of  the  expedients  employed 
for  the  creation  of  musical  beauty,  is 
almost  discarded  by  the  author,  as  it  is 
by  many  other  great  poets,  but  that  of 
the  mere  refined  and  subtle  aid  of 
;is.-.<mance  he  gives  us  a  fine  example  in 
the  words  journey  and  xereiee,  and  of 
alliteration  in  the  words  detailed,  tables, 
train,  days,  etc.  And  what 
glorious  music  in  the  succession 
of  rt's  in  these  same  four  words  ! 

In  some  portions  of  this  selec- 
tion the  aulhor  must  certainly 
rank  with  the  greatest  masters  of 
our  noble  language.  Compare, 
for  example,  the  phrase,  "To 
be  reached  till  the  following 
day,"  with  TENNYSON'S  "That  lie 
shouts  with  his  sister  at  play." 

And,  again,  compare  "Often 
differs  from  that  on  week  days  " 
with  the  line  of  SHAKSPKAKK, 
"  Gaoler,  look  to  him — tell  not 
me  of  (mercy),"  or  the  late 
Laureate's  "Guinevere  and  in 
her  his  one  de(light)." 


AT  THE  PLAY. 

THE  SCHOOL  FOR  SCANDAL. 
THE  public  is  greatly  indebted  to  Mr. 
TREK,  and  he,  in  turn,  to  Mr.  J'EKCY 
MACQUOID,  for  a  revival  most  exquisite  in 
every  detail  of  scenery  and  costume. 
The  company,  too,  was  a  veritable  galaxy 
of  stars,  though  the  magnitude  of  some 
of  them  seemed  to  be  unfavourably 
affected  by  an  atmosphere  to  which  they 
could  not  perfectly  accommodate  them- 
selves. Mr.  LORAINC,  in  particular,  while 
he  did  sufficient  justice  to  the  breeziness 
and  generous  bonhomie  of  Charles  Sur- 
face, had  really  stepped  into  the  picture 


A  Delicata  Way  of  Putting  It. 
For  general  fatuousness  the 
holiday  panegyrist  is  hard  to 
beat,  especially  when  he  breaks 
loose — often,  too,  in  verse— in  the 
albums  where  the  proprietors  of 
provincial  hostelries  and  lodg- 
ing-houses are  wont  to  fish  for 
the  eulogies  of  their  guests.  We 
would  forbear  to  indicate  exactly 
where  in  the  West  Country  a 
particular  Golden  Treasury  of 
Cockney  wit  and  sentiment  was 
to  be  found  this  Eastertide,  for 
fear  of  giving  a  bad  advertise- 
ment to  a  not  very  high-class  citixine 
and  somewhat  indifferent  Bleeping  ac- 
commodation ;  but  after  wading  through 
pages  in  which  the  virtues  of  "mine 
hostess"  were  painted  conlenr  dc  rose  it 
was  not  a  little  refreshing  to  come  across 
the  following  terse  comment,  which  we 
think  deserves  a  wider  publicity  : — 

"  Quoth  the  Haven  — " 

And  the  landlady,  who  apparently  is  not 
very  well  versed  in  American  literature, 
is  still  in  the  dark  as  to  its  meaning  and 
application. 

From  answers  to  a  Literature  paper: — 

"  Oongreve,  oC  the  school  of  immoral  drama, 
so  won  the  resjK'ftof  Dante  that  the  latter  came 
across  to  England  to  visit  him." 


C'oscKitxiXG  "TiiE  LITTLE  I-'BEXCU  MII.I.IM;;;." 

Kir  Peter  Tea:lf     .     .     .     Mis.  TKKK. 
Chat-lex  Xurjaee     .     .     .     Hit. 


iii  the  manners  of  the  time  ;  but  Miss 
SL'/AVXK  SIIEI.IXIN'S  .1/rx.  Candour  was 
a  delightfully  robust,  performance,  and 
her  own  spontaneous  humour  was  a 
very  attractive  enlargement  upon  SHEIII- 
DAN'S  wit. 

Mr.  THICK  as  .Sir  I'cter  was  admirable, 
more  especially  in  his  confidential  solilo- 
quies ;  and  Mr.  BASIL  GILL,  if  he  bore 
no  facial  resemblance  to  the  ideal  ./(>«'/>//, 
acted  with  greater  subtlety  than  one 
might  have  expected.  Mr.  LIONEL  Bitouni 
was  a  masterly  Mosc-i,  and  Mr.  HENRY 
NDVII.I.K  gave  the  right  measxire  of 
rotundity  to  his  interpretation  of  iS'ir 
Oliver.  Mr.  Eim'AHD  TKRIIY,  as  Crabtree, 
provided  what  I  suppose  was  a 
proper  relief  to  the  general 
atmosphere  of  refined  artifici- 
ality; and  Mr.  UEXUY  ESMOND, 
who  made  an  amusing  dandy, 
was,  I  am  glad  to  say,  less  restive 
than  usual.  Finally,  Miss  DACI- 
MAH  WIKIIE  looked  extremely 
pretty  in  the  rather  thankless 
part  of  Maria. 

Never  was  a  more  charming 
picture  than  the  minuet  in  the 
First  Act,  and,  indeed,  the  whole 
performance  was  delightful.  Pos- 
sibly the  stickler  for  pure 
comedy  might  cavil  just  a  little 
at  the  way  in  which  the  Screen 
Scene  was  allowed  to  drift  peri- 
lously near  to  farce. 

I  half  hope  that  this  revival 
will  do  something  to  restore  the 
vogue  of  soliloquy ;  not,  of 
course,  of  the  kind  employed  for 
the  chronicling  of  facts  or  as  a 
device  for  the  evasion  of  other 
and  superable  difficulties,  but 
the  permissible  sort,  in  which  the 
actors  take  the  audience  into 
their  confidence.  I  like  to  think 
that  they  recognise  that  I  am 
there  and  worth  talking  to. 

0.  S. 


straight  out  of  the  twentieth  century, 
and  might  have  been  mistaken  for  Mr. 
SEYMOUR  HICKS  an  nalurel,  with  a  touch 
of  Sir  CHAKLKS  WYNDHAM  thrown  in. 
Miss  MAI:IE  LOUR,  again,  whose  fresh 
young  beauty  does  not  in  the  least  lend 
itself  to  the  paint  and  powder  and 
[latches  of  the  period,  was  never  quite 


at  her  charming  ><^\.  even  n 
Trade's  earlier  and  more  playful  scenes, 
and  for  the  Third  Act  she  wanted 
experience.  I  venture  to  plead  with 
those  who  have  the  care  of  Miss  Louis's 
career  that  they  will  not  try  to  force  her 
(lower-like  gifts,  and  put  burdens  upon 
her  which  her  youth,  with  all  its  clever- 
ness and  adaptability,  is  unable  to  bear. 
Of  the  women,  Miss  ELLIS  .IEEERKYS,  as 
fstdy  t)werwcll,\\as  far  the  best  equipped 


A  New  Record. 

[Ko  more  costly  arrayed  bride  has 
ever  entered  the  church  (St.  1'aul's,  Knights- 
bridgej." — Daily  Chronicle.] 

How  curiously  impatient  of  delays 

Are  our  young  couples  in  these  hustling 


At, 


days ! 

least,   to    judge 

headings, 


from    journalistic 


They    start    their     married     life    with 
"  diamond  "  weddings. 


"There  will  be  no  Shakespeare  festival  at 
His  Majesty's  Theatre  owing  to  the  marked 
success  of  his  revival  of  'The  School  for 
Scandal,'  the  run  of  which  lie  does  not  care  to 
temporarily  break." 

This  paragraph  appears  all  by  itself 
in  The  Standard,  and  leaves  us  uncertain 
whether  "  he  "  refers  to  SHAKESWCAUE  or 
His  MAJESTY. 


Armi,  L'l,   1900.] 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON   CHARIVARI. 


883 


iMfl.  "I   S\T,   OLO   C'lUP.    DO   Vl't'  THINK   IT  *S  THE   PACE  OF  THE  TIIINQ  THAT   WORRIES   *EV  ?  ' 


TO  A  BISON. 

\_.\flrr  reading  a  recent  article  in  "  The  Times"  on  Iiin  fire  fcrrat  ion.] 

CiiKViTKK,  regards!     What  though  river  and  prairie 

Know  not  to-day  tbe  stampede  of  your  horde, 
SIT  IID|  the  maelstrom  of  heads  huge  and  hairy, 

Hear  not  the  thunder  of  hoof  upon  sward? 
What  though   tin-  plough   breaks  the  trails  where  your 
following 

Millions  once  surged  like  the  flow  of  the  tide, 
And  o'er  your  piclure.M(ue  places  of  wallowing 

Golden  as  sunrise  the  wheat  stretches  wide  'f 

For  there  's  romance  in  your  veriest  mention  ; 

(•amp-fires  at  nightfall  and  mountings  at  morn, 
Wigwam  and  war-path  ngain  claim  attention, 

Hair-breadth  escape*  from  your  perilous  horn  ! 
Yes,  when  wo  read  of  you,  boyhood  comes  back  again, 

(Shade  of  MAYNI:  Ri:u>  and  of  lUu  \NTYM,  too  !) 
And  we  're  repelling  a  Ked-skin  attack  again, 

Strewing  the  lawn  with  belligerent  Sioux  ! 

Or,  on  our  mustangs  (the  fire-breathing  devils) 

M.ully  we  gallop  with  never  a  pull, 
Clo.M-  with  your  mob  on  the  alkali  levels 

(Sometimes  the  garden),  and  drop  the  big  bull! 
Back  to  flu-  waggons  (the  tool -shed  or  rockery). 

Loose  in  the  saddle  to  breakfast  we  ride, 
Naught  of  contemptible  cruet  and  crockery 

Needs  the  proved  plainsman  when  pemmicim  's  fried  ! 

Will  you  once  more  iu  Saskatchewan's  regions 
Thrive,  as  we  hope,  just  as  hardy  and  tough 


As  when  the  red  man  of  old  saw  your  legions 
Blacken  the  plains  from  some  prominent  bluff? 

Will  the  bronzed  cow-puncher  hear,  when  the  twittering 
Quail  greet  the  morning,  your  truculent  moo 

Boom  down  the  canon  where  snow-peaks  are  glittering, 
Soaring  aloft  to  the  fathomless  blue  ? 

Only  your  Totem  can  tell ;  so  at  present 

Just  let  us  wish  you  the  peace  of  the  hills, 
Salt-lick  and  wallow,  and  pasturage  pleasant, 

Safe  from  the  bullets  of  "  Buffalo  Bills  "  ; 
Few,  half  domestic— the  blood's  not  degenerate— 

Ix>ng  may  you  rule  your  park-ranges  at  ease. 
And  here  'a  regards  to  you,  creature,  at  any  rate, 

Since  your  mere  mention  brings  dreams  such  as  these ! 


From  the  Supplement  to  Tlic  SeftoolwufreM  \ve  extract 
the  following  questions  set  by  the  Board  of  Education  in  an 
English  language  Paper  in  the  Preliminary  Examination  for 
the  certificate : 

"A  traveller  in  Africa  saw  two  animals  wliicli  lie  toot  to  be  young 
lions  running  towards  him.     His  negro  servants  ran  away  in   fright, 
while  he  shot  1>  >th  tlie  animals— a  feat  with  which    he   was   > 
Immediately  afterwards,  however,  a  white  man  came  out  of  tli 
Inuring  wood  and  remonstrated  with  him.  explaining  that  the  animals 
were  not  lions  lint  dogs  brought  at  great  expense  from  Kngland.     The 
traveller  was  much  abashed  and  apologised  for  his  mistake. 

Tell  the  above  story  again  in  your  own  word-  H  M  t>  m.ike  it  an 
vivid  and  interest  ing 'as  you  can'.  Hake  the  two  men  talk  to  each 
other." 

We  sincerely  trust  that  no  young  girl  among  the  candidates 
was  capable' of  so  much  as  imagining  the  probable  language 
of  the  owner  of  the  dogs. 
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THE    STANDING    GRIEVANCE. 

I  HAVE  heard  the  question  discussed 
From  every  eide — including  the  inside 
and  outside.  Perhaps  this  is  why  I 
have  never'  been  able  to  make  up  my 
mind.  My  wife  is  a  Suffragette.  My 
wife's  mother  is  a  Suffragist.  My  mother 
is  an  Anti-Suffragette.  My  sister — who 
considers  that  the  proper  moment  lias 
not  yet  arrived— might  best  be  described 
as  an  Anti-Suffrage- As- Yet.  The  views 
of  my  daughter  are  totally  incapable  of 
description,  though  she  is  perhaps  the 
most  earnest  of  them  all. 

"  Why  don't  you  consider  women  as 
they  are,  and  not  as  you  think  they 
miyht  be  if  they  became  different  to 
what  they  are,"  said  my  wife. 

"Because,"!  replied,  "you  want  to 
become  different  to  what  you  are,  and  if 
you  did  become  different  it  would  be 
foolish,  to  consider  you  as  you  were 
before  you  did." 

"What  I  mean,"  she  eaid,  "is  this. 
Take  the  general  conduct  of  women 
through  any  series  of  cvery-day  events, 
and,  if  that  conduct  is  satisfactory, 
apply  it  to  events  on  a  larger  scale  in 
the  government  of  nations." 

This  struck  me  as  being  reasonable, 
and  I  ruled  two  columns  in  my  note- 
book and  headed  them  "  Pros "  and 
"Cons.''1  respectively.  As  I  raced  down 
the  hill  to  catch  my  "  Circle  "  train  to 
the  City  it  struck  me  that  I  would  put 
the  idea  into  practice  on  my  journey. 

I  reached  the  booking-office  in  a 
dancing  hurry.  There  were  exactly 
twenty  seconds  before  my  train  was  due 
in.  The  lady  in  situ,  waited  till  she 
had  received  her  ticket,  and  then  com- 
menced the  necessary  sequence  of  events 
that  leads  to  the  production  of  a  purse. 

A  statesman  should  always  be  pre- 
pared— even  for  an  emergency.  The 
expected  appearance  of  a  rail  way- ticket 
on  the  slab  could  not  truth  fully  be  called 
an  emergency,  so  I  entered  a  mark  in  the 
"Cons."  column. 

My  heart  smote  me  as  I  watched  her 
take  her  purse  out  of  her  reticule  and 
open  the  inmost  com  part  ment.  She  was 
really  rather  pretty.  I  entered  a  mark 
on  the  "Pro"  side,  because  carefulness 
about  money  is  an  excellent  quality  in 
people  who  prepare  the  Budget. 

Having  looked  inside  the  purse  slie 
inquired  tlifi  price  of  the  ticket.  The 
answer  to  this  question  necessitated  the 
return  of  the  purse  to  the  reticule  and  a 
search  for  a  pocket  in  an  underskirt. 
After  a  short  but  determined  struggl 
she  produced  a  second  purse,  which 
proved  equal  to  the  financial  strain. 
While  the  clerk  was  counting  out  her 
change  I  entered  a  second  mark  in  the 
"  Cons."  column.  I  don't  know  in 
what  category  this  mark  should  be 
placed,  but  I  heard  my  train  in  the 


listance  and  moistened  the  tip  of   my 
pencil  before  I  wrote  with  it. 

Having  obtained  my  ticket  I  made  a 
dash  for  the  barrier,  and  was  again  held 
ip  while  she  made  careful  inquiries  as 
to  her  destination.  While  the  ticket 
collector  was  informing  her  for  the 
ihird  time  that  any  train  going  to  the 
left  would  take  her  to  the  Mansion 
[louse,  1  made  a  second  entry  on  the 
Credit  side.  This  was  rather  noble  of 
me,  but  I  felt  she  deserved  one  for  such 
a  display  of  caution.  Excellent  quality 
in  a  young  Minister  of  State. 

The  five  additional  points  which  I  then 
entered  on  the  Debit  side  I  afterwards 
crossed  out.  I  felt  that  my  personal 
feelings  should  not  enter  into  the  matter, 
and,  after  all,  trains  are  very  frequent  on 
that  line.  I  spent  the  time  in  drawing 
a  more  elaborate  scheme  of  marks  and 
remarks.  This  is  how  it  runs  : — 

Pros.  Cons. 

Brought  forward    2       '2 
On  her  asking  me  if  tlic  nc.it 
train  was  right  /or  the  Mansion 
House. 

This    showed    a    healthy 
mistrust  for  officialdom  and 
a  pleasing  repetition  of  her 
caution. 
On  her  asking  a  porter  the  same 
mn  directly  afterward-*. 
(I  haven't  invented  this — • 
there   really  was  a  porter.) 
Over-caution — bad.  1 

On  her  ashing  the  conductor  of 
the  train  the  same  question. 

Persistency.  1 

On.    her    entering    a    smoking 
compartment  In  frantic  Jiastc. 
Lack  of  perception. 
Lack  of  presence  of  mind.  1 

On  her  attempting  to   leave  it 
after  the  train  liad  started. 

\Villingness  to  acknow- 
ledge errors.  1 
On  tlic  conductor  calling,  "  All 
change!"  ashing  him  twice  if 
she  changed  there  for  the  Man- 
sion House. 

Useful  heckling  gift  for 
member  of  Opposition. 

(This    occurred   at   South 

Kensington   on   one   of   the 

surviving  semi-circle  1  rains.) 

On  her  ashing  me  if  tlic  next 

I  re  ni  iras  rigJit  for  the  Mansion 

House. 

Power  of  reposing  confi- 
dence in  the  right  person. 
Useful  gift  for  First  Jxn-d  of 
the  Admiralty.  3 

On   ha-  (i«l;inij    the    conductor 
the  same  question, 

Tactlessness.  3 

Onherenteringcrowded$moT(lng 
compartment  in  frantic  haute. 

Lack  of  perception.  2 

Lack  of  presence  of  mind.  2 


Brought  forward  ]  3     12 
On  lier  attempting   to    If  ace  it 
'jtcr  the  train  liad  started. 

Lack  of   ability  to  profit 
by  experience. 

On  her  thanking  me  renj  much 
for  my  xi'af. 

Politeness.        Excellent 
quality  for  Leader  of  Oppo- 
sition. 2 
On   lier   retaining   the   seat  at 
S/OK tie  Square  i n stea d  of  seek i»ij 
:i  non-smoking  compartment. 

do.     do.    Victoria.  2 

do.     do.     St.  James's  Park.         4 
do.     do.     Westminster, 
do.     do.     Charing  Cross.  1C 

do.     do.     Temple.  32 

do.     do.     Black  friars.  100 


15    178 

It  was  my  last  entry — about  a  Member 
retaining  a  seat  while  another  person 
was  standing  for  it — that  made  my  wife 
think  I  hadn't  treated  the  matter 
seriously.  She  said  that  only  a  woinan 
could  apply  the  test  with  absolute 
impartiality.  I  am  inclined,  as  they 
never  give  up  their  seats  to  other  women, 
to  agree  with  her. 


NARROW    ESCAPES. 

IT  appears  from  his  recently  published 
biography  that  Mr.  BRAXSDY  WILLIAMS. 
the  well-known  music-hall  artist,  was 
originally  intended  by  his  parents  to 
become  a  missionary. 

It  would  be  a  great  mistake,  however, 
to  suppose  that  this  is  an  •  isolated 
case  of  the  abandonment  of  one  career 
for  another  of  a  diametrically  opposed 
character.  As  a  matter  of  fact  the 
annals  of  contemporary  life  teem  with 
analogous  cases  of  conversion. 

Mr.  RUFUS  ISAACS  not  only  wished  to 
become  a  sailor,  but  actually  went  to 
sea  before  the  jury  mast.  He  was 
eventually  called  to  the  harbour  bar, 
with  results  that  are  familiar  to  all  our 
readers. 

The  late  Sir  HENRY  IRVINE  as  a  boy 
cherished  the  ambition  of  being  ;an 
engine-driver.  Jfe  ultimately  adopted 
the  career  of  an  actor,  but  found  conso- 
lation for  the  change  in  a  close  friend- 
ship with  his  faithful  STOKER. 

The  parents  of  Mr.  ALFRED  AUSTIN 
were  bent  on  his  entering  the  political 
arena,  and  confidently  looked  forward  to 
his  one  day  becoming  Prime  Minister. 
"After  all,"  as  the  Bard  wittily  puts  it, 
"  1  only  missed  it  by  one  letter.  Instead 
of  being  P.M.,  I  am  P.L." 

Mr.  NORMAH  McKiXNKL  justified  his 
Christian  name  in  early  youth  by  his 
first-rate  fighting  qualities,  and  had 
already  challenged  FITZSIMMONS  when 
the  success  of  "Pompadour  Jim"  on  the 


AruiL  LM,  1909.] 


PUNCH,   OR  THE  LONDON   CHARIVARI. 


287 


boards  induced  him  to  abandon  pugilism 
for  histrionics.  But  to  this  day  lie 
prefers  iv  strong,  repellent,  aggressive 
part  to  one  of  a  pacifist  character. 

Mi-.  MAMMA  Con  is  was  within  an  ace 
of  becoming  an  archbishop  —  if  he.  had 
adhered  to  his  original  intention  of 
entering  the  Church.  Hut  on  its  being 
pointed  out  to  him  that  his  name  would 
In-  worth  a  fortune  in  musical  comedy, 
to  Fay  nothing  of  his  golden  voice  and 
priceless  deportment,  he  reconsidered 
his  verdict.  Yet  to  this  day  his  ascetic 
features  and  rapt  gaze  often  cause  him 
to  be  mistaken  for  an  archdeacon. 

FRANCHISE  FETTLEMENTS. 

Tin:  "  Woman's  FreedomLcague  Fancy- 
Fair  "  has  offered  a  prize  for  the  best 
Suffragette  blouse  for  practical  wear, 
and  Mi-.  I'mii-lt's  modiste1  has  entered  the 
competition  with  the  following  design 
for  a  complete  costume:  — 

Beehive  hat  in  purple  green  and 
white  straw,  with  long  plume  standing 
erect  in  Iron)  to  tickle  the  constable's 
cheeks  and  reduce  him  to  a  state  of 
hysterical  collapse.  Sterner  measures 
indicated  by  1  -1-inch  hat-pins,  which 
are  also  specially  designed  to  keep  the 
headgear  straight  in  the  subsequent 
Q-and-tumble,  and  ensure  a  more 
dignilied  snapshot  of  the  "  Cause  in 
Action"  for  the  various  Press  cameras. 

Blouse  made  of  specially  prepared 
oiled  silk  guaranteed  to  slip  through 
the  arms  of  the  law.  (  'uffs  and  revers 
daintily  edged  with  barbed  wire  in  the 
latest  shades,  waistband  and  shoulder- 
straps  to  match.  All  fastenings  made 
doubly  secure  by  pins,  the  points  un- 
covered to  taste.  'The  blouse  should  be 
made  without  a  yoke,  which  must  not 
be  worn  under  any  circumstances. 

Skirt  of  stout  grey  gaberdine,  war- 
ranted not  to  tear  or  catch  on  the  tops 
of  iron  palings  round  public  men's 
front  gardens  and  statues.  This  gar- 
ment. which  is  close  and  clinging,  is 
provided  with  a  patch  pocket  large 
enough  to  hold  megaphone  and  dog- 
whip. 

Chiffon  boa  two  yards  long,  conceal- 
ing along  its  length  a  slender  steel 
chain  with  padlock  attached. 

l-'i  MI  wear,  stout  nature-form  shoes  with 
broad  welts  and  spiked  soles. 

Hose,  blue. 


Tlif  Birmingham   ])<iili/  7'o*-/  repoits 
the  refloating,  at  Port  Said,  of  a  damaged 

steamer  belonging  to  the  "  Societa  \Vne 
/iana  ^-iVi  di  Xavigazione  a  Vapore.'' 
"  What  news  on  the  l!i  Alto  ?  " 


Our  Pampered  Poultry. 

"Convertible  Carnage,  for   one  to   lay  ami 

one  to  --it." 

-•li/rt.  ui  "N/,,-;'rVU  Daily  InJi'ivnilfiil." 


"  I/MIR     IIF.RK.    MvnKL,   IF    TOU    SAT    ANOTHER    WORD    ABOUT    MxrCRKGOu'S   FEET   I   SHAN'T   TLAY 
WITH    VOC    ANY    llilllK." 

"Al.I.    KIcaiT,     DARLISO.       I'LL    ONLY     MAKE    THE    SERVANT    SAT,    '  Do    TOC    WAST    TOC*    BOOTS 

C!.K*NI-:l>,    Sill?" 


According  to  The  .l 
<'ln-i»ii<-lc  the  Bishop  of  Manchester  has 
made  the  suggestion  that  "  all  purveyors 
of  injurious  and  immoral  literature 
should  be  shut  up  in  a  library  of  whole- 
some literature  till  they  were  repentant." 
Surely  the  liigkt.  Rev.  Prelate  exag 
gerates  the  painfulness  of  this  form  of 
purgatory. 

From  Tin'  S/K>rf*m<w'*  notice  of  the 
Harrow  Sports: — 

"  Quarter-mile   (big),   G.    F.    lioyle,   4    min. 
57J  s-cs." 

It  seems  to  have  been   quite  a  "big" 
quarter-mile. 


Hunting  Notes. 

Run*  iritli  the  Rabbit  Hound*. 
From  a  catalogue  :  — 

"Bay   m.i m,   1">-1.  sonml.     Only  reason  for 

selling,  elusi?  of  rabbit  s> 


Military  Tactics. 

From  a  speech  at  a  meeting  of  Postal 
Clerks:  — 

"  Having  once  raised  tlie  siege  they  were  not 
going  to  give  up  until  it  had  fallen." 

"Italian  is  the  easiest  language  in  which  Ui 
sing,  lieeanse  it  contains  tlie  fewest  vowels  and 
,.oiis,.iiants."-  S.-i-iVi/ii-r'd  Magazine. 

Diphthongs  are  its  only  other  weak  point. 
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OUR    BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By  Mr.  Punch's  Staff  of  Learned  Clerks.) 

TIIEHE  is  something  rather  melodramatic  about  the  condi- 
tions of  the  agreement  between  the  two  rivals  which  gives 
its  name  to  Mr.  RIDGWEI.L  Cru.uM's  novel,  The  Compact 
(CHAPMAN  AND  HALL),  but  it  is  difficult  to  conceive  anything 
too  melodramatic  for  the  country  and  the  time  in  which  the 
story  is  placed.  As  Mr.  Cn.i.i  M  suggests  in  a  useful  "  Intro- 
duction," recent  events  in  South  Africa  have  largely  obscured 
our  recollection  of  those  which  preceded  them,  and  it  is 
scarcely  realised  that  during  the  years  following  Majuba  the 
land  was  a  paradise  for  freebooters.  He  reproduces  this 
atmosphere  of  lawlessness,  with  cross  wind-currents  of 


it.  The  B.ironess  has  a  friendly  way  with  her,  the  sort  of 
uay  that  Tu  \ckKKAY  had,  and  TuoLUH'E  and  our  own  beloved 
l>i  MMKIKI:.  If  she  wants  to  make  you  love  her  characters 
she  manages  to  do  it.  They  are  all  real  people,  and  they 
talk  and  act  as  such.  Still,  Tommy  Kingsmead  having  in 
Chapter  I.  started  to  walk  from  the  station  and  not  having 
met  with  or  been  overtaken  by  any  vehicle  on  his  way,  ought 
not  to  have  been  allowed  to  arrive  at  the  courtyard  in  a  cart 
in  Chapter  II.  _ 


If  you  have  seen  that  play  of  newspaper  life,  The  Eartli, 
at  the  Kingsway,  then  you  had  better  read  Mr.  OI.IVEK  ONIONS' 
story  of  newspaper  life.  Little  Devil  Doubt  (MumtAY)  ;  the 
novel,  at  any  rate,  carries  conviction  in  every  detail.  Mr. 
ONIONS  does  not  introduce  us  to  the  daily  with  the  circulation 


political  scheming— BISM  \HCK  and  CECIL  RHODES,  GLADSTONE,  '  of  two  millions,  but  to  the  companion  magazines  which  thrive 
Lord  I>KHBY,  and  W.  E.  FOHSTER  all  7 '  °"  its  powers  of  advertisement";  to 

contributing;  and  this  makes  his     __ -,     S™»H^W,TheWWwn 


rmg 

book  so  exceptionally  readable  that 
I  am  quite  willing  to  accept  the 
stagy  situations  which  are  intro- 
duced to  round  up  the  facts  for 
popular  consumption. 

A  purty  tale  for  sartin  sure 

Have  EDEN  PmixroTTS  took  and 

writ 
Along  o'  they  on  Dartymoor, 

And  HUTCHINSON  be  zelliu'  it. 
Called  The  Three  Brothers,  zo  it  be, 

For  such  it 's  most  of  it  about, 
But  crowds  o'  volk  besides  them 
three 

Keeps  poppin'  in  and  peerin'out. 

He  've  done  en  all  zo  large  as  day  ; 
Not  mommets  made  o'  bits  an' 

scraps 

After  the  hookem-siiivey  way 
Of  some  o'   these  here  writin 

chaps, 

But  human  bein's,  gay  and  glum, 
rioddin'  and  nighty,  false  and 

true — 

Some  as  I  'd  kick  at  sight,  and  some 
I  'd  stand  a  pint  o'  liquor  to. 


I've  lost  my 

Ototo 

Self  Filling    Pen! 


AN  UNFORTUNATE  COINCIDENCE. 


Tommy  Kingnnead,  Earl  of  thai 
ilk,  has  been  compelled  by  poverty 
to  sell  Kingsmead,  the  home  of 
his  fathers,  to  old  Bdth-Tub  Lansing,  manufacturer.  .1/r. 
hniximi  is  rich,  for  there  is  something  about  his  bath-tubs 
which  makes  them  indispensable  to  every  properly  regu- 
lated household.  He  is  a  kind,  unassuming,  uneducated 
old  gentleman  with  a  kind  old  wife  to  match  him,  and  he  has 
an  Oxford  sou,  handsome  as  Apollo  and  a  friend  of  Tommy 
K'nu/amcad.  Also  he  has  a  daughter  Inez,  less  agreeahle, 
because  she  is  more  of  a  snob  than  her  parents  or  her  Greek 
god  of  a  brother.  Tummy,  being  a  good  little  chap,  comes  to 
stay  with  this  family  in  his  own  ancestral  mansion  in  order 
to  give  them  a  lift  with  the  stiff  idiots  who  compose  society 
round  about  Kingsmead.  This  is  the  basis  of  the  story 
which  the  Baroness  vox  HUTTKX  tells  in  Kingxmend  (Urn  KIN- 
SON).  In  an  amusing  preface  she  apologises  for  various 
chronological  inconsistencies  which  may  trouble  those  who 
have  read  her  earlier  work  and  who  now  read  this  book 
Some  of  her  characters  will  be  found  to  have  grown  up 
too  soon  in  Kingnnead,  particularly  /'«»i.,  whom  we  all 
ivmember.  Well,  I  own  I  don't  mind  much,  for  I  thoroughly 
enjoyed  the  reading  of  her  new  book,  and  I  heartily  recommend 


Chiyiltcs,  Match  Trick  «,  and  the 
rest  of  them.  Sunny  Sundays  did 
iot  really  begin  to  pay  until  the 
;ditor  hit  upon  the  brilliant  idea 
>f  including  each  week  a  scan- 
dalous article  from  some  other 
paper  and  commenting  sorrowfully 
upon  its  more  lurid  improprieties 
— under  the  heading  "Groans  from 
Gomorrah."  Readers  of  The  7>'<>//x' 
Billion  were  invited  to  become 
members  of  the  United  Band  of 
Billionaires,  which  involved  prac- 
tising the  Band's  grip,  wearing 
the  Band's  badge,  using  the  Band's 
dumb-bell, and  devoting  one  even- 
ing a  week  to  making  The  Billion 
better  known.  Though  many 
joined,  it  was  believed  that  the 
editor  was  the  only  man  who  in- 
variably saluted  his  friends  with 
the  Hi  lit  on  grip.  "  Cliiyil;es  and 
Match  Tricks  were  edited  by  an 
Imperialist  called  Israels."  For 
further  information  about  these 
and  other  allied  papers,  I  must 
refer  you  to  Little  Devil  Doubt. 
Mr.  ONIONS  has  written  his  best 
book  so  far ;  a  delightful  story, 
told  with  a  reticent  humour  and 
feeling  for  character  which  make 
it  excellent  reading. 


When  a  gentleman  sues  for  a  lady's  hand,  it  is  not  usual, 
believe,  for  him  to  inform  his  beloved  that,  though  he 
adores  her,  he  rather  prefers  the  society  of  a  male  friend. 
Nor  is  it  usual,  I  fancy,  for  the  lady  to  accept  him  on  such 
terms  ;  or  to  answer,  like  the  heroine  in  Mr.  JOHN  BAIIXETT'S 
new  novel,  Geoffrey  Cheriton  (Siimi,  ELPEII),  "  I  used  to  fancy 
that  the  second  place  was  impossible  to  me.  But  it  isn't — 
it  isn't !  I  'm  really  very  proud  to  take  it."  However 
that  may  be,  if  the  heroine  does  not  mind  playing  second 
fiddle,  I  see  no  particular  cause  for  the  reader  to  cavil  at 
the  improbability  of  an  uncommonly  well-written  novel. 
The  best  of  the  book  is  the  everyday  life  in  a  City  office, 
with  all  its  petty  meannesses,  its  jealousies,  rivalries, 


and   hopeless   outlook : 
note.       For    the    rest, 


that  at   least   rings  true   in   every 
the    gentleman     whose    friendship 

ranked  higher  than  the  love  of  the  lady  does  not  move 
me.  He  is  a  kind  of  inferior  Ste&rforth,  and  of  such  persons 
one  may  easily  have  more  than  enough,  in  real  life  and  iri 
fiction. 
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much    satisfaction   to   those   concerned 
and  full  advantage  is  being  taken  of  it. 


*  * 


CHARIVARIA. 

THE  recent  undoubted  improvement  t 

in  the  quality  of  the  British  Army  is  i  In  connection  with  the  movement  in 
now  explained.  There  are,  it  is  said,  j  favour  of  holding  special  Sunday 
twenty-two  German  privates  in  our ,  Services  for  Sportsmen  there  will,  we 
Land  Forces.  It  is  wonderful  what  a  hear,  shortly  be  issued  a  list  of  revised 
little  stiffening  like  that  Trill  do.  expressions  to  be  used  by  golfers  on 

%*  the   Sabbath,   such  as   "  There  now!" 

Mr.  ASQUITH,  in  his  Glasgow  speech,  "Bother!"  "Tut!  "and  "  Dear  me!"— 
referred  to  "  those  who  framed  the  Navy  ( the  last-mentioned   words   to    be   used 
Estimates."      We    are    astonished     to  only   in  bad   crises,  and  great  care  to 
bear  that  anyone  thought  them  worth  be  taken  over  their  enunciation, 
[raining. 

Mr.  MAURICE  HEWLETT,  in 
a  letter  read  at  a  Liberal 
meeting,  condemned  "  the 
monstrous  war  scare."  Little 
Novels  of  Italy  may  yet  be 
followed  by  Novels  of  Little 


V 

Now  that  the  beatification 
of  JOAN  OF  Auo  is  complete 
it  has  been  suggested  that 
she  shall  lie  known  in  future 
as  L'Are  en  eiel. 

V 

Mr.  JIM  PATTEN,  the 
Chicago  wheat  gambler,  has 
been  obliged  to  engage  a 
bodyguard,  as  so  many 
persons  have  threatened  to 
step  on  his  corns. 

V 

We  have  long  suspected 
it ;  now  we  are  sure  of  it. 
The  Daily  ChronicU  has  a 
humourist  on  its  staff.  The 
result  of  the  Mast  Edin- 
burgh Kleotion,  when  the 
Lilieral  vote  was  reduced  by 
3,710,  was  announced  in  a 
headline  as : — 

TRIUMPH  OF  FREE  TRADE 
CANDIDATE. 

V 

Bathing  dresses,  we  are 
told,  are  now  being  made 
from  blotting-paper.  The 
advantage  of  such  costumes 
consists,  we  understand,  in 
the  fact  that,  as  soon  as  yon 
get  out  of  your  depth,  the 
blotting-paper  sucks  up  the  water. 

It  is  rumoured  that  a  startling 
development  of  the  idea  of  presenting 
SHAKSPEAKE'S  plays  without  scenery 
may  be  expected  shortly.  A  number  of 
our  leading  Classical  Dancers  are  said  to 
be  considering  the  production  of  As 
Yon  Like  It  without  costumes. 

V 

"Great  actors  and,  for  the  matter  of 
that,  great  actresses,"  said  Mr.  DAVID 
BELASOO,  the  other  day,  "  may  be  plain 
in  looks."  We  understand  that  this  per- 
mission of  the  great  playwright  has  given 


"MEET  ME  AT  4.15  UNDER  THE  CLOCK." 


MB.  SMYTHE-DAUBENY  HOPES  TO  SECURE  THE  COVETED  HONOUB  or 
EXHIBITING  "TOE  PICTURE  OF  THK  TEAR."  To  TBIS  END  HE  IU3  INTRODUCED 
A  REAL  WORKING  CLOCK  INTO  BIS  LARGE  PAINTISO,  "  BY  TUB  ASOES  OF  OUR 
FATHERS." 


Kensington  Gardens  are  to  have  a 
rain-shelter,  the  use  of  which  will  be 
restricted  to  children.  Adults  who  fre- 
quent the  Gardens  will  do  well  to  carry 
a  small  pinafore  and  a  sun-bonnet,  which 
can  be  hastily  donned  in  the  event  of  a 
shower. 

V 

At  a  vestry  meeting  at  Brushford, 
Somerset,  the  churchwardens  were  autho- 
rised to  remonstrate  with  a  parishioner 

,  who  had  made  it  a  practice  to  walk  out 
of  church  just  before  the  rector  began 
his  sermon.  We  trust  that  such  acts  of 

!  cowardice  among  worshippers  are  rare. 


Tlie  Express  gives  us  particulars  of  a 
"  strange  monster  "  which  has  been  seen 
haunting  the  shores  of  lonely  lochs  in 
the  Isle  of  Harris.  It  is  described  aj 
having  short  and  thick  legs,  a  square 
and  somewhat  long  head,  and  pendul  ins 
ears.  This  looks  rather  as  if  a  British 
Dachshund  has  been  evolved  at  last. 

V 

Mr.  WINSTON  CHURCHILL  has  introduced 
a  Bill  to  prohibit  gambling  on  loss  by 
maritime  perils.  The  pity  is  that  ho 
should  not  be  in  favour  of  minimising 
our  maritime  perils  by  the 
development  of  a  strong 

Navy. 

*  * 

"Artist  with  airbrush  de- 
sires commissions,"  says  p>i 
advertisement.  Here,  surrly 
is  the  man  to  paint  Mr. 
WILBUR  WEIGHT'S  portrait  ? 

V 

It  is  not,  wo  believe,  gene- 
rally known  that  the  Poet 
Laureate  is  an  expert  skater. 
Such,  however,  is  the  fact, 
and  wo  understand  that  his 
next  volume  will  contain  the 
following  words  by  way  of 
preface: — "This  is  my  new 
book  of  poems,  but  I  skate 
very  nicely." 

* 

The  recent  imposing  pro- 
cession of  Suffragettes 
through  the  heart  of  London 
is  bearing  fruit.  For  ex- 
ample, Feathered  Life  is  not 
an  organ  which  in  the  past 
lias  distinguished  itself  by 
its  championship  of  the  fair 
sex,  but  in  its  current 
number  it  acknowledges 
handsomely  that  "  women 
possess  many  characteristics 
that  fit  them  remarkably 
well  for  looking  after 
poultry." 

From  an  account  of  a 
cricket  match  in  77ie  Tsiccs- 
ter  Daily  Mercury : 

"Victor    2nd:    E.    Carter    b 
Moseley  7,  F.  Wildman  b  sup- 
porting the  Government  and  the  Opposition." 

If  you   try   that    double   game  you're 
bound  to  be  bowled  out  before  long. 

"However,  duties  must  be  attended  to.  and 
with  a  School  Board  election  before  us  it  lic- 
hovcs  oven-  well-intended  Alythpnian  to  havo 
his  lambs  trimmed  and  his  loins  girded."- 
The  Myth  Guardian. 

"  Lambs"  would  appear  to  be  Aly  thonian 
for  "  mutton  chop  whiskers." 


More  Commercial  Candour. 

'•  \\"ANTEI>  :  Customers  for  our  deadly  cheap 
Gramaphone." — Madras  Mail. 


VOL.  cxxxn. 
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THE    DETACHMENT    OF    PRENDERBY. 

THE  NAVY  QUESTION  AGAIN. 

"  WELL,"  I  said — for  I  had  made  my  peace  with  Prenderby 
you  're  to  have  your  eight  Dreadnoughts  after  all." 
Who  told  you  so?  "  he  asked. 

A  little  bird  put  it  into  a  paper  the  other  Sunday,"  I  said. 
1  like  to  hear  these  things  direct  from  headquarters," 
said  Prenderby,  "and  I  hear  nothing.  AsQrim  may  be 
wanting  to  save  his  own  face  ;  but  in  the  meantime  what 
about  the  speaking  countenance  of  your  little  bird  ?  From  the 
PiiEsiiEu'slast  Scotch  speech  I  gathered  that  he  thought  it  wilful 
waste  to  build  more  Dreadnoughts  when  you  never  could  tell 
but  what  at  any  moment  somebody  might  invent  a  Dread- 
nothinj-not-evena-Dreadnoufjht,  and  leave  us  choked  up  with 
a  lot  of  hulks  only  fit  for  scrapping." 

"But,"  I  protested,  "wasn't  something  of  the  same  kind 
said  at  Cardiff  by  Lord  ROSEBEIIY?  and  you  wouldn't  call  him 
a  Little-fleeter.  He  told  us  that  before  he  joined  the  popular 
clamour  for  more  ships  he  would  want  to  know  what  was 
going  on  in  the  brooding  brain  of  our  Naval  Constructor." 

"  I  waa  there  myself,"  said  Prenderby ;  "  and  I  make 
allowances  for  his  lordship.  He  had  to  talk  from  a  landing 
half-way  up  a  staircase,  and  this  was  uncomfortable.  Besides, 
he  was  speaking  in  praise  of  a  great  pnst-master  of  the 
art  of  Naval  Construction,  and  one  of  his  successors,  Sir 
PHILIP  WATTS,  was  present  to  do  honour  to  the  memory  of  his 
old  teacher.  '  I  have  never  yet,  in  a  long  acquaintance, 
dissected  Sir  PHILIP'S  brooding  brain,  but  I  am  certain  of  one 
thing  that  is  always  going  on  inside  it.  I  know  that  he 
knows  that  in  every  ship  he  turns  out  there  is  the  seed  of 
obsolescence.  Being  an  honest  man,  he  doesn't  plant  it  there 
on  purpose  ;  but  nil  the  same  his  occupation  would  be  gone 
without  it.  Even  if,  in  a  moment  of  pardonable  pride,  he  so 
far  forgot  himself  as  to  address  the  latest  of  his  monstrous 
inventions  as  follows  : — '  0  Insuperable,  live  for  ever ! '  it 
would  be  his  business  to  start  brooding  again  at  once  wiih 
the  idea  of  making  it  obsolete  as  soon  as  might  be." 

"But  supposing,"  I  suggested,  "that  ho  already  sees  his 
way,  by  brooding  for  another  paltry  eighteen  months  or  so, 
to  invent  a  type  that  will  reduce  all  previous  types  to  the 
relative  fighting  capacity  of  a  trim-built  wherry,  would  you 
have  the  Government  goon  building  four  extra  Dreadnoughts, 
well  knowing  that  they  would  be  obsolete  by  1914?  " 

"Oblige  me,"  said  Prenderby,  "  by  confining  your  atten- 
tion to  the  year  1912.  We  are  strong  enough  to-day  (as  the 
Radicals  assure  us),  and  we  might,  if  certain  things  happened 
and  other  things  didn't,  be  strong  enough  in  1914  ;  but 
kindly  fix  your  brooding  eye  on  the  danger  /one  of  1912. 
If  in  that  year  we  are  beaten  by  Germany ' 

"  Would  it  not,"  I  interrupted,  "  be  more  discreet  to  speak 
of  the  forces  of  '  The  Empress  of  the  North,'  as  in  An 
Englishman's  Home  ?  " 

"  Never  allude  to  that  play  again  in  my  presence,  if  you 
please,"  said  Prenderby.  "  The  lack  of  decency  and 
patriotism  shown  by  those  responsible  for  the  exposure  of 
our  soiled  linen  on  a  Berlin  stage,  fills  mo  with  unspeakable 
shame  and  disgust.  But  to  resume.  If  in  1912  we  are 
beaten  by  Germany  (and  please  don't  call  me  a  coward 
because  I  happen  to  have  a  little  imagination)  will  you 
derive  any  solace  from  the  reflection  that  both  sides  were 
fighting  with  obsolete  ships,  and  that  we  failed  because, 
in  our  wisdom  and  foresight,  we  refused  to  build  enough  of 
them  ?  " 

"But  the  Government,"  I  urged,  "are  building  one 
quartet ;  it  is  only  the  other  quartet  that  they  are  doubtful 
about." 

"But  why  build  any  at  all,  if  their  probable  obsolescence 
is  the  objection  ?  And  how  should  the  second  four  be  more 
tainted  in  this  respect  than  the  first  ?  " 


"  Can't  you  understand,"  I  said  rather  petulantly,  "  that  it 
is  waste  of  good  money  to  build  superfluous  Dreadnoughts 
when  the  Government  have  got  wind  of  something  better 
that  will  revolutionise  naval  warfare  in  1914  ?  " 

"That,"  said  Prenderby  bitterly,  "should  make  a  noble 
spectacle  for  our  invaders  in  1912.  Fifty  pfennigs  entrance 
to  see  the  British  Super-Dreadnought  (1914  jxittcrii)  on  the 
stocks.  By  the  way,  I  rath:  r  wonder  that  some  of  those  Radical 
papers  which  have  been  sniffing  at  the  nation's  '  cowardice  ' 
in  the  present  Navy  '  scare '  should  tolerate  this  idea  of 
designing  a  Super-Dreadnought.  Does  it  not  argue  panic? 
Is  it  quite  consonant  with  the  spirit  of  Nelson's  day  that 
they  should  cravenly  desire  to  be.-t  the  enemy's  ships  in 
the  matter  of  quality,  if  not  of  quantity?  " 

"I  take  it,"  I  said,  "that  you  persist  in  your  unreason; 
that  you  go  one  better  than  Wordsworth's  stubborn  little 
maid  in  '  We  are  Seven  '  ?  " 

"  I  am  for  the  wtole  eight  unconditionally,  if  that  is  what 
your  humour  means.  I  should  think  very  little  of  the 
captain  of  a  Varsity  boat  if,  on  the  day  of  the  race,  he  were  to 
say,  '  We  shall  start  with  four  men,  anyhow  ;  and  pick  up 
the  other  four  at  Hammersmith,  if  we  find  that  ice 
want  'cHi." 

"You  remind  me,"  I  said,  "of  the  Westminster  cartoon 

the  'Unionist  parrot'  that  keeps  on  screaming  'Dread- 
noughts! ' ' 

"I  am  no  Unionist,"  said  Prenderby,  always  irritated  by  any 
suggestion  that  his  views  have  a  party  bias ;  "  and,  besides, 
the  Unionists  haven't  got  a  parrot  of  their  own,  unless  they 
have  taken  over  the  only  established  parrot,  the  one  belonging 
to  the  other  side — I  mean  the  bird  that  persisted  in  saying 
'Your  food  will  cost  you  more.'  By  the  way,  the  bird  was 
right.  Our  food  is  costing  us  more.  Possibly  that  was 
why  the  Free  Fooders  got  rid  of  their  parrot,  lest  he 
should  go  on  adding  to  the  many  truths  that  are  uttered  by 
inadvertence." 

"Talking  of  food,"  I  said,  "  did  you  read  Lord  MILKER'S 
speech  at  Nottingham  and  his  defence  of  a  Preferential 
policy  ?  " 

"  I  never  read  party  speeches  on  such  economic  questions, 
as  I  desire  to  preserve  an  open  mind.  My  studies  in  Prefer- 
ence and  Tariff  Reform  have  only  extended  over  four  or  five 
years,  and  my  judgment  is  therefore  still  unformed.  But 
that  part  of  his  speech  which  dealt  with  purely  patriotic 
themes  seemed  to  me  to  rank  among  the  great  utterances  of 
the  hour. 

"  Lord  MII.NER  grows  in  mental  breadth.  There  was  a  time 
when  I  thought  him  narrowed  by  personal  prejudice,  and  too 
bitter  about  the  Boers.  But  his  outlook  has  widened.  I 
should  have  little  fear  for  the  construction  of  the  next 
Government  if  it  might  include  another  MII.NEU  or  two." 

"Well,  my  Westminster  Gazelle  doesn't  seem  to  think 
much  of  him,"  I  said. 

"  I  am  aware  of  that,"  said  Prenderby.  "  I  observed  its 
comments  on  the  patriotic  portion  of  his  speech,  and  I  found 
them  petty  and  partisan — unworthy  of  a  great  paper.  It 
looks  as  if  the  Government,  of  which  the  Westminister  is 
the  evening  mouthpiece,  cannot  pardon  Lord  MII.NER  for 
having  been  publicly  censured  by  them.  We  forgive  those 
who  have  wronged  us,  not  those  whom  we  have  wronged." 

"  But  you  forgave  me  the  other  week,"  I  said. 

"  Because  it  was  I  who  was  wronged,"  said  he. 

And  on  this  conciliatory  note  we  parted.  0.  S. 


Oriental  Operations. 

Oil  has  been  discovered  in  Egypt,  and  we  understand  that, 
in  view  of  the  greater  profits  likely  to  be  derived  from  this 
venture,  several  of  our  Semitic  speculators  are  selling  out 
their  stock  of  Balm  in  Gilead. 
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RICH    FARE. 

Tin:  GIANT  LIOYD-OOROIBI^TEH  :      "FEE,  FT,  FO,  FAT 

I  SMELL  THE  BLOOD  OF  A  PLUTOCRAT; 

BE   HE   ALIVE  OR   BE   HE  DEAD, 

I'LL  GRIND  HIS  BOXES  TO  MAKE  MY  BREAIY' 
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Joan.   "I'll   AWFUL   FRIGHTENED  AT  THE  I.tQUTXHi'. 

Mistrcae.  "  WHAT  GOOD  WOULD  THAT  DO?" 
Joan.  "HE'i>  TF.I.L  ME  NOT  TO  BF.  stcn  A  FOOL." 


I   WISH  THERE  WAS   A   MAS    Him." 


THE    BUILDERS. 

I. 

Mm.  Thrush.  What  do  you  think  of 
tluit  hawthorn? 

Mi-.  Thruxh.  Oh,  no,  my  dear,  no; 
much  too  isolaU-d,  it  would  attract  atten- 
tion at  unco.  1  can  see  tin'  boys  on  a 
Sunday  afternoon.  "Hallo,  there'*  a 
tree  that  's  Ixnind  to  have  a  nest  in  it." 
And  then  where  arc  you?  You  know 
what  boys  arc  on  a  Sunday  afternoon? 
If  OB  remember  that  from  last  year,  when 
we  lost  the  linest  clutch  of  eggs  in  the 
county. 

Mr*.  Tln-unh.  Stop,  stop,  dear,  I  can't 
I  pear  it.  \Yhy  do  you  remind  me  of  it? 
And  as  for  Sunday  afternoons  they 
never  ought  to  have  been  invented. 

Mr  Tlirush.  There,  there,  compose  yoor- 
self,  my  pretty.  What  Other  suggestions 
liave  you  ? 

Mi-fs.  Thritnli.  One  of  the  laurels,  then, 
in  the  shrubbery  at  the  Great  House. 

Mr.  Thrush.  Much  better.  But  the 
trouble  there  is  the  cat. 

Mr*.  Thruxh.  Oh  dear,  I  wish  you'd 
find  a  place  for  me ;  I  assure  you  (bliinli- 
i»y)  it's  time. 

Mr.    Thrush.  Well,  my  notion,  a8    I 


have  said  all  along,  is  that  there  's 
nothing  to  beat  the  very  middle  of  a 
big  bramble.  I  don't  mind  whether  it 's 
in  the  hedge  or  whether  it  'a  on  the 
common.  But  it  must  be  the  very 
middle.  It  doesn't  matter  very  much 
then  whether  it 's  seen  or  not,  because  no 
one  can  reach  it. 

Mrs.  Thrush.  Very  well  then,  be  it 
so ;  but  do  hurry  with  the  building, 
there 's  a  dear. 

II. 

Mr.  Tree-Creeper.  I  've  had  the  most 
extraordinary  luck.  Listen.  You  know 
that  farmhouse  by  the  pond.  Well, 
(lure's  a  cow-shed  with  a  door  that 
won't  shut,  and.  even  if  it  would  it's 
got  a  hole  in  it,  and  in  the  roof,  at  the 
very  top,  there's  a  hollow.  It's  the 
most  perfect  place  yon  ever  saw,  lie- 
cause,  even  if  the  fanner  twigged  us, 
he  couldn't  get  at  the  nest  without 
pulling  off  a  lot  of  tiles.  l>o  you  see? 

Mrs.  Trcc-Crccprr.  It  sounds  perfect. 

Mr.  Tree-Oneper.  Yes,  but  it 's  no  use 
waiting  here.  We  must  eallar  it  at  once. 
There  were  a  lot  of  prying  birds  all 
about  when  I  was  there,  and  1  noticed 
a  particularly  nosy  flycatcher  watching 
me  all  the  time.  Come  along  quick  ; 


and  you  'd  better  bring  a  piece  of  hay 
with  you  to  look  like  business, 
in. 

Mr.  Wren.  Well,  darling,  what  shall 
it  be  this  year— one  of  those  boxes  at 
"  TheFirs,"  or  the  letter-box  at  "Meadow 
View,"  where  the  open-air  journalist 
lives,  or  shall  we  build  for  ourselves 
like  honest  wrens? 

Mrs.  Wren.  I  leave  it  to  you,  dearest. 
Just  as  you  wish. 

Mr.  Wren.  No,  I  want  your  help.  I'll 
just  give  you  the  pros  and  cons. 

Mrs.  Wren.  Yes,  dear,  do;  you're  so 
clear-headed. 

Mr.  ll'jvu.  Listen  then.  If  we  use 
the  nest  liox  there's  nothing  to  do,  no 
fag  of  building,  but  we  have  to  put  up 
wit  li  visitors  peeping  in  every  day  and 
pawing  the  eggs  or  the  kids  about.  If 
we  use  the  letter-box  we  shall  have  to 
line  it,  and  there  will  be  some  of  the 
same  human  fussiness  to  endure;  but,  on 
the  other  hand,  we  shall  become  famous 
— we  shall  get  into  the  papers.  Don't 
you  see  the  heading,  "  Ii'emarkable  Nest 
in  Surrey  "  ?  And  then  it  will  goon,  "  A 
pair  of  wrens  have  chosen  a  strange 
abode  in  which  to  rear  their  little  fluffy 
I  brood — "  and  so  forth. 
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Mrs.  Wren.  That 'a  lather  delightful, 

all  the  same. 

Mr.  U'rc/i.  Finally,  there  is  the  nest 
which  we  build  ourselves,  running  just 
the  ordinary  risks  of  boys  and  orni- 
thologists, but  feeling  at  any  rate  that 
we  are  independent.  What  do  you 
say  ? 

Mrx.  H'/ni.  Well,  dearest,  I  think  I 
say  the  last. 

Mr.  H'rcii.  Good.  Spoken  like  a 
brave  hen.  Theu  let 's  look  about  for 


a  site  at  oncj. 


IV. 


Mr.  Sicalloic.  I've  looked  at  every 
house  with  decent  eaves  in  the  whole 
place  until  I  'm  ready  to  drop. 

Mr*.  Strallutr.  What  do  you  think 
about  it? 

Mr.  Siralloir.  Well,  it's  a  puzzle. 
There's  the  Manor  House  :  I  began  with 
that.  There  is  good  holding  there,  but 
the  pond  is  a  long  way  off,  and  carrying 
mud  so  far  would  be  a  fearful  grind. 
None  the  less  it 's  a  well-built  house, 
and  I  feel  sure  we  shouldn't  be  dis- 
turbed. 

Mrx.  SwaUoic.  Wrhat  about  the  people? 

Mr.  Swallow.  How  funny  you  are 
about  the  people  always  !  Never  mind. 
All  I  can  find  out  is  that  there's  the 
squire  and  his  wife  and  a  companion. 

Mrx.  Swallow.  No  children  ? 

Mi:  Swallow.  None. 

Mrx.  Swallow.  Then  I  don't  care  for 
the  Manor  House.  Tell  me  of  anothsr. 

Mi:  Sicallow.  This  is  the  merest  senti- 
ment ;  but  no  ma'.ter.  The  Vicarage 
next. 

Mfg.  Sicallow.  Any  children  there? 

Mr.  Swallow.  No,  but  it 's  much  nearer 
the  pond.  ' 

Mrx.  Swallow.  And  the  next? 

Mr.  Sieallow.  The  farmhouse.  A 
beautiful  place  with  a  pond  at  your  very 
door.  Everything  you  require,  and  lots 
of  company.  Good  sheltered  caves,  too. 

Mrs.  Swallow.  Any  children? 

Mi:  Swallow.  Yes,  one  little  girl. 

Mrx.  Swallow.  Isn't  there  any  house 
with  babies? 

Mi:  Sicnllow.  Only  one  that  could 
possibly  be  any  use  to  us  ;  but  it 's  a 
miserably  poor  place.  No  style. 

Mr-".  Smillow.  How  many  babies? 

Mr.  Swallon:  Twins,  just  born,  and 
others  of  one  and  two  and  three. 

Mrx.  Siciilliin:  We  '11  build  there. 

Mr.  Swallou:  They  '11  make  a  horrible 
row  all  night. 

Mrs.  Swallon:  We  '11  build  there. 


A  Chinese  Plot. 
"  J.   T..,    Successor    to    A.    Katayama,    lias 
ojx-ued  pleasant 

DENTAL  FARI.OCHS. 
Special  Prices  to  Missionaries." 

The  Chinete  IHttttfattd  .\ '•//•<«. 
We  'think  the  bland   innocuous  air  of 
this  is  a  little  overdone. 


A  TRIFLE    OFF. 

"UAL.IJO,"  suid  Mis?  Uiddleton,  as  we 
met  suddenly  in  the  Park,  "  how  are 
you  ?  "  She  held  out  her  hand. 

"  Very  pale,"  I  answered,  as  I  grasped 
her  wrist;  "very  pale  and  thin."  I 
took  out  my  watch.  "  Will  you  say 
'  Go  ! '  when  you  're  ready  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know  what  the  game  is,  but 
I  'm  always  ready.  Go  !  " 

''.  .  .  Ten,  eleven,  twelve,"  I. finished 
up.  "  Now,  in  the  same  time  mine  does 
thirteen  and  a  touch."  I  put  my  watch 
back  and  let  go  of  her  wrist.  "  That 
shows  you." 

Miss  Middleton  looked  anxiously  at 
me.  "  Aren't  you  very  well  ?  "  she  asked. 

"Of  course  I'm  not,"  I  said  peevishly. 
"That's  what  I've  been  trying  to  ex- 
plain all  this  time.  I  'm  very  ill.  My 
pulse  is — well,  you  saw  just  now.  I  've 
no  business  to  be  in  London  at  all.  I 
ought  really  to  be  at  Brighton,  lapping 
up  ozone." 

"  Oil,  what 's  the  matter  ?  " 

"Influenza,"  I  muttered  gloomily. 

"  Oh,  I'm  so  sorry.  Have  you  taken 
anything  for  it?  " 

1  turned  excitedly  to  her. 

"Have  I  tak —  I  say,  you  aren't 
trying  to  be  brisk,  are  yon  ?  You  know 
nobody  appreciates  brisk  humour  or 
intellectual  badinage  more  than  I  do — 
when  I  'm  feeling  well.  Rut  there  are 
times,  and  this  .is  one  of  them — there  are 
emphatically  times — 

"What  have  I  done?"  cried  Miss 
Middleton  in  dismay.  "  I  simply 
said " 

"You  simply  said,  had  I  taken  any- 
thing for  it  ?  Have  you  ever  had 
influenza  ?  " 

"  I  expect  so." 

"If  you  can't  remember  it  better 
than  that,  you  haven't.  Well,  anyhow, 
there  are  two  ways  of  taking  it ;  one  is 
lying  down,  and  the  other  is  sitting  up. 
I  took  mine  sitting  up." 

"  What  does  that  mean  ?  " 

"  Why,  that  I  went  home  and  fought 
it,  Madam.  Wrestled  with  it.  Drowned 
it.  Great  Barlow,  the  things  I  drowned 
it  with  ! ' 

"  Ttll  me,"  said  Miss  Middle-ton. 

"  I  can  only  remember  some  of  them. 
One's  memory  goes  with  influenza, 'and 
they  mixed  the  things  up  so.  Let  us 
sit  down  here  for  a  little  while." 

We  took  two  green  chairs,  and  ] 
leaned  back  and  closed  my  eyes. 

"There  was  somebody's  Lung  lotion," 
I  began  dreamily,  "  very  thick  and 
black  and  beastly,  and  somebody's  Tonic 
Port,  very  thin  and  red  and  beastly,  and 
they  came  together  every  three  hours. 
And  there  was  somebody's  Eucalyptus 
on  a  lump  of  sugar,  and  somebody's 
lozenges,  and  somebody's  jujube?.  And 
a  cough  mixture.  And  a  gargle.  And 


there  was  something  to  bathe  the  eyes 
with.  And  there  was  a  wash  for  giving 
the  coats  of  spaniels  a  glos-sy  appear- 
ance, and  a  spray  for  removing  green- 
fly from  rose-trees  .  .  .  And  I  drank 
them  all." 

There  was  an  impressive  stillness 
after  this.  'Ihen  said  Miss  Middltton  : 

"  You  don't  look  very — er — glossy. 
Can't  you  get  the  money  back  ?  " 

"  I  don't  feel  very  glo-sy,"  I  said. 

There  was  another  impressive  silence. 
I  began  to  fumble  in  my  waistcoat 
pocket. 

"This  is  really  my  gargling  time,"  I 
began,  "but  I  have  here  a  tablet  which 
is  said  to  be  equally  efficacious.  You 
will  forgive  me  for  not  offering  one  to 
you,"  I  went  on  as  I  held  it  between 
my  finger  and  thumb,  "  but  this  is  the 
last." 

"What  a  .curious  thing,"  faid  Miss 
Middleton.  "It  looks  just  like  the  tip 
of  a  billiard  cue." 

"  Hang  it,  it  is  the  top  of  a  billiard 
cue,"  I  said,  as  I  looked  at  it  more  closely. 
Thank  you."  I  threw  it  away  in  dis- 
gust. "But  it  would  probably  have 
done  me  a  lot  of  good,"  I  added.  "  The 
real  thing  with  influenza  is  to  keep  on. 
>n  and  on  until  you  gradually  wear  it 
away.  Have  you  a  teaspoon  with  you  ?" 

"There!"  cried  Miss  Middleton.  "All 
the  time  I  was  putting  on  my  hat  I  kept 
saying  to  myself,  Now  don't  forget 
a  teaspoon  tills  time.  And  I  knew  I 
should." 

"  Very  brisk,"  I  said  appreciatively. 
"  Very  brisk  and  airy.  But  I  really 
want  a  tablespoon  too." 

I  took  a  bottle  out  of  my  coat  pocket. 

"We're  right  out  of  tablespoons," 
said  Miss  Middleton.  "  To  tell  you  the 
truth,  Sir,  there's  really  no  demand  for 
them  nowadays." 

"There  is  a  demand,"  I  said  crossly. 
"  I  've  got  to  take  a  teispoonful  of  this 
in  a  tablespoonful  of  water.  Here  's  the 
water,"  I  added,  as  I  took  out  a  flask 
from  another  poc'ktt. 

"  You  'd  better  drink  from  the  bottle, 
and  I'll  say  '  Woa  !  '  when  I  think 
you've  had  a  teaspoon's  worth.  And 
vou  can  have  as  much  water  as  you  like 
afterwards  .  .  .  Woa  !  Better  ?" 

"Much.  That's  done  me  a  lot  of 
good.  By  Horsley  !  "  I  cried,  "  I  feel  a 
new  man.  I  'in  ready  for  anything." 

"  You  wouldn't  like  to  take  me  back 
this  afternoon  and  play  a  little  cricket 
with  me,  and  stay  to  dinner,  I  sup- 
pose V" 

"Like  it?"  I  shouted.  "I  should 
love  it."  I  jumped  up  and  began  to 
make  drives  with  my  umbrella.  "  There 
you  are  — four  all  the  way.  And  there's 
my  cover  shot.  And  there — 

I  suddenly  felt  very  hot  and  unhappy. 
I  sat  down  again  and  shut  my  eyes. 
"It's  no  good,"  I  said.  '  . 
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i'm  so  sorry.     But  you'll  be  quite 
soon,  won't  you  ?     Promise." 
I  'in   all   right,"   I    said    grumpily. 
"As  a   matter  of  fact   I   was   playing 
cricket  only  List  night." 

•  A  dream?"  said  Miss  Middleton. 
"  l>,i  toll  me.  I  love  dreams." 

"I  went  on  to  bowl.  It's  a  funny 
thing — I've  dreamed  about  cricket  every 
night  for  the  last  week,  but  last  night 
was  the  first  time  I've  been  on  to 
bowl." 

"  They  say  dreams  go  by  contraries," 
said  Miss  Middleton,  "  but  it  isn't  true." 
"I  went    on  first  change,"   I    said, 
ignoring  her.     "Jove,  I  remember  every 
detail  of  it — it  was  a  soaking  wet  wicket, 
no  sawdust,  and    I   hadn't  any  spikes. 
.My  lirst  ball  was  a  wide.     Off  my  second 
lie  was  caught  at  cover." 
"  Hooray  !  " 

"  You  were  looking  on — in  fact  you 
were  the  only  one.  I'd  been  fielding 
next  to  you  in  the  deep,  and,  when  I 
took  that  wicket  I  thought,  '  Now  she  '11 
admit  that  I  can  bowl.'  Then  I  sent 
down  another  wide,  and  then  the  man 
gave  an  easy  chance  to  cover,  which  was 
|  missed.  I  don't  know  if  you  know  that 
ball  of  mine  which  swerves  across  and 

.simply  makes  you  send  up  a  skier 

"  Yea,  yes,"  said  Miss  Middleton 
eagerly.  "  Was  I  still  there?  " 

"  Well,  then  I  bowled  another  wide, 
and  our  captain  said,  '  My  dear  old  fool. 
Heally  ! '  And  I  said,  '  Hang  it,  who 
c»nl<l,  in  this  mud?' — and  I  bowled 
another  wide.  And  then  I  yorked  him 
clean.  And  I  looked  round  and  you 
weren't  there,  and  you  hadn't  seen  ine 
take  either  wicket ! " 

"  Oh,  I  was  a  beast ! "  said  Miss 
Midddloton  remorsefully.  ''I'm  so 
sorry.  I  expect  I  simply  had  to  go. 
Mother  wanted  me,  or  something." 

"  Well,  there  it  was;  I  nearly  cried. 
And  I  woke  up,  feeling  ever  so  much 
worse.  But  now  I  've  told  you  all  about 
it  I  feel  better.  Two  wickets  in  my 
lirst  over,  and  a  chance.  Don't  forget." 
"It  was  splendid.  Oh,  are  you 
going?" 

"  1  must  go,"  I  said.  "  It's  time  for 
my  Tonic  Port.  It 's  too  big  a  bottle  to 
carry  about.  Good-bye." 

"  (!ood-bye  !     Remember  you've  pro- 
mised to  get  quite  well  soon." 
"RightO." 
I    moved   off ;    and    then    a    sudden 
thought  occurred   to   me,   and  I   went 
back. 

"  1  say,"  I  began  excitedly.      "  You 

know  you  said  I  didn't  look  verv  glossv  V  " 

-  Yes." 

"  Well,   I    know    why    it    is.      That 

spaniel  stuff  was   meant   to    be    taken 

fxteninllii !     (!ood  Sir  Frederick,  it  may 

have  made  all  the  difference  !  " 

And  I  hurried  off  again  to  try. 

A."  A.  M. 


Maiden   Ijul'i  (after  declaring,  a»  dummy,  a  gpirtinrj  noJriimper).  "  Yoc   nos'r   HIND    ME 

BEINC    A    MTFLK    KMJCI',    DO   TtlO  ?  " 


"BROADENING   THE   BASIS." 

["  A  man  should  be  taxed  according  to  his 

rhanu-ter."] 

WE  suggest  a  tariff  to  the  CII.WCZLIOII 

OF  THK  EXCHEQUER  : — 

Billiards  Tax  of  Id.  on  every  com- 
pleted game  of  100  up.  . 

Amateur  Reciter's  Licence  or  Pispensa- 
1  ion  (liable  to  endorsement) — £5. 

Invitations  to  bridge  parties — To  bear 
('"I.  contract  stamp. 

Letters  of  Marque  for  Church  bazaars 
(to  be  open  to  ( iovernment  inspection) 
—  5  per  cent,  on  gross  takings. 

Tickets  for  glove  fights  and  music-halls 
i'  i  er  cent,  (to  be  raised  to  10  per 
cent,  in  the  case  of  music-halls  when 
classic  dances  are  performed). 

Land  Tax  on  football  grounds — 10c. 
per  acre  ;  and  one  halfpenny  entrance- 
tax  for  Lc.iguc  matches. 

Import  duties  on  Polish  wrestlers,  Ameri- 
can bo.xers,  (.'liinc.se  conjurers  and 
Scotch  variety  artistes — 3  per  cent, 
on  first  year's  salary. 


Answers  in  anagram,  triolet  and  jaggle 
competitions—  Id.  embossed  stamp  (in- 
capable of  being  removed  by  office 
boy).  Competition  judges  to  carry 
5s.  game  licence  and  register  their 
finger-prints  at  Scotland  Yard. 

Speeches  (Parliamentary,  complimentary, 
etc.) — 48.  an  hour  within  the  London 
radius  (taximeter  compulsory). 

Duties  on  food  : — 

Tinned  meat— See  Dog-licences. 

Turtle  soup,  caviare,  plovers'  eggs,  early 
peas  and  all  delicacies — Ad  valorem 
5  per  cent. 

Railway  buns,  potted  lobster  and  ice- 
cream to  be  chargeable  under  the 
death  duties. 

City  Dinners—  Girth  tax  for  corporations 
and  liverymen  (sliding  si-ale). 

"The  Transvaal  t.-am  for  the  match  against 
tlic    \YrM.Tii    1'r.viirc    t'-ilay  will    not,    it    ig 
i,  be  chosen  until  to-morrow  morning." 

//'Ill'/  /><! 

After    this    it  was    not    surprising  that 

Western  Province  won. 
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CROSS-EXAMINATIONS   FOR  THE    HOME; 

On,  LITTLE  ARTHUR'S  ROAD  TO  KNOWLEDGE. 
(Little  Arthur,  aijcd  12  ;  Mamma,  "tyed  41.) 

1  Attic  Artliur.  Mamma,  why  are  you  giving  a  dinner-party 
to-morrow  ? 

Mamma.  Oh,  one  must  show  a  certain  amount  of  hospi- 
tality, you  know,  Arthur.  People  show  us  hospitality,  and 
we  mustn't  be  backward  in  making  a  return.  Besides,  we 
like  to  have  our  friends  round  us  occasionally,  just  for  the 
pleasure  of  meeting  them. 

L.  A.  Yt-s,  Mamma,  I  see.     But  are  they  all  friends? 

Mainniit.  Of  course  they  are.     Why  do  you  ask? 

L.  A.  Oh,  I  don't  know,  Mamma  ;  but  when  you  told  Papa 

that  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Tad  worthy  were  coming  he  said I 

don't  like  to  say  what  he  said,  but  you  know,  Mamma. 

Mamma.  No,  I  don't  think  he  said  that,  Arthur. 

L.  A.  Said  what,  Mamma  ? 

Mamma.  What  you  said  he  said. 

L.  A.  But  I  didn't  say  it,  Mamma. 

Mamma.  Well,  never  mind.  Your  father  may  have  been 
hasty,  or  probably  you  -misunderstood  him. 

L.  A.  No,  Mamma,  I  hoard  him  quite  plainly,  and  I'm 
sure  Papa  wasn't  at  all  pleased.  I  know  quite  well  when 
Papa  isn't  pleased. 

Mamma.  Well,  we  won't  discuss  that  any  more. 

L.  A.  No,  Mamma.  But  when  you  and  Papa  give  a  dinner- 
party, don't  both  of  you  send  the  invitations?  I  've  seen  the 
cards,  and  they  say,  "Alt:  and  Mrs.  Elton  request."  That 
means  both  of  you,  doesn't  it  ? 

Mamma.  Yes.     What  then  ? 

L.  A.  But  if  Papa  invited  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Tadworthy,  why 
was  he  so  angry  when  you  told  him  they  were  coming  ? 

Mamma.  I've  told  you  not  to  discuss  that  any  more. 

L.  A.  No,  Mamma,  I  won't  discuss  it  because  I  know  he 
«•<(.•>•  angry.  I  only  want  to  know  ichy  he  was  angry.  Aren't 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Tadworthy  friends  of  Papa? 

Mumma.  Well,  perhaps  not  friends  exactly — "business 
acquaintances  "  would  be  the  better  term. 

L.  A.  I  see,  Mamma  ;  but  they  can't  be  business  acquaint- 
ances of  yours,  Mamma,  can  they,  because  you  've  no  busi- 
ness, have  you?  Are  they  friends  of  yours,  Mamma? 

Mamma.  Yes,  of  course,  in  a  way  they  are. 

L.  A.  But  is  that  quite  right,  Mamma  ? 

Mumma.  IB  what  quite  right  ? 

L.  A.  Is  it  quite  right  for  you  to  have  friends  who  are  not 
friends  of  Papa  ?  I  thought 

Mamma.  Weren't  you  to  go  out  with  Mabel  this  morn 
ing? 

L.  A.  Yes,  Mamma,  but  not  for  another  quarter  of  an 
hour.  She  's  to  call  out  when  she  's  ready.  Mamma  ! 

Mamma.  Yes,  dear. 

/..  .1.  Ought  you  to  have  friends  who  are  not  Papa's 
friends  ? 

Mamma.  Well,  they're  not  really  friends  in  that  way.    We 
know  one  another,  and  they  're  very  honourable  people  who 
have  made  their  way  by  their  own  exertions,  and  I  'm  sur 
we  ought  to  respect  them  for  it. 

L.  A.  Yes,  Mamma,  I  think  so  too.  But  Papa  didn't  seem 
to  think  so,  did  lie  ? 

Mumma.  I  've  told  you  before  you  mustn't  take  everything 
your  father  says  quite  literally,  lie  likes  his  joke  some- 
times. 

L.  A.  Yes,  Mamma,  and  I  like  Papa's  jokes  too  when  I 
understand  them ;  but  when  you  told  him  about  the  Tiul- 
worthys  he  only  said  one  word,  you  know,  and  it  wasn't  a 
joky  word  at  all,  so  you  see  I  had  to  take  it  literally,  hadn't  I, 
Mamma?  But  I  say,  Mamma. 

Mamma.  Well,  what  is  it  now? 


L.  A.  You  said  just  now  that  all  the  people  who  were 
coming  to  the  dinner  were  your  friends. 

Mumma.  Did  I  say  that? 

L.  A.  Yes,  Mamma,  you  said  that,  and  I  think  you  meant 
it. 

Mamma-.  Why  shouldn't  I  ?     I  mean,  of  course  I  did. 

L.  A.  And  then,  Mamma,  you  told  me  the  Tadworthy  s 
were  not  friends  of  Papa's,  and  you  went  on  to  say  they  were 
not  really  friends  of  yours,  but  they  were  very  honourable 
people.  But  if  they  're  not  friends  why  did  you  invite 
them  ? 

Mamma.  You  're  too  young  to  understand  these  things,  as 
[  've  often  told  you. 

L.  A.  Yes,  Mamma,  I  'm  afraid  I  am ;  but  you  and  Papa 
always  tell  me  to  speak  up  freely  and  not  to  mind  asking 
questions. 

Mamma.  Yes,  yes,  I  know  ;  but  sometimes  you  ask  a  great 
many. 

L.  A.  Yes,  Mamma  ;  but  if  they  're  not  friends,  you  know, 
the  dinner-party  won't  be  as  pleasant  as  it  ought  to  Ixj,  will 
it?  You  won't  like  it  as  much  as  you  would  if  the  Tad- 
worthys  were  not  there,  will  you?  And,  perhaps,  the 
Tadworthys  won't  like  it  either,  and  then 

Mamma.  There  's  Mabel  calling  you.  Run  quick  and  get 
your  hat  on. 

BEAUTY    IN   BUSINESS. 

[From  the  records  of  the  "Social  Circle,"  a  club  founded  in  Ham)  - 
stead  over  three  years  ago  for  the  purpose  of  bringing  lonely,  eligible 
Londoners  together,  it  appears  that,  while  millionaires  and  Government 
officials  with  the  certainty  of  pensions  stand  high  on  the  list  of  men 
whom  women  want  to  marry,  poets  are  the  least  popular.] 

0  DARI>,  do  you  sigh  for  a  face  that  is  fair, 

And  are  you  so  sombre  and  doleful 
Because  you  are  filled  with  desire  for  a  pair 

Of  eyes  that  are  azure  and  soulful? 
If  Beauty  's  your  quarry  away  with  your  verse  ! 

By  poetry  hope  not  to  win  her, 
The  lady  will  think  of  the  state  of  your  purse 

And  what  you  can  give  her  for  dinner. 

Then  seek  not  to  soar  on  poetical  wings — 

Your  genuine  Beauty  refuses 
Chill  teetotal  draughts  from  Castalian  springs 

And  grass  from  the  mount  of  the  Muses. 
She  wants  to  be  lodged  in  an  elegant  way, 

Slie  means  to  be  suitably  boarded— 
In.  short,  you  will  find  her,  I  'in  sorry  to  way, 

Commercially  minded  and  sordid. 

No  doubt  she  will  smile  at  your  figures  and  trope*, 

At  your  flowers  all  a-blowing  and  growing, 
But  do  not  on  that  base  extravagant  hopes — 

She  knows  that  her  teeth  are  worth  showing. 
The  questions  that  really  concern  her  will  be: 

Pray,  how,  when,  and  whence  will  the  tin  come? 
She  won't  miss  her  motors  and  sables,  not  she ! 

For  a  paltry  poeti  al  income. 

Then  dip  not  your  pen  in  Pierian  ink  ; 

Keep  all  your  available  vigour 
For  companies,  corners — whatever  you  think 

Will  swell  up  your  pile  a  bit  bigger. 
Or,  if  this  be  too  much  for  the  brains  you  possess, 

Poor  poet,  pray  turn  your  attention 
To  ( Jovernment  billets.     The  girl  may  say  "  Yes" 

If  you  offer  a  passable  pension. 


The  Journalistic  Touch. 

"  The  presents  numbered  about  100,  and  were  numerous  and  costly." 
— Lcicisham  Homtigh  Neics. 


Arnn.  L'S,  J'JO'.t.] 
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WORLD    SNIPLETS. 

mill  i*ioteil  ill  imiliilitin  of  "  'I'll'' 
M'uHi/'.s   I'riKM  "  rofiimii  in  "  Y'/ie  Unity  .1/<ii/."| 

.V./;.  — Ordinary  papers  have  lo  take 
their  turn  in  a  world-wide  cycle,  lint 
11  certain  few,  which  represent  the  flower 
cif  journalism  and  aro  distinguished  by 
nn  asterisk  isucli  as  Tin-  Times  and  The 
\\'i'i-l;li/  l>i."i»tt<-li'),  have  the  right  to  a 
quotation  from  every  issue. 

Semper  eadem. 

"Fashions  change,  but  every  attempt 
to  provide  a  substitute  convinces  us  that 
trousers  have  come  to  stay." 

Tin'  Louisiana  Tailor  and  Mitjitter. 

A  Question  of  Sex. 

"The  next  twenty-four  hours  should 
solve  the  riddle  of  Prince  or  Princess, 
if  all  goes  well"  (Our  Own  Corre- 
spondent at  the  Hague,  April  17). 

The  Obscrrer* 

Lay  on,  Macduff. 

"  It  is  now  a  recognised  axiom  that  the 
more  laying  hens  you  keep  the  more 

eggs  you  -et." 

77ie  Kamschatka  Poultry  dtzette. 

The  TTnknovm  Future. 

"  What  is  going  to  happen  V  What 
new  form  of  taxation  dees  Mr.  Lloyd- 
(.ieorge  propose  to  levy?  .  .  .  The 
answer  to  these  questions  is  that  every- 
thing defends  on  the  Chancellor's 
anxiously  awaited  statement  next  week." 
The  Weekly  Di.</xiic/i.* 

Experientia  docet. 

"  One  of  the  secrets  of  success  in  bee- 
keeping,  as  in  other  things,  lies  in  ex- 

periemv."         V'/ir      ,S'(.     h'es      Amateur 

Apiorut, 

Epigrammatic. 

"  When  people  sit  them  down  to  write 

Klalunatc  and  lengthy  letters 
Intended  to  shed  useful  light 

Upon  the  theories  of  their  betters, 
T would  be  advisable  that  they 

The  details  of  the  theme  should  master 
And  know  the  future,  not  to-day 

It  is  that  warns  us  of  disaster. 
E'en  those  who  in  Lloyd  (Jeorgc's  foot- 
steps tread 

Might,   with    distinct    advantngj     look 
ahead."- The  World* 

Back  to  the  Land. 

''It  only  needs  a  permanent  rise  in  the 
price  of  cereals  to  place  the  position  o 
the.  British  farmer  upon  a  more  secure 
footing."—  Wheat  and  Wisdom. 

Abdul  to  be  Damned  ? 

"  There  are  rumours  afloat  that  there 
is  to  be  a  change  of  Sultans.  That  is  . 
grave  step,  which  it  is  for  the  Turks 
themselves  to  decide." — The  Times* 


/,..|/,T    "I.U.MUY!    AS    IK    T11F.UB  WAS   A   CHOICE! 
IHi   \\.IHK    FUR   'MEANS   TO   BUY   IT1?" 


'FBEE  FOOD*    FER     ME,   EVERY    TIME!      'Oo 


"  True  to  its  principles,"  says  the 
Viennese  Fremdi-nblutt,  "  Austria-Hun- 
gary will  abstain  from  any  interference 
in  the  present  Turkish  crisis."  We 
trust  that  every  care  will  be  taken  in 
the  nursing  of  these  principles,  which  are 
still  in  long-clothes,  having  only  been 
born  since  the  last  Turkish  crisis,  of 
which  the  fullest  advantage  was  taken. 

"A  pig  weighing  SO  stones,  or  04011i  ,  lias 
l»vu  s!>!(l  in  Bishop's  Stortfotxl  -Market  for 
Jt  10  fw."- Hull  D.iily  Yfio.. 

If   an   option   is   permitted,    we   prefer 
"  80  stones,"  as  being  more  sensational. 


M.A.P.  on  Count  ZEPPELIN  : 

"  He  fought  in  the  Franco-German  War,  in 
which  he  greatly  distinguished  himself  by 
several  conspicuous  acts  of  bravery.  .  .  . 
Seven  years  later  fount!  him  in  America  offer- 
ing himself  as  a  volunteer  for  the  Civil  \V.u  .  " 

Another  eight  years  or  so  and  there  he 
was  in  the  Crimea  with  UA«;I.\V.  What 
a  man  ! 

"  Two  lairs  of  ground  for  salt-,  with  tomb- 
stone  ;  also  gas  cooker."  —  Kdlnburgh  Ercning 


This  is  not  the  place  for  us  to  discuss 
the  merits  of  cremation. 


EOS 
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REVENGE. 

1  IF  I   GET   ODT   OF  TUTS   I  'LL  EAT   BEEF   FOR   THE   KEST   OF   MV   PATS." 


MUSICAL  NOTES. 
THE  announcement  that  Signor 
CAUUSO'S  sovereignty  is  to  be  challenged 
by  a  new  tenor  of  the  name  of  CAUASA, 
and  the  fact  that  Signor  TAMINI  aspires 
to  the  laurels  of  the  late  Signor  TAMAI;M>, 
are  by  no  means  the  most  remarkable 
instances  of  romantic  coincidence  in  the 
annals  of  musical  nomenclature. 


Thus  intense  interest  is  excited  by  the 
impending  arrival  of  Madame  Blara  Cutt, 
a  vocalist  of  such  Patagonian  proportions 
that,  in  the  words  of  KEATS 

"  By  her  in  stature  the  tall  Amazon 
Had  stood  a  pygmy's  growth." 

Madame  Cutt,  who  is  married  to  that 
extraordinarily  handsome  and  gifted 
tenor,  Mr.  C'uinmerley  Bundford,  is  the 
happy  mother  of  a  delightful  little 
daughter,  who  is  humorously  known  in 
the  profession  as  the  "  Cuttlet." 

Great  and  ebullient  interest  has  been 
excited  by  the  imminent  advent  of  the 
far-fampd  Italian  prima  donna,  Madame 
Tetrarchini.  This  wonderful  young  artist 
has  never  visited  England  before,  but 
her  name  has  long  been  a  household 


word  in  the  Argentine  and  at  the  Anti- 
podes. Her  voice,  which  has  been  aptly 
compared  to  a  blend  of  gold  and  velvet, 
has  never  been  subjected  to  the  strain  of 
Wagnerian  lyric  drama  and,  having  been 
devoted  exclusively  to  the  interpretation 
of  the  standard  Italian  operas,  retains  a 
girlish  freshness  more  suggestive  of 
eighteen  than  Madame' s  real  age,  which 
is  officially  stated  to  be  twenty-eight. 

Amongst  the  most  richly  endowed 
debutantes  of  the  season  is  Miss  Southern 
Crossley,  an  Antipodean  contralto  whoso 
organ  has  the  luscious  richness  of  a 
Carlsbad  plum  combined  with  the  trans- 
lucent purity  of  rock  crystal. 


The  multiplication  of  new  orchestras 
goes  on  with  unabated  vigour.  Only 
the  other  day  Mr.  BF.KCHAM,  after 
severing  his  connection  with  the  new 
Symphony  orchestra,  founded  a  fresh 
band  of  his  own.  Within  the  last  few 
weeks,  however,  further  organizations 
have  sprung  into  vigorous  life  Fore- 
most iu  power  and  iniluenoe  amongst 
these  is  the  Vickors  and  Maximphony 
Orchestra,  which  has  been  founded  at 
Barrow,  and  has  already  attained  a  high 


level  of  efficiency.  Next  we  have  to  notice 
the  G.  II.  Simsphony  Orchestra,  a  body 
of  players  who  in  volume  of  chevelure 
and  general  capillary  attraction  leave 
little  to  be  desired.  • 

Considerable  anxiety  has  been  aroused 
amongst  chamber  music  players  by  the 
announcement  that  an  ingenious  gentle- 
man named  MILLS  has  invented  an 
instrument,  operated  by  electricity, 
which  combines  the  tones  of  the  finest 
string  quartet.  As  the  leader  of  the 
Bohemian  Quartet,  in  an  interview  at 
Prague,  puts  it,  windmills,  though  ob- 
solete, are  an  ornament  to  the  land- 
scape, but  string  Mills  are  an  intolerable 
innovation  which  cannot  be  permitted. 


"  There  is  a  time  in  the  early  part  of  each 
year  when  the  Ih.mght  comes  that  warm  coats 
should  be  donned  and  petr  1  tanks  filled,  to 
take  the  highroad  and  byroad,  whitlier  Imund 
matters  little,  so  we  may  be  braced  by  running 
briskly  up  the  lifts  of  the  way,  and  blown 
through  and  through  with  fresh  air  as  the 
easing  levels  seemingly  roll  back  be.m-ath  the 
.  wheels  of  the  car." — The  Morning  1'osf. 

Very  pretty  and  all  that,  but  wo  still 
think  that  "tireless"  wheels  are  a 
mistake. 
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ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 

•••[>. n  KU"M  mi;  DIAIIY    OK  TOBY,  M.I'. 

HtlllKi-  <>/  <'i>IIIIHniit:.   Manila;/,  A/, I'll  10. 

-  Admiral  S\i  1 1  n-1  loRitiKN  never  so  sur- 
prised in  his  life.  You  might,  as  Ii3 
saiil.  have  knocked  him  down  with  a 
marlingspike.  The  other  day,  being  at 
home  with  frieiula  and  neighbours  al 
Berkliampstead,  he  merely  remarked 
that  it  would  be  a  good  thing  if  the  late 
I'HKMIKK  were  dug  out  of  his  grave  and 
hanged  on  the  gallows  tree.  Has  an  idea 
that  something  of  the  kind  inis  once 
done.  CHARLKS  I.— or  was  it  CROMWKI.I,  ? 
— was  treated  in  that  way.  When  he 
comes  to  think  of  it,  couldn't  have  been 
CHAHIKS  I.,  as  he  earlier  lost  his  head. 
In  such  circumstances  there  were  diffi- 
culties in  way  of  subsequent  proceed- 
ings ;  so  it  must  have  been  CROMWKI.L. 
Anyhow,  it  was  a  person  moving  in  a 
certain  respectable  walk  of  life. 

Now  here  'a  the  House  of  Commons 
reassembling  after  Faster  recess,  and 
instead  of  straightway  going  for  the 
Government  in  the  matter  of  those  four 
extra  Dreadnoughts,  or  on  any  other  of 
the  dozen  grounds  upon  which  they  might 
be  attacked,  it  turns  upon  him  (the  Ad- 
miral), and  wants  to  know  what  the 
FIHST  LORD  OF  im  ADMIRALTY  proposes  to 
do  in  the  matter? 

Only    six    questions    on   the   paper ; 


FANCY  PHTI-HK  <>F  ilii.  Al-N/.-s'  l.u,v  KUII:M>S  ; 

"Is  the  right  lion,  gentleman  aware  that  the 
laily  frieiula  of  Mr.  .Men/.ies  are  very  meek  ami 
mild— -{laughter]  ami  of  a  very  well-behaved 
disposition?"  ^loucl  laughter.)- -Mr.  \\'<ilt. 


thirty-throe  and  a 
third  per  cent,  an; 
devoted  to  this 
affair.  Worst  of  it 
is,  it  is  not  only  tho 
Radicals  who  affect 
to  be  shocked.  That 
the  Admiral  could 
stand.  But  ARTHUR 
l.i.i:,  rising  from 
Front  Opposition 
Bench,  wants  to 
know  whether  con- 
duct of  this  kind  is 
becoming  in  an  in- 
dividual whoenjoya 
a  pension. 

Here 's  a  pretty 
go!  Admiral,  called 
upon  for  explana- 
tions by  FIHST  Loni), 
had  explained  it  was 
all  a  joke.  Or,  as  he 
precisely  put  it,  it 
was  "  in  the  nature 
of  a  metaphorical 
expression."  Had 
he  suspected  for  one 
moment  that  it 
would  have  at- 
tracted this  embar- 
rassing amount  of 
public  attention  he 
would  never  have 
cast  his  ideas  of 
current  events  into 

that  particular  form  of  expression. 
I'ndcrtakea  to  refrain  from  further 
flashes  of  humour,  and  the  House  reluc- 
tantly lets  him  go  with,  his  pension. 

Busine**  done. — La.u  brings  in  Bill 
for  electoral  reform  of  City  of  London. 

In  absence  of  PRINCI:  Aitnini,  R\MII  itv 
intimates  that  City  of  JxMidon  doesn't 
want  to  be  reformed.  Very  well  satis- 
fied with  its  present  representation  and 
the  methods  of  securing  it.  As  for 
the  Bill  he,  as  becomes  a  neighbour, 
dropping  into  the  French  of  Stratfonl- 
atte-Bow,  scornfully  dismisses  it  as  "a 
ivcx/K >/di/ of  one  brought  in  last  year." 

Tuesday. — Little  been  heard  of  late  of 
Ci.KoniAs.     Time  was  when  his 


tiguiv.  standing  well  out  on  floor  of 
House  so  that  it  might  be  seen  of  men, 
was  a  familiar  adornment  of  the  nightly 
scene.  Somehow,  for  one  of  those  subtle 
realms  \vhichmakestudyoflifehereever 
fresh  in  interest,  Ai.iw.r<  has  not  caught 
(in  with  the  present  House.  Failure  not 
due  to  Lick  of  effort,  to  resume  and  main- 
tain former  position.  From  the  <>nt-i-t 
he  was  coldly  received  ;  seriously 
thought  of  changing  his  tirst  Christian 
name  to  OMI:<;A,  by  way  of  intimating 
conviction  that  all  was  up. 

To  every  honest  citi/.en  there  comes  a 
time  when  duty  calls  for  the  sacrifice  of 
private  modesty  on  the  altar  of  public 


TI:K  i.  MI  v\i   .\DMIBAI.  WHO  i.»sr  ins  HEAD. 

(This  being  "  iu  tlie  nature  «f  a  metaphorical  expr.-asion.") 

Mr.  MeKcnna  does  his  liest  for  that  nautical  orator  Admiral 

Sinilh-Dorrirn. 

interest.  The  hour  struck  to  night,  and 
lo !  At.riiK.i  s  Ci.Koi'ii.vs  responded  to  the 
summons.  Bill  before  the  House 
proposes  to  repeal  the  parsimonious 
enactment  that  limits  the  salary  of 
PiiKsiiir.vr  OK  BOARD  OF  TRAIH-:  to  a 
pittance  of  C2,<X)0  a  year.  In  criticising 
the  measure  DILKK  suggested  that, 
instead  of  raising  the  salary  of  Ministers, 
they  should  reduce  the  number  seated 
in  the  House.  Whilst  payment  of 
Members  was  refused,  so  numerous  \\cre 
Ministerial  offices  that  the  cost  to  the 
country  was  not  much  less  than  the 
total  reached  elsewhere  where  Members 
were  paid.  As  things  are,  accommo- 
dation could  not  lie  found  on  the 
Treasury  Bench  for  all  the  men  who  had 


a  right  to  l)e  seated  there. 

Murmur  of  applause  below  the  Gang- 
way here  broke  in.  DILKK  had  evidently 
touched  a  chord  of  personal  conviction 
strongly  held  and  widely  extended. 


of 


Perhaps  it  was  this  little  wave 
enthusiasm  that  moved  Al  rin:i  - 
Ci.iorifAs.  Anyhow,  there  he  was  as 
of  yore,  his  legs  astride,  his  faro  turned 
upon  the  Treasury  Bench,  so  that  with 
eagle  eye  he  might  search  the  counte- 
nances and  the  r>  .nscicii.rs  of  Mil: 

"  Curious,"  he  remarked,  "  that,  at  a 
moment  when  everybody  else's  income 
hns  decreased,  the  House  is  asked  to 
increase  the  salaries  of  Members  of  the 
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"  WE   IS   MYSELF." 

"  I  say,  old  man,  are  you  Joynson  or  Hicks?  " 
"  Hanged  if  I  know,  dear  boy  !     Which  are  you  ?" 
Tioth  (aside).  "  'Pou  mv  word,  for  the  moment  I  thought  it 
Chili-chill ! !  " 


Cabinet.  Before  the  matter  is  considered 
the  question  of  the  payment  of  Members 
should  be  dealt  with.  Otherwise  there 
will  be  nothing  left  for  us." 

So  depressed  was  ALPHEUS  at  this 
prospect  that  he  did  not  "observe  the 
hand  of  the  clock  approaching  eleven, 
and-  v\ as  -still  -lamenting  the  situation 
when  the  debate  automatically  stood 
adjourned. 

Business  done. — Rather  negative  in 
its  conclusions.  Hill  .  designed  for 
discipline  of  unruly  strangers  so  riddled 
in  debate  that  PKEMIER  withdrew  it  for 
further  consideration.  Another  dealing 
with  official  salaries  talked  out  by 
ALPIFEUS  CI.EOPHAS. 

Wednesday.  —  Curious  dilemma  pre- 
sents itself.  Wonder  is  that  it  has 
not  earlier  overtaken  (he  House.  In 
course  of  few  remarks  JOYNSON-  HICKS 
introduces  the  first  person  plural. 

"  Who 's  '  we  ' ''.  "  asked  a  Member, 
equally  punctilious,  though  on  other 
lines,  with.  iSVnii  \\'ellcr' is  lather  when 
question  arose  in  court  as  to  the  method 
of  spelling  the  family  name. 

'•  We  is  myself,"  said  the  Member  for 
North  Manchester,  loftily  regardless  of 
grammar. 

Of  course  he  is — I  mean  they  are — 
quite  right.  JOYNSON  is  "  I,"  and  HICKS 
is  "  I."  JOYNSON  and  HICKS  are  "  we." 

ATIIERI.EY-JONES  has  long  had  matter 
at  heart.  Glad  to  find  it  at  last  taken 
up.  RANDOLPH  CHURCHILL,  probably  at- 
tracted by  the  circumstance  that  he  was 
himself  inheritor  of  double  -  barrelled 
surname,  thirty  years  ago  led  the  way 
in  .  direction  of  belittling  those  who 
shared  this  distinction. 

"  Remarkable,"  he  said  in  one  of  his 
earliest  speeches,  "how  often  we  find 


of  forming  a 


mediocrity  with  a 
double-barrelled 
name." 

As  he  spoke  he 
gazed  pensively  on 
the  broad  back  of 
Sn.ATER-Hooin,  then 
President  of  the 
Local  Government 
Board,  seated  on 
Treasury  Bench  be- 
low him. 

ATHERI  EY  -  J<  INKS, 
a  man  of  business, 
proposes  to  summon 
meetingof  Members 
concerned.  LLOYD- 
GEORGE  willbeasked 
to  take  the  Chair. 
In  the  event  of  an 
organisation  being 
formed  to  preserve 
the  privileges  of 
the  Guild,  STUART- 
WORTLEY  will  act  as 
Secretary.  Should 
the  alternate  plan 
Parliamentary  Party  be 
Whip. 


preferred,  AoLAND-HdOD  will  be 
In  addition  to  these  gentlemen,  and 
of  course  JoYNSON-HicKS — "  Wee,  wee, 
eertainement,"  says  AiHERLEY-JoNES,  an 
accomplished  French  conversationalist 


—invitations 
HICKS  -  BEACH, 
.MAN  -  THOMAS, 


will      be      issued       to 

BUBDETT  -  COUTTS,    FfiEE- 

MEYSEY  -  THOMPSON    and 


MITCHELL-THOMSON.  The  CHANCELLOR  OF 
THE  EXCHEQUER  has  asked  that  the  open- 
ing meeting  may  be  deferred  till  after 
the  Budget,  a  suggestion  cordially  agreed 
to. 

Business  done.  —  PREMIER  introduces 
Welsh  Disestablishment  Bill. 

Thursday. — "Isn't  there,"  asked  the 
MKMIIKR  FOR  SARK  a  propos  de  soldiers, 
"a  paper  that  undertakes  every  morn- 
ing to  give  a  fresh  definition  of  '  What 
Tariff  Reform  Means,'  varying  its  funda- 
mental assumption  that  a  duty  on  corn 
and  other  necessaries  of  life  will  cheapen 
the  expenditure  in  British  homes,  from 
the  Mansion  House  down  to  the  single 
room  of  the  working  man?  A  hard 
game  to  keep  up  ;  glad  to  help  the  poor 
chap  who  essays  the  task.  Nearly  300 
years  ago  ANDREW  MARVELI,  a'l  un- 
consciously contributed  to  the  daily 
headline.  You  will  find  the  passage  in 
the  song  the  poet  heard  rising  from  a 
small  boat  that  sauntered 

'  Where  the  remote  Bermudas  ride 
In  the  ocean's  bosom  unespied.' 

The  boatmen  are  exiles  from  England, 
and  their  song  extols  the  exceeding  rich- 
ness of  the  island  upon  which  their  lot 
has  been  cast.  Here  comes  the  adapta- 
tion to  politics  of  the  hour  : 
''Tariff  Reform  means" — 

'It  makes  the  figs  our  months  to  meet, 
And  throws  the  melou.8  at  our  feet." 

That  will  be  hard  to  beat  in  prose." 

Business  done. — Civil  Service  Esti- 
mates. 

National   News. 

Collected  b'j  one  of  Mr.  Punch's  Flunkeys. 

[With  the  idea  that  too  much  insistence 
cannot  be  laid  upon  facts  that  closely  concern 
the  welfare  of  all  thinking  people,  Air.  1'inieh 
is  instructing  his  second  footman  to  furnish 
him  from  time  to  time  with  items  such  as  the 
following,  culled  directly  from  the  Press. 
Credit  in  every  cas;-  will  be  given  to  the  paper 
from  which  any  world-news  is  quoted.] 

"  The  Misses  Bellasis  are  in  town  with 
their  aunt." — The  Morn'nuj  1'ost. 

"  Mrs.  Stainton's  small  dance  takes 
placs  on  May  0." — The  I)aily  Mail. 

"  VENICE. — Recent  arrivals  at  Danieli's 
include  Mr.  Ferdinand  Schlesinger."- 

The  World. 

"NiCE. — Mr.  Sebastian  B.  Schlesingcr 
gave  a  dinner  recently." — TJie  Taller. 


"WEE,    WEE,    CEI1T.UNEMF.NT." 

(Mr.  Ath-rl-y-Jones,  K.I './ 


From  "  Doubts  and  Difficulties "  in 
Amateur  Gardening : — • 

"Can  you  advise  me  what  can  be  done  to  rid 
my  house  of  earwigs?  Last  year  we  were 
alive  with  them.  We  used  to  find  them  on  our 
bed,  and  used  to  run  down  the  wall,  and  across 
the  table  at  meal  times." 

Anyone  might  be  frightened  of  an  ear- 
wig, but  this  is  sheer  panic. 
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AMBASSADORIAL  ADVENTURER 

Mit.  BI;Y<T,  tin-  P.ritisli  Ambassador  in 
the  1'nited  Si;itcs  (so  it  is  sttited  in  a 
daily  paper),  while  on  ii  visit  nt  the  house 
of  the  President  of  Wisconsin  University, 
discovered  that  his  boots,  which  in  a 
moment  of  insular  aberration,  lie  had 
placed  onl  side  his  door,  had  been  cleaned 
by  the  daughters  of  the  house.  On 
learning  what  had  happened,  the  great 
diplomatist  at  once  took  them  off,  de- 
claring that  he  would  preserve  them  as 
a  souvenir  of  the  charming  way  in  which 
he  had  been  extricated  from  the  embar- 
rassment caused  by  his  disregard  of 
American  customs. 

A  later  report,  not  yet  published, 
states  that  His  Excellency  proposes  to 
have  the  boots  set  up  on  his  drawing- 
room  mantelpiece  at  home  and  to  grow 
maidenhair  ferns  in  them. 

Mit.  BHUT.'S  neat  visit,  was  to  the 
Governor  of  Oklahoma,  where  the  Bayard 
of  diplomacy  enjoyed  a  further  oppor- 
tunity for  adding  to  his  collection  of 
chivalrous  keepsakes.  In  a  moment  of 
inadvertence  he  asked  fora  boiled  egg 
for  breakfast,  but  on  learning,  just  as 
he  was  in  the  act,  of  cracking  the  shell, 
that  it  had  been  prepared  by  his 
hostess,  he  at  once  forbore  to  impair  its 
symmetry,  and,  wrapping  it  up  carefully 
in  tissue  paper,  placed  it  in  his  despatch 
box  as  a  touching  souvenir  of  American 
hospitality. 

Shortly  afterwards  Mr.  BUYCE  was  the 
guest  df  the  Governor  of  NewtimbervOle, 
where  he  arrived  after  a  long  bicycle 
ride,  completely  saturated  by  a  storm 
of  rain.  Retiring  to  his  room,  Mr. 
l>i;vri:  thoughtlesslyplaced  his  wet  clothes 
on  a  chair  outside  the  door,  and  went 
through  his  usual  course  of  Sanclow 
exercises  until  the  humid  garments  had 
been  restored  to  their  normal  dryness. 
Subsequently,  at  afternoon  tea,  it  trans- 
pired that  the  prc>cessof  desiccation  had 
been  exclusively  carried  out  by  the 
Governor's  talented  daughter,  Stan- 
leyette.  "  Never  again,"  at  once  ex- 
claimed the  historian  of  the  Holy  Human 
Kmpiro,  "can  I  wear  garments  glorified 
b\  BO  generous  an  act ;"  and  retiring  to 
his  apartment  he  at  once  removed  his 
clothes,  and  remained  in  bed  until  the 
Poole  of  Newtimberville  had  provided 
him  with  a  new  outfit.  We  understand 
that  Mr.  HIIVCK,  while  retaining  his 
dried  vestments  for  the  present,  has 
decided  to  bequeath  them  to  the  Uritish 
Museum  as  a  concrete  example  of  the 
splendid  courtesy  of  our  lady-cousins 
across  the  Atlantic. 

No  incident  marked  Mr.  BIJVI  i:'s  recent 
sojourn  at  the  palatial  residence  of  the 
Governor  of  rittsburg  until  the  morn- 
ing of  his  departure.  Just  before  he 
was  starting,  in  a  moment  of  oblivious- 
ness  he  turned  to  the  seneschal  and 


THF      MIPPOHON 


THE.       CROCOPORCUPICI  RAFF  E 


THE      ZEBRELEPHAN 


THE    CAMELOSTRICH. 


TlIK   I'ltESS   II  \S   GIVEN   FORECASTS  OF   "  WllAT    MR.    ItOOSKVF.LT    1IAV   SEE   IN    RA8TEIH   AFRICA." 
MR.    /'c.VfH     ll.ll-s    THAT    A     FEW    ILLUSTRATIONS    OF     WHAT    MR.    R.    MAY     KOT    SEE    WOULD    BE  OF 

INTKIiEST   TO    HIS    JI-VKXIIE    AI>M  I  l!El!-i. 


a«kcd  him  to  help  him  on  with  his  over-! 
coat.  The  Governor's  wife  with  exqui- 
site tact  saved  the  situation,  and  deftly 
performed  a  function  which  would  have 
destroyed  the  seneschal's  self-respect  for 
ever.  Suddenly  realising  his  mistake, 
Mr.  BKVCI;  hastily  removed  his  overcoat, 
folded  it  up  reverently,  and  declared 
that  it  should  henceforth  be  the  choicest 
of  his  family  heirlooms.  Although  a 
bli/y.ard  was  raging,  Mr.  Buyer,  was  as 
good  as  his  word,  and  travelled  back  to 
Washington  without  resuming  his  over- 
coat, thus  contracting  a  severe  cold,  from 
which,  however,  we  rejoice  to  hear  he 
has  now  recovered. 


Kubelik    a  new  phase. 
From  a  programme  advertisement : 
"Mr.   E.  J.,  whose    brilliant    /ither-banjo 
solos  showed  that  lie  was  as  much  at  Jiome  on 
that  merry  twanging  instrument  as  Kulx'lik." 
—GlourextcrKliirc 


"Since  the  arrest  of  Mrs.  I'ethirk  Liwrence 
and  her  colleagues  another  deputation  Im- 
proved the  power  of  women  to  withstand  the 
measures  of  coercion  which  the  (  MA  eminent 
IUI8I  them.  Ties  deputation  s,. light  an 
interview  with  the  Prime  Minister  and  ]•< 
in  the  attempt  to  »•<>  him  until  overcome  by 
force." — \'olr*  far  Women. 

This  is  known   as  "  withstanding  mea- 
sures of  coercion." 


304 


PUNCH,   OR  THE  LONDON   CHARIVARI. 


[APRIL  28,  1909. 


AT   THE    PLAY. 

"TiiE  EARTH." 

I  DON'T  know  how  many  days  Mr. 
I1' AC;  AX  took  over  his  creation  of  "The 
Kurth,"  but,  once  the  idea  came  into  his 
head,  the  rest  must  have  been  easy 
enough.  There  are  practically  only 
three  characters,  and  one  issue.  The 
other  persons  contribute  to  the  atmo- 
sphere in  which  the  Paper-King  has  his 
being,  but  they  present  no  minor  inte- 
rests or  complications  of  their  own. 
Perhaps  the  very  simplicity  of  the 
scheme  gives  it  its  arresting  force,  for 
the  play  certainly  holds  the  attention. 
It  is  a  curious  blend  of  realism  and  im- 
probability. No  one  imagines  that  Sir 


AN  EARTHY  PARADISE. 

/.a'/;/  Killone    ....     Miss  L.ENA  A?nn  F.I.I. 
lit.  llun.  Dcnzil  Tretena 

Mi!    ALLAN  AtSESWOBB 
Sir  Felix  Janion  (in  background) 

.Ml!.    NiHi.W.VN    Mc-KlXXF.I 

Felix  Janion  could  have  made  so  snu< 
a  corner  in  journals  without  a  certain 
sl'unuess  and  facility  of  conscience 
but  the  kind  of  unscrupulousnesi 
which  ha  shows  in  his  treatment  o 
the  Cabinet  Minister,  Wrrcmi,  has  .n 
sort  of  relation  to  the  credible.  News 
papers  that  depend  upon  all  classes  o 
society  for  their  circulation  do  not,  to 
day,  use  a  woman's  honour  as  a  weapon 
for  political  intrigues.  Strangely  enough 
though  he  had  to  bear  this  prcposterou 
stigma,  iSir  /•VZi.r  was,  perhaps,  the  mos 
attractive  figure  on  the  stage.  This  wa 
due  in  some  measure  to  Mr.  NOUMA: 
MrKiNNKi.'s  interpretation.  Though  n< 
actor  can  be  more  admirably  brute 
when  he  chooses,  he  brought  to  th 
part  a  smiling  imperturbability  whic 
almost  disarmed  the  scandalised  critic 


i\a  quiet  and  laconic  cynicism,  matched 
gainst  the  fluent  rhetoric  of  Trevena, 
early  made  the  worse  argument  appear 
:ie  better.  Trevena,  of  course,  wins  in 
IB  end  because  his  lover  threatens,  at  the 
ost  of  her  own  public  disgrace,  to  expose 
'union  s  designs  ;  but  nobody  imagines 
hat  the  other  evening  papers  would  have 
ad  the  temerity  to  print  her  confession. 

The  two  characters  were  well  Balanced, 
'he  villain  had  his  touches  of  generosity ; 
lie  hero's  fibre  was  weakened  by  a  secret 
hame,  and  even  the  sincerity  of  his 
ttitude  as  a  public  philanthropist  was 
ailed  in  question  by  his  apathy  towards 
jrivate  claims  upon  his  charity. 

The  play  was  followed  with  a  close 
ttention  that  was  a  better  compliment 
him  applause.  Even  the  gods  of  the 
;allery,  who,  being  gi'eedy  devourers  of 
he  kind  of  journalism  exposed  to 
ighteous  contempt  on  the  stage,  might 
mve  been  expected,  after  the  detached 
nanner  of  audiences,  to  join  heartily  in 
he  denunciation  of  a  system  which 
hey  supported,  were  noticeably  unde- 
nonstrative.  This  may  to  some  extent 
je  explained  by  Mr.  ALLAN  AYNESWOEIHJ 
•endering  of  the  part  of  Trei'ena  ;  for  it 
was  difficult  to  mistake  his  bearing  for 
that  of  an  ideal  "idealist,"  and  he 
rather  rushed  his  declamations  as  if  he 
were  afraid  of  boring  us.  In  the  lighter 
parts  he  was  excellent,  but  became  a 
little  stagey  under  pressure. 

I  wish  I  could  speak  with  more  en- 
thusiasm of  the  performance  of  that 
lelightful  actress  Miss  LENA  ASHWELL. 
Up  to  the  last  scene,  when  she  was 
forced  to  rise  to  the  occasion,  she  played 
with  indifference,  and  spoke  often  in  a 
harsh  recitative.  But  she  had  rare 
moments,  illuminated  by  an  irresistible 
grace  and  tenderness  of  voice  and  ex- 
pression. 

The  minor  characters,  mcst  of  whon 
regrettably  disappeared  alter  the  Firs 
Act,  were  admirable,  and  the  humour  o 
Mr.  POCLTON,  as  Janion '.->•  impossible 
business-manager,  was  a  most  refreshing 
relief. 

The  moral  of  the  play,  apart  from  th 
false  picture  of  journalistic  intrigue  it 
the  matter  of  a  woman's  honour,  is 
pretty  useless,  because  it  ignores  the  fac 
that  a  Newspaper  Trust  in  the  hands  o 
a  single  man  is  very  little  more  dan 
gerous  than  a  number  of  rival  papers,  i 
all  are  actuated  by  purely  eommercia 
motives;  and  because  (what  is  mor 
important)  it  omits  to  trace  the  evil  t 
its  root,  and  to  remark  that,  every  natioi 
has  the  Press  which  it  deserves  ;  tha 
the  choice  of  its  journals,  ns  of  it 
Governments,  lies  with  a  publ'c  whic 
can  choose  well  if  it  wishes  ;  since  th 
same  people  who  gave  Tlir  Knrth  it 
circulation  of  two  millions,  also  gav 
Trevena  his  chance  of  making  laws  fo 
the  regeneration  of  the  race.  0.  S. 


"Mii.  PHEEDY -AND  THE  COUNTESS." 

Mr.  CARTON  has  labelled  his  play  a  farce, 
f  he  had  called  it  a  comedy  he'  would 
ave  spoilt  my  whole  evening  ;  as  it  was, 
laughed  uproariously  through  the  three 
\ctsofit.  That  should  please  Mr. CARTON, 
or  he  has  deliberately  set  out  to 
lake  people  laugh,  and  he  has  dis- 
ained  no  artifice  to  accomplish  that 
urposc.  No  joke  is  too  old  for  him. 
5ut  how  cleverly  ho  has  used  his  mate- 
ial.  For  instance,  a  whimsical  fancy 
bout  the  age  and  appearance  of  a 
.Condon  egg — he  does  not  play  this  off 
pon  us  in  the  First  Act.  No,  he  waits 
ntil  we  have  watched  Mr.  WEEDON 
inossMtrir  ^Jlr.  WEEDON  (.JHOSSMITH  at 
iis  best)  through  an  Act  and  a  half ;  he 


As  EXOTIC  "PLANT." 

inilcss  of  JtimJtmcrc    .     .     .    Miss  COMPTOH. 
Hamilton  Prccdtj 


MR.  WEEDON  GROSSMITII. 


knows  that  by  the  end  of  that  time  we 
are  in  such  a  hilarious  state  that  we  are 
ready  to  laugh  at  anything  ;  then  with 
a  wave  of  the  hand  he  produces  his 
egg,  and  behold,  we  are  rolling  off  our 
scats  in  a  paroxysm  of  mirth.  All  the 
best  knockabout  business,  too,  is  kept 
back  until  we  are  ready  for  it  ;  and  it 
takes  a  master  of  stage-craft  to  recognise 
just  that  moment  when  one  is  prepared 
to  laugh  at  an  involuntary  collision 
between  two  of  the  performers.  Hut  f 
had  one  disappointment.  \Yhen  the 
curtain  fell  on  the  Second  Act  I  giggled 
to  myself,  "What  an  artist!  He's 
keeping  the  soda-water  syphon  business 
for  the  last  Act!  There's  restraint!" 
And  all  through  the  Third  Act  I  was 
bubbling  over  with  laughter  .  .  .  ever  on 
the  verge  of  that  one  final  roar  with  which 
I  would  greet,  the  soda  .  .  .  tee-hee-hee- 
hee-hee  .  .  .  the  s-soda  .  .  .  tee-hee  .  .  . 
And  then  lie  went  and  forgot  it! 
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T.a<ly  (to  apjdtcant  for  post  oj  caretaker).  "  AND  TOOB  NAME?  " 

Applicant.  "MRS.  'EDGE,  PLEASE,  MA'AM.     SPELT  WITH  A  HAITI-IT,  SAME  AS  THE  'EDGES  OUTSIDE!" 


If  I  am  feeling  a  little  bitt  T  against 
Mr.  CAHTON,  it  is  not  because  of  the  egg 
or  the  knockabout  business,  but  because 


he 


us  the  terrible  old  joke  about 


THE   HIGHER   HEDONISM. 
[A  daily  paper  Higlis  for  the  days  when  the 
rarity  of  the  bath  lifted  it  to  the  rank  of  a  cere- 


"  principle  "  and  "interest."  "  One  must   "***>  j"  whicl!  ?ne  w 
i  v  i      it     i  room    by  musicians,  and 

draw    the    line    somewhere,   and    Mr.  1  1;crfuin/d  with  flowe;g  } 

should  have  drawn  it  there.     But! 


to  the  bath- 
served   with   water 


at  the  same  time  he  really  has  written 
an  immensely  amusing  farce,  to  which 
full  justice  is  done  by  the  players. 
Indeed  it  could  hardly  help  being  funny. 


Mr. 

<•**  «f 

Hat   i  if  his  junior  partner,  Mr. 
while  he  attends  the  bedside  of  a 


running   away  with    the 
plants  her  in  the 


. 
dying 


relative,     lie   is  unexpectedly  detained, 


and  in  nmsr<|iience  Lu<///  Itnthmere  is 
left  on  'Mr.  /')•(•(•(/;/'.•.•  hands  for  twenty-four 
hours.  The  latter  is  a  nervous  little 
man  who  has  just  become  engaged 
to  a  solicitor's  daughter.  Mr.  '\Y 
<  >K<  SSMMH  is  Mi:  /'nv..'//.  and  Miss 
[OS  the  <'ou  ii/,-.s-x  ;  the  rest.  I  think. 
may  be  imagined.  But  perhaps  I 
should  add  that  Mr.  A.  Y  \\K-TF.MrEST 
is,  as  usual,  perfectly  delightful  in  an 
unfortunately  small  part.  M.  • 


I  JOVE  the  dear,  dead  days  of  old, 

Of  which  historians  declare 
The  knights  were  usually  bold, 

And  baths  so  generally  rare 
That  their  occurrence  roused  in  some 
A  joyful  tendency  to  strum. 

For  then,  when  rumour  ran  around 
That  bathing  pleased  the  baron's  views, 

Forthwith  the  solemn  sackbut's  sound 
Acclaimed  the  interesting  news. 

And     pipes    (which    never    knew    the 
"  main") 

Assisted  with  a  glad  refrain. 

For  him  the  festive  cymbals  beat, 
For  him  with  frequent  rub-a-dub 

Appropriate  kettle-drums  would  greet 
The  boiling  water  for  his  tub  ; 

And,  if  a  troubadour  appeared, 

His  services  were  commandeered. 


But  now,  when,  mindful  of  my  bath, 
Reluctantly  from  bed  I  slip, 

No  minstrels  (lock  around  my  path, 
Nor  does  my  customary  dip 

Provoke  a  solitary  toot 

From  anybody's  jocund  flute. 

But  all  is  still.    To  me  belongs 
No  kind  of  minstrelsy  at  all, 

Save  when  1  warble  comic  songs 
Imported  from  the  music-hall, 

And  even  these  are  marred  by  rude 

Complainings  from  the  neighbourhood. 

Vet.  after  all,  complaint  is  vain. 

For,  though  our  melodies  be  less, 
The  world  has  now  contrived  to  gain 

A  compensating  cleanliness, 
And  baths  and  bath-rooms  are  for  us 
Enjoyably  ubiquitous. 

Though  it  is  true  the  cheap  supplies 
Vouchsafed  us  by  a  Water  Board 

Do  not  incite  our  friends  to  rise 
And  hammer  on  a  harpsichord, 

Regret  seems  really  rather  wrong, 

For  soap  ha-  -led  song. 
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OUR    BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By  Mr.  Punch's  Staff  of  Learned  Clerks.) 

MB.  ORME  AGNUS  did  a  bold  thing  in  staking  out  his  literary 
claim  in  the  very  heart  of  the  country  that  owes  allegiance  to 
the  old  lion  of  Dorchester ;  but  he  has  long  since  proved 
himself  worthy  even  of  the  associations  of  Wessex.  In  Sarah 
Tuition's  Lovers  (WARD,  LOCK)  he  has  continued  the  story  of 
his  best-known  heroine  so  pleasantly  that  she  will  now  have 
more  lovers  than  ever.  The  book  is  a  comedy  of  courtships, 
interspersed  with  happy  little  sketches  of  Dorset  life ;  aud, 
though  inanimate  Nature  does  not  play  quite  the  same  part 
in  Mr.  AGNUS'S  writings  as  in  those  of  his  greater  neighbour, 
still,  for  one  who  loves  Purbeck  as  well  as  I  do,  the  sugges- 
tion of  that  wonderful  landscape  in  the  background,  its  great 
skies  and  brown  heaths,  gives  to  a  delightful  novel  by  no 


A  clever  book  of  an  unusual  kind  is  TIic  Valley  of  Shadows 
(CONSTABLE),  in  which  Mr.  FRANCIS  GRIERSON  has  told  with 
wonderfid  charm  his  early  memories  of  Illinois  in  the 
days  immediately  preceding  the  Civil  War,  when  ABRAHAM 
LINCOLN  was  a  candidate  for  the  Presidency  and  the  whole 
land  was  troubled  with  the  expectation  of  coming  change. 
In  a  series  of  vivid  personal  impressions  Mr.  GRIEUSON  gives 
us  a  history  of  that  time  that  is  as  enthralling  as  any  romance. 
His  pictures  of  life  on  the  prairie,  or,  a  little  later,  in  St.  Louis 
itself,  are  things  of  real  beauty  and  power,  touched  with  just 
that  element  of  mysticism  that  might  be  expected  from  the 
writer's  other  work  and  adds  enormously  to  his  value  as 
the  critic  of  an  extraordinary  epoch.  There  arc  chapters 
in  the  book — -"The  Camp  Meeting"  is  an  example  of  one 
kind,  "  The  Log  House  "  of  another — that  haunt  one  after- 
wards like  remembered  music,  or  like  passages  in  the  prose 
of  WALTER  PATKR,  to  which  indeed  there  is  much  in  Mr. 


means  its  least  charm.     To  Hoi  id  ay-Makers  Commencing  (as  j  GRIERSON'S   style  that  is  akin.      Yet   for  all   this  the  book 
the  advertisements  say)  my  advice  next  Whitsuntide  would  produces  no  effect  of  artifice ;  it  is  astir  with  lively  and 


certainly  be  to  purchase  at  Waterloo  Station  a  return  .ticket  vigorous  movement, 
to  Wareham  and  a  - 
copy  of  Sarali  Tui- 
tion's Lovers.  The 
journey  will  just 
carry  you  nicely 
through  the  book. 
At  Winchester  the 
parson  and  the  old 
squire  will  have 
had  their  dismissal ; 
before  Bourne- 
mouth you  will 
know  the  true 
character  of  Os/ ro- 
more  and  what 
Sarah  did  when 
she  discovered  it ; 
and,  if  the  ending 
leaves  you  a  little 
sad,  by  that  time 
the  tower  of  Corfe 
and  the  great  hills 
will  be  on  the  hori- 
zon to  console  you, 
and  you  will  be 
that  glorious 


To  sum  up,  truth,  though  often  stranger 
—  -.than  fiction,  is  al- 
most always  duller ; 
Mr.    GIUERSON 
accomplished 


NEVER  LEND  YOUR   CAR   WITHOUT  YOUR   CHAUFFEUR. 
Borroicer  (meeting  ou-ner  of  car).  "  ONLY  ONE  MORE  LOAD,  OLD  nov  !  Do  IT  IN  six  EASY — WHAT  ? 


has 
the 

rare  feat  of  making 
it  more  interesting. 


country  to  which  Mr.  O«ME  AGNUS  has  given  yet  another  j  home  to  the  child, 
literary  snark. 


To  this  end 


In  a  brief  busi- 
ness-like preface  to 
The  Press  Album, 
published  by  Mr. 
MURRAY  in  aid  of 
the  Journalists'  Or- 
phan Fund,  Mr. 
HARRY  LAWSON  ex- 
plains that  every 
penny  contributed 
is  devoted  to  the 
keep  and  education 
of  the  orphans. 
No  money  is  wasted 
on  bricks  and  mor- 
tar :  the  principle 
laid  down  is  that 
of  saving  the  child 
to  its  home  and. its 
The  Press  Album  has  been 


compiled  under  the  unwearying  and  able  editorship  of  Mr. 
THOMAS  CATLING.     Congratulations  are  due   to  him,  to  the 


I  am  afraid  that  I  am  not  a  hall-marked  Englishman.     I  j  Fund,  and    to   the   public  who  have  the  opportunity,  by 
luint  just  as  often  as  I  take  a  bath  without  the  chill  off,  which  j  the    expenditure    of    half-a-crown,    of    possessing   a    hand- 


is  never.  But,  if  I  know  a  hunter  from  a  cab-horse  and 
Leicestershire  from  Leicester  Square,  TlieStraic  (HrrcmxsoN), 
by  11.  RAMSAY,  can  give  the  ordinary  hunting-novel  several 


some  volume  containing  rich  variety  of  contributions  from 
masters  of  the  sister  crafts  of  Literature  and  Art.  To  select 
for  special  notice  particular  contributions  would  be  as  diffi- 


fields  and  a  beating.  It  is  Ixjicestershire  to  the  life,  and  it  cult  as  it  would  be  invidious ;  nor  can  I  gratify  the  impulse 
has  in  it  as  pretty  a  love-story  and  as  thrilling  a  point-to-  to  quote  in  full  a  catalogue  of  names  and  subjects  extending 
point  and  as  mysterious  a  murder  as  the  heart  of  man  or  over  seven  pages.  Space  forbids.  As  alternative  the  reader 
Jack  Mytton  or  Sherlock  Holmes  could  desire.  And  these  |  is  invited  to  plank  down  his  half-crown  and  call  the  book  his 
are  only  some  of  its  good  points.  If  ever  I  am  overtaken  by  |own.  The  coin,  like  the  poet's  bedstead,  will  serve  a  double 
my  past  and  overwhelmed  by  my  debts  1  shall  be  a  lucky  j  debt  to  pay.  The  buyer  will  get  five  shilliugs'-worth  for  his 
man  if  I  find  a  "straw"  as  charming  as  Judy  Stcicart  to  money,  and  an  excellent  charity  will  be  richer  by  half-a-crown. 

catch  at.     Poor  Judy  /     For  her  own  sweet  sake  as  well  

as    from    a    sentimental     affection     (on     Mr.    Punch's     ac- 
count) for  the   honoured   name  which   she   bears  I  rejoice  i 


to    think    that    in    the    end   she   reached   the    sun-kissed 


"  '  Mothers  are  the  only  animals  who  do  not  bring  up  their  young 
i  by  instinct ;  they  have  always  to  be  taught,'  said  one  of  the  candidates 
haven  of  peaceful  love.  And,  as  straws  show  which  way  i  for  appointi.ient  as  lady  house  visitor  at  last  night's  meeting  of  Batter- 
tlie  wind  blows,  I  don't  think  I  am  far  wrong  in  guessing,  |  spa  Borough  Council."— !•«)/«/  Mail. 

from  many  feminine  touches  in  11.  RAMSAY'S  book,  that  the  |  Yet  one  has  known  cows  and  cats,  to  take  two  simple 
hand  which  held  the  tiller  is  a  woman's.  Besides,  I  happen  j  instances,  who,  without  any  apparent  tuition,  have  made 
to  know.  admirable  mothers. 
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CHARIVARIA. 

KIKC  MAM ii. i,  of  Portugal  has  l>een 
appointed  a  Knight  of  the  Order  of  the 
Klephant.  Tliis  Order,  we  understand, 
gives  young  sovereigns  the  right  to  free 
rides  on  elephants  in  all  the  Continental 
Zoos.  *  * 

Ex-President  ( '\sTito  is  apparently  tir- 
ing of  unpopularity,  and  is  determined 
to  make  himself  Moved  and  admired. 
He  made  his  entry  into  Paris  in  a  smart 
brown  suit,  an  embroidered  smoking- 


sahries 
judges. 


which  are  at   present  paid  to 


V 


velvet 


The  punishment  inflicted  on  the 
Suffragettes  who  chained  themselves  to 
statues  in  St.  Stephen's  Hall  lust  week 
savours  somewhat  of  inhumanity.  The 
police  took  no  proceedings  against  them. 

It  is  proposed  to  build  a  new  home 
for  the  Royal  Geographical  Society.  It 
has  been  suggested  that  an  appropriate 
structure  would  be  one  on  the  lines  of 
the  huge  "  rabbit  warrens  "  which  are 


in  the  event  of  her  hopes   not    being 
fulfilled,  she  would  care  to  adopt  him. 

V 

We  understand  that  since  the  Budget 
announcement  Mr.  LU>YI>-GKOI«;I  ha.-, 
been  the  recipient  of  innumerable  motor- 
cars, presented  by  his  dearest  motoring 


enemies. 


V 


slippers. 


Mr.  IJoosKYKi.r,  on  reach- 
ing British  Kast  Africa, 
rode  ninety  miles  on  a 
cow-catcher,  but  caught 

nothing.     Absit  omen  ! 

*  * 

The  First  I/ml  of  the 
Admiralty  has  informed  an 
anxious  inquirer  that  then1 
is  not  a  single  dry  dock 
on  our  Ivist  coast  which  a 
damaged  Ih'railnomjlit.  could 
enter  if,  from  any  cause,  she 
were  drawing  more  water 
than  usual.  There  were, 
he  added,  five  (locks  in 
Germany  with  the  requisite 
capacity.  In  time  of  war 
our  Dreadnoughts,  we  un- 
derstand, would  find  a  hearty 
welcome  in  these  quarters. 

V 

Twenty-four  postal  orders 
for  U  have,  it  is  announced, 
been  received  by  the  Ac- 
oountant  -  General,  marked 
"  For  the  Admiralty."  It 
seen  is  almost  incredible  that, 
after  this,  the  Government 
should  still  be  hesitating 
about  those  additional 


'"IV  Treasury,"  says 
The  Diiil  i/  (Hironiclc,  "is  to 
be  congratulated  on  res- 


Occ.  ftanlfiirr.   "I'M    AFRAID  THK   URASM  PLOT  HAS  (;or  A  ntr  on  UK 
"AND,  SIB.    Tins  MOWER  WON'T  BK  MUCH  GOOD  FOB  IT." 

Mr.  '1'iiirnlci/.  "  I'M     THAT'S  A  PITT.     WK'VK  GOT  SOMK  PEOPLK  COMING 

TO-MORROW.      OH   WELL,  TO  SMARTEN    IT   UP   A   BIT,  JUST   PART   IT   DOWN  TUB 
MIDDLE." 


Judge  WILLIS,  of  Sotithwark  County 
Court,  celebrated  his  seventy  -fourth 
birthday  last  week.  This  statement  "ill 
surprise  many  persons  who  imagined, 
from  his  remarks  as  published  from 
time  to  time  in  the  press, 
that  His  Honour  was  much 
younger.  «  * 


Protests  continue  to  be 
made  against  ships  of  the 
Royal  Navy  being  manned 
by  skeleton  crews.  lie- 
fenders  of  the  system  de- 
clare, however,  that  this 
does  not  mean  impaired  effi- 
ciency, and  point  to  the 
example  of  the  fastest  vessel 
afloat,  namely  The  Flying 
Dutchman,  which  has  always 
been  worked  by  skeleton 
sailors,  except  in  opera. 

Answer  to  Suppositions. 

"Mr.  ISAACS  :  Supposing  the 
person  who  wrote  the  article  and 
published  it  said  he  had  never 
heard  of  Uufus  Isaacs,  and  said 
that  he  did  not  know  there  was 
any  such  person  in  existence 

The  Jjiiiin  C'liiKK  JUSTICE: 
Nobody  would  believe  it." 

The  above  legal  opinion 
is  also  the  right  answer  to 
the  following  :  —  • 

Supposing  it  were  stated 
that  Mr.  HARRY  LM;I>F.H'S  most 
popular  songs  were  the  joint 
work  of  the  Duke  of  AUCYU. 
and  Mr.  ANDREW  LAW;  '< 

Supposing  it  were  an- 
nounced that  Lord  WIM  IK- 
TON  is  seeking  a  purchaser 
for  his  trouser-press  ? 


cuing  the  very  much  neglected  but  ap- 'springing  up   in   the   City,  and   where!      Supposing  it  were  reported  that   Mr. 

'only  practised  explorers  can  find  their  j  ROOSKVDLT,  during  an  okapi-hunt,  had 
way  about. 


propriate  word  'outgo 'or.  the  heading 
of  a  White  Paper  just  issued  on  the 
subject,  'of  '  National  Income  and 
Outgo.'"  Wo  are  a  little  surprised 
that  a  Liberal  organ  should  dwell  on  the 
merits  of  this  word  in  connection  with 
the  present  Government. 
*  * 

At  the  annual  meeting  of  the  Bar 
held  last  week  the  creation  of  additional 
judges  was  declared  to  be  "an  impera- 
tive necessity."  Moreover,  there  is,  we 
understand,  no  great  financial  difh'cnlty 
in  the  way,  for  there  arc  any  number  of 
members  of  the  Junior  Bar" who  would 
be  willing  to  accept  the  posts  at  half  the 


V 

The  Massachusetts  State  Legislature 
has  passed  a  Hill  making  it  compulsory 
for  proprietors  of  liquor  saloons  to  post 
up  photographs  of  all  the  men  in  their 
neighbourhood  who  are  known  to  be 
excessive  drinkers.  A  false  report  to 
(lie  effect  that  the  portraits  were  to  be 
coloured  caused  a  sharp  rise  in  the  price 
of  carmine  paint. 

* 

The  latest  rumour  about  Anmir.  HA\IH> 
is  to  the  rlToct  that  he  wrote  to  Queen 
Wii.m-LMiK.v  of  Holland,  asking  whether, 


dropped  his  gun  and  made  a  bolt  for  it, 
calling  loudly  on  KF.RMIT  for  aid? 

Supposing  Mr.  CHEtrrKitTON  presented 
himself  at  the  door  of  the  National 
Sporting  Club  and  claimed  to  be  ad- 
mitted on  the  ground  that  he  was  the 
amateur  light-weight  champion  of  New 
South  Wales  ? 


'•Tin-  plaintiff  nml  the  defendant  were  out 
with  a  pheasant  shooting  party,  in  September 
last,  nn'l  the  lattrr's  RUM  went  off  and  shot  the 

phiintilT."     '/'/«•'. '.' 

Which    .-.hows    the    danger    of     going 

pheasant  sli'ioting  in  the  close  season. 
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BEAUTY   IN    THE    MAKING. 

[An  esteemed  contemporary  lias  made  the  authoriUvtive  statement 
liat  "  no  woman  has  completely  reached  the  zenith  of  her  eliarms  until 
she  has  suffered,  nor  a  man  until  he  has  had  disappointment.''] 

THE  papers  said  the  usual  things, 

Mentioned  the  bride's  unearthly  grace, 
Her  angel  figure  (less  the  wings), 

Her  trousseau  trimmed  with  costly  lace ; 
Told  how  the  bridesmaids'  heads  were  tired, 

And  what  the  midget  page  was  wearing, 
And  found  the  gallant  much  admired 

For  manly  build  and  muriial  bearing. 

Well,  I  was  also  there  and  felt 

That,  if  I  had  to  tell  the  (ale, 
A  plainer  couple  never  knelt 

At  the  marital  altar-rail; 
She  might  be  good  and  he  be  brave, 

But  nothing  surely  could  be  sorrier 
Than  the  design  which  Nature  gave 

To  both  their  faces — bride  and  warrior. 

So  they  were  wed,  this  "  happy  pair  ;  " 

But  scarce  the  honied  moon  had  waned 
When  discord,  darkening  all  the  air. 

Got  their  relations  rudely  strained  ; 
Another  month— and  (oh,  how  sad  !) 

They  parted,  miserable  creatures, 
Each  sore  b?cause  the  other  had 

A  simply  rotten  set  of  features. 

On  rolled  the  earth,  till  both  were  fain 

To  fix  the  breach  and  have  recourse 
To  where  they  turn  one  flesh  to  twain 

By  Separation  (or  Divorce) ; 
And  I,  the  loyal  fellow  who 

Assisted  at  the  earlier  function, 
Turned  up  to  see  the  business  through, 

And  watch  their  secular  disjunction. 

A  feather  might  have  knocked  me  flat ! 

What  mystic  power  had  wrought  the  spell? 
A  fairer  couple  never  snt 

Among  the  wigs  within  the  well ! 
Then  I  recalled  how  beauty's  glow 

Will  thus  occur  as  though  by  magic 
When  men  have  had  a  horrid  blow 

And  women  sampled  something  tragic. 

A  most  affecting  scene  ensued. 

The  sight  of  such  amazing  charms 
Moved  them  to  drop  their  bitter  feud 

And  fall  inside  each  other's  arms. 
Tough  Counsel  melted  who  had  seen 

Whole  stacks  of  married  pairs  miniated, 
And  through  the  lids  of  BAIKIHAYE  DEANE 

The  stealthy  tear-drop  percolated. 


0.  S. 


Budget    Note. 

The  rebate  of  £10  per  child  on  small  earned  incomes 
works  out  at  7s.  0<Z.  per  annum — the  price  of  a  dog-licence. 
Consequently  the  little  boy  who,  on  being  asked  whether  he 
would  like  a  baby  sister,  said  he  would  rather  have  a  fox- 
terrier,  will  now  l)e  able  to  have  both. 


The  description  under  a  photograph,  in  The  Daily  Mirror, 
of  the  First  Sea  Lord  runs  : — "  Admiral  Sir  John  Fishei 
(near  the  cart)."  Not,  as  Mr.  MAXSE  would  like,  "  Admiral 
Sir  John  Fisher  (in  the  cart)." 


CROSS-EXAMINATIONS   FOR  THE   HOME; 

OR,  Lrrru:  Airmen's  ROAD  TO  KNOWLEDGE. 
(I Attic  Arthur,  aged  12  ;  Papa,  aged  48.) 

lAtllc  Arthur.  Papa,  may  I  talk  to  you  about  Sunday  ? 

Papa.  Sunday  ?  Of  course  you  may.  But  I  'm  afraid  we 
can't  alter  our  arrangements. 

L.  A.  What  arrangements,  Papa? 

Papa.  Well,  you  know,  Mr.  Blinkenstein  and  I  are  to  play 
i  round  of  golf  in  the  morning  at  Wexley  Heath,  and  you're 
o  carry  my  clubs  for  me;  and  then  we're  coining  home  to 
unch — your  mother's  asked  some  friends  to  it — and  if  it's  a 
ine  day  we  're  to  go  out  in  the  motor  in  the  afternoon  ;  and 
,hcn  there'll  be  tea,  and  then  dinner;  and  then  most  of 
,hem  will  be  getting  back  to  London  by  train.  It's  all 
jretty  well  settled.  I  don't  see  how  we  can  alter  the 
irrangements. 

L.-A.  No,  Papa,  I  don't  mean  that.     I  don't  want  to  talk 
ibout  this  next  Sunday  particularly.      I  want   to  know  if 
?ou  're  sure  it 's  quite  right  for  us  to  go  on  in  the  way  we  're 
;oing  on  Sundays. 

Papa.  0-ho !  Somebody 's  been  putting  Sabbatarian 
notions  into  your  head.  You  '11  be  telling  me  next  I  mustn't 
whistle  on  Sunday. 

L.  A.  Oh  no,  Papa,  I  shouldn't  think  of  that.  I  'in  sure 
f  you  would  really  like  to  whistle  on  Sunday  I  should  like  to 
isten  to  you.  But,  Papa  ! 

Papa.  Yes,  what  is  it  ?     Cut  it  short  now. 

L.  A.  Yes,  Papa,  I'll  try.  What  does  "Sabbatarian" 
nean  ? 

Papa.  Well,  ah — um — it's  not  very  easy  to  explain. 

L.  A.  But,  Papa,  you  used  the  word  just  now,  you  know. 
You  said  somebody  had  been  putting  Sabbatarian  notions 
into  my  head,  didn't  you  ? 

Papa-.  Oh,  well,  when  people  have  exaggerated  notions 
about  Sunday  and  think  one  oughtn't  to  do  anything  at  all 
on  a  Sunday,  why,  we  call  them  Sabbatarians. 

L.  A.  Then  Mr.  Harding  the  vicar  and  John  the  butler 
:vre  Sabbatarians.  I  've  heard  Mr.  Harding  preach  about  it. 
He  said  the  modern  fashionable  crazes  for  playing  golf  and 
rushing  about  the  country  in  motor-cars  on  Sundays  were 
destroying  the  good  old  observance  of  the  day  of  rest ;  and 
John  said  last  Monday  he  was  so  run  off  his  legs  with  one 
thing  and  another  every  Sunday  he  didn't  have  half  a  minute 
to  himself,  and  he  knew  it  was  killing  him. 

I'upa.  You  mustn't  listen  to  what  John  fays.  Besides,  he 
had  no  business  to  talk  to  you  like  that. 

L.  A.  No,  Papa,  perhaps  not.  And  he  said  a  lot  more 
about  being  a  negro  slave,  and  getting  ordered  about  like 
cattle,  and  oughtn't  he  to  have  a  bit  of  his  Sunday  to  him- 
self, like  other  people?  I'm  afraid  he's  a  Sabbatarian, 
Papa. 

Papa.  Well,  well,  we  won't  talk  about  John. 

L.  A.  No,  Papa.  And  if  you  don't  like  Sabbatarians, 
Papa,  1  'm  sure  I  don't  want  to  be  one. 

Papa.  That's  right,  my  boy. 

Jj.  A.  But  then,  I  suppose  you  think  we  ought  all  to  work 
on  Sundays,  and  do  anything  we  like  and  make  other  people 
work. 

Papa.  I  never  said  that. 

L.  A.  But,  Papa,  Sabbatarians  are  the  people  who  say  we 

mustn't  do  these  things,  and  so  if  you  dislike  Sabbatarians 

you  must  want  to  do  the  things  the  Sabbatarians  don't  want. 

Papa.  Now  don't  you  catch  me  up  like  that,  my  boy.    It 's 

not  respectful.     Besides,  I  never  thought  anything  of  the  sort. 

L.  A.  Didn't   you,   Papa?     But  you   said   it,  you  know. 

Oughtn't  we  to  work  on  Sundays,  then,  Papa? 

Papa.  No,  you  know  we  're  told  not  to.  But  I  don't  call 
igolf  work.  It's  mere  play. 


IM'NCil,   OR   TIIK    1.0NIMIX    CIIAIMVAUI.     Mn   5,   l'.K>!l. 


THE  BREAKING  OF  THE  CHARM. 

The  Mi'i'i'uKj  ll-tiuiy       .....    OXFORD  r\ivr.ii-mr. 

The  Fairij  Priiic'- LOUD  CrRZOH. 

THE  C.iA>:cELi/)R.(a/to-  tvadlng  aloud  his  "  Memorandum  "j?  "  AWAKE !  '  ADORABLE   PKF/AME 
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Mrs.  niillyin-lhunilermrre  (<hl\,jl>tcd  to  find  herself  chatting  with  a  Countens).  "  HATS  AREN'T  PRKTTT  JUST  NOW,  AUK  THET  ?     AND  REALLT 
1  THINK  AIIOUUETTK'S  AUK  TIIK  CCJUKST  or  ALL.    I  WAS  THERE  TO-DAT  AND  POSITIVELY  COULDN'T  airs  AM  OKHER.     Ktni  HAT  TIIET  SHOWED  HR 

WAS   MODK   rmaUTrUL  TIUN   THE   LAST." 

The  (\innlf  •>».  "  So  soiiBY  WE  COULDN'T  PLEASE  TOO.    AMOURETTE'S  is  A  LITTLE  VENTURE  or  MINE,  TOD  KNOW." 


•J,.  A .  But  carrying  clubs  isn't  play  for  me,  Papa.  Ought 
I  to  carry  clubs? 

/'n;>a.  Well,  yo:i  're  going  to,  anyhow. 

L.  A.  Yes,  Papa,  I  suppose  I  am  ;  but  I  'm  afraid  it  '11  be 
very  wrong  of  me.  And  then  there's  John,  and  the  coik 
and  ttie  other  servants.  And,  oh,  Papa,  there's  the  railway 
and  the  chauffeur,  and  all  the  rest  of  them.  And  you  know 
you  're  n<»t  uoing  to  church,  Pupa. 

1'nfxi.   What  ilo  you  mean,  you  young 

I..  A.  I'm  sorry,  Papa,  if  1  've  hurt  your  feelings.  I 
didn't  mean  to.  But  Mr.  Harding  said  that  if  people  only 
had  the  grace  to  attend  divine  service  it  might  be 
different — 

l\ij>a.  Well,  your  mother's  going,  and  Mabel. 

L.  A.  Yes,  Papa,  that's  just  what  Mr.  Harding  said.  Ho 
said  men  thought  llieir  duty  was  done  when  they  had  allowed 
tho.  women  of  the  family  to  go  to  church  ;  but  he  said  they 
were  quite  wri'iii;  about  that.  They  ought  to  go  themselves. 

/'ii;*i.  Now,  look  here.  I  want  to  tell  you  once  for  all,  it's 
no  use  your  trying  to  fling  quotations  from  Mr.  Harding  at 
my  head  just  to  Imlly  me  ye-;,  Imlly  me.  I  'm  quite  com- 
petent to  decide  these  matters  for  myself. 

//.  A.  Yes,  Papa,  I  'in  sure  you  are.  And  if  you  don't  like 
what  Mr.  Harding  says  in  his  sermons 

7'ci/vi.  l>on't  put  words  into  my  mouth. 

I..  A.  No,  Papa;  hut  you  said  I  \v,is  flinging  quotations 
from  Mr.  Harding  at  your  head  just  to  bully  you,  and  nobody 
likes  things  that  bully,  so  you  can't  like  what  Mr.  Harding 
says  in  his  sermons.  And  if  you  don't  like  the  sermons  I 
quite  understand  why  you  don't  want  me  to  go  to  church. 


Papa.  Who  said  I  didn't  want  you  to  go  to  church? 

L.  A.  Well,  Papa,  you  're  going  to  take  me  to  carry  your 
clubs  on  Sunday  morning,  so  I  shan't  get  to  church.  And 
there  's  John — he  can't  get  to  church ;  and  the  women 
servants.  But  anyhow,  it's  jolly  to  think  we're  not  Sab- 
batarians, Papa.  That  would  be  awful,  wouldn't  it? 

Papa.  You  'd  better  Uddleoff  and  attend  to  your  postage- 
stamp  album. 

L.  A.  Oh,  there 's  plenty  of  time  for  that. 

Papa.  No  timo  like  the  present.     Off  you  go. 

L.  A.  I  could  do  it  on  Sunday,  Papa. 

Papa.  No,  you  '11  do  it  now.  1  Ye  told  you  fifty  times  I 
won't  have  you  sticking  in  stamps  on  Sundays. 

A  Pleasant  Emendation. 

"  Mr.  Jack  Pease,  the  Chief  Ministerial  Whip,  recommended  the  Bill 
in  one  of  his  rare  appearances  as  an  orator,  for  his  voice  is  as  seldom 
heard  in  the  land  as  that  of  the  tortoise." — tlanelittltr  Courier. 

Only  th»se  who  have  heard  the  tortoise  singing  to  its  mate 
in  the  gloaming,  or  barking  angrily  at  the  sight  of  a  side- 
comb,  will  appreciate  the  pathos  of  this. 

"  The  outside  of  her  garments  were  of  lawn. 
The  lining  purple  silk  .  .  .  h<-r  wide  sleeves  green." 

Mnrtvirf'f  "  Hero  and  Isander." 

HKRO  must  have  been  one  of  the  earliest  memlicrs  of  the 
Woman's  Social  and  Political  Union. 


Diffidence. 
"  Piano,  make  nice  sideboard." — The  Feathered  World. 
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AT   THE    PLAY. 

"  COLONEL  SMITH." 

IN  the  intervals  of  those  cricket  matches 
at  which  Mr.  MASON  and  myself,  have 
from  time  to  time  assisted  (in  the  French 
sense)  I  cannot  remember  that  the  sub- 
ject of  Dramatic  Irony  was  ever  under 


discussion.      Our 
BARUIE,  would,  I 


caplain,  Mr.  J.  M. 
am  sure,  have  dis- 
couraged the  topic  as  tending  to  divert 
our  intelligence  from  the  main  purpose. 
But  Mr.  MASON  should  know,  without 
need  of  reminder,  that  the  sport  of 
SOPIIOCU-:S  makes  this  demand  in  common 
with  the  more  difficult  game  of 
cricket—  that,  if  you  play  it  at  all, 
you  must  keep  the  rules.  Now 
when  Cclia  Faraday  takes  the 
audience  and  one  of  her  sisters  into 
her  confidence  and  gives  them  to 
understand  that  Colonel  Smith  is,  to 
the  best  of  her  knowledge,  a  mere 
figment  of  the  imagination,  the 
author  should  have  remembered 
that  the  other  actors,  not  being  in 
the  secret,  were  bound  to  receive 
the  report  of  that  gallant  officer's 
death  with  a  due  decorum  and 
sense  of  affliction.  "Instead  of 
which,"  they  treated  the  announce- 
ment with  a  dreadful  and  even  re- 
volting frivolity.  The  result  of  this 
behaviour  was  to  change  the  whole 
character  of  the  play.  What  had 
promised  to  be  a  phantastic  comedy 
was  reduced  to  the  level  of  farce. 
Criticism  modified  its  focus,  and  we 
felt  that  we  had  been  cheated  all 
this  while  of  the  irresponsible  and 
knockabout  merriment  to  which  we 
had  a  justclaim.  Spasmodic  humour, 
however  attractive,  could  not  content 
us  ;  if  it  was  to  be  farce,  we  must 
have  the  kind  of  fun  that  rollicks 
breathlessly;  and  Mr.  MASON  did 
not  give  us  nearly  enough  to  go 
round. 

The  scheme  of  the  play  was  suffi- 
ciently fresh.  This  idea  of  a  neg- 
lected girl  trying  to  give  herself 
value  by  pretending  to  be  engaged 
to  an  imaginary  soldier  in  Somali- 


MASON  for  having  broken  up  the  Thief 
series  of  plays  which  threatened  to  become 
a  permanent  feature  of  the  8t.  James's. 
And  it  was  delightful  a't  last  to  see  Miss 
IRENE  VANBRUGII  in  a  character  which  she 
could  play  with  a  light  heart  and  no 
fear  of  being  lectured  portentously  for 
her  deceit.  In  the  letter  scene  she  was 
fascinating ;  and  always  her  facial  play 
and  gestures  were  extraordinarily  clever 
and  illuminating. 

Mr.  ALEXANDER  will  probably  differ 
from  me  when  I  venture  to  think  that 
he  was  more  in  his  true  element  than 
he  has  been  in  any  new  play  for  several 


about  the  seat  that  Mr.  MASON  is  to  vacate  ? 
Would  it  not  be  a  sporting  proposi- 
tion if  the  retiring  Member  revived  a 
"  Coventry-play  "  for  the  retiring  actor  ? 

0.  S. 


Miss  i'Aiuim'.s  FOLLOWERS. 

Celia  Vurailatj      ....  Miss  TIIF.XK 

Colonel  Smith MR.  (!KOROE  ALEXANDER. 

(/H  the  background,  left  to  r'ujJtt.) 
Tiubcrl  Turret:       ,  MR.  KVEI.YN  BEKKBOIIM. 

Janii'K  Ihili'lijh        .     .    .     .Mil.  KIINKST  TIIESIDKU. 
Admiral  Gricc        ....  MH.  WILLIAM  KAHIIKN. 


land  (who  happened  to  exist  in  the  flesh) 
might  have  made  excellent  stuff  for  a 
much  shorter  play.  But  Mr. 
has  beaten  out  his  bar  of  gold  too  thin. 
Those  excellent  young  actors,  Mr.  KKNEST 
Tiir.si<.Ku  and  Mr.  Itir.iNALD  OWEN,  who 
were  introduced  in  order  to  mark  the 
enhanced  value  of  Cclla  Puriiila;/  stock, 
were  themselves  a  very  poor  drug  in 
the  market;  Mr.  WILLIAM  FAIIRKN  had 
very  little  chance,  except  with  the 
obituary  notice ;  and  there  was  also  a 
superfluous  sister  in  the  shape  of  Miss 
LYIMA  BII.HUOOKE,  though  I  should  have 
been  sorry  to  miss  her  pretty  face  and 
hair. 

Still,  our  best  gratitude  is  due  to  Mr. 


years.  Towards  the  end  he  had  too 
much  talking  to  do,  but  his  military 
moustache  (a  great  accession  to  his 
charms)  carried  everything  off,  and 
went  extremely  well  with  the  crease  of 
his  trousers. 

The  look  of  the  stalls  on  the  fourth 
night  made  me'  fear  for  the  success  of 
the  play  ;  and  it  may  be  that  the 
announcement  of  Colonel  Smith's  de- 
cease will  be  in  the  papers  before  the 
summer  comes.  I  sincerely  hope  that 
the  report  will  once  again  be  false,  for 
the  play  has  many  engaging  qualities. 

One  hears,  by  the  way,  a  rumour  that 
Mr.  ALEXANDER  proposes  to  stand  for 
Parliament.  If  this  is  a  true  libel,  what 


DIARY  OF  THE   NEAR    EAST. 

[Being  :\  brief  resume  of  impressions  received 
from  the  various  Own  and  Sj  eoinl  Cum_- 
gpondents  of  a  well-informed  Press.] 

April  12. — Balkan  question  practically 
settled  as  far  as  Turkey  is  concerned. 
The  admirable  dignity  and  restraint 
exhibited  by  the  Committee  of  Union  and 
Progress,  who  were  established  by 
the  revolution  of  last  July,  is  the 
theme  of  general  admiration.  In 
the  course  of  Turkey's  regeneration 
practically  no  blood  has  been  shed, 
nor  will  be. 

April  13. — Mutiny  of  reactionary 
Ironps,  softas,  hodjas,  codjas,  etc., 
with  considerable  b!oo 'shed.  Com- 
mittee of  Union  and  Progress  dis- 
credited. Cabinet  dismissed. 

April  14. — ABDUL  HAMID gives  his 
blessing  to  the  mutineers  and  forms 
new  Cabinet.  His  position  firmer 
than  ever.  Where  is  your  Young 
Turkey  Party  now  ? 

April  15. — Your  Young  Turkey 
Party  in  Salonika  mutinies  against 
mutineers. 

April  1C. — Young  Turkey  Party 
mart-lies  on  Constantinople.  It  will 
tak  u  three  weeks  to  get  there.  A  UDI/L 
confident. 

April  17. — Advance  guard  of 
Young  Turkey  Party  at  the  gates 
of  Constantinople.  Perfect  order 
prevails  inside  the  city. 

April  18. — Main  body  of  Young 
Turkey  Party,  using  a  German  map, 
arrives  at  Sweet  Waters  of  Europe. 
Relieves  thirst. 

April  19. — Young  Turkey  Party 
draws  a  cordon  round  Constanti- 
nople. 

April  20. — Rf  actionaries  prepared 
to  submit.  ABDUL  prepared  for  any- 
thing. 

April  21. — Complete  understand- 
between  besieged  and  besiegers. 
Minister  sends  out  rations,  in- 


mg 
War 


eluding  Turkish  Delight,  to  the  army 
outside.  Fleet,  whose  loyalty  to  Con- 
stitution is  doubted,  to  sail  under  Sir 


DOUGLAS 
JEgean. 
April 


GAMBLE  for    exercise    in    the 
22. — Fleet    sails   without    Sir 


DOUGLAS  GAMBLE  in  no  particular  direc- 
tion. National  Assembly  decrees  de- 
position of  "ABDUL  THE  DAMNED"  by 
large  majority.  ABDUL'S  yacht  takes  in 
ammunition.  There  will  be  no  blood- 
shed. Only  the  leaders  of  the  reac- 
tionary party  will  receive  condign  punish- 
ment. 

Later. — Fleet,  whose  loyalty  to  Con- 
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"On!  LAUY  JANE,  you  MUST  TAKE  SUME  TICKETS  FOB  A  CiiARtrv  DYNCE  1  '11  HELPING  TO  GET  u? ' 

"Ann  WHAT'S  IT  FOR?" 

"  OH  !   EB— TOE— BE— INDIGENT  SOMETHING   OR   OTHER— AM)   THE    DuOHESS  IS  BRINGIHQ   A  PAUTT,  ASD  WE  *VE  GOT  TIIE  I'lNS  ALSATIAN    IlAM'  '.  " 

'•DELIGHTED,  I'M  SURE.    ONE'S  ALWAYS  nr\nr  TO  HELP  A'Rs.uxr  GOOD  CAUSE." 


stitution  is  now  admitted,  remains  where 
it  was. 

April  23. — AitDin.  THE  I!I,KSSKI>  to  be 
retained  on  the  throne  with  impaired 
powers.  There  will  _be  no  bloodshed. 
Moslem  Turks  have  never  been  known 
to"  shoot  at  one  another. 

/•'ire  iiiiniitcx  Inter. — Bloody  bombard- 
ment of  reactionary  barracks.  Amu 'i. 
escapes  tn  German  guardship. 

April 21. — Barracks surrender.  Aimui. 
a  prisoner  in  Yildiz  Kiosk.  Remained 
very  coc-l  and  collected  under  fire,  but 
will  be  executed  at  sunrise. 

April -..25.— Yildiz  empty,  except  for 
Ar.i'i  i.  and  a  few  firemen,  who  will  put 
him  out  if  necessary.  Aimn.  very  nervous, 
and  keeps  on  (rearing  the  Green  Mantle 
of  the  Prophet. 

Later. — Six  thousand  of  AHWL'S  body- 
guard discovered  in  hiding  in  Yildiz 
Kiosk.  They  escape  and  are  at  once 
captured  and  roped  together.  They  will 
be  flung  into  the  Itosphorus  at  sunrise. 

April  20. — Apart  from  the  execution 
of  10,000  reactionaries  there  will  be  no 
further  bloodshed. 


April  27.— An'  end  of  the  Caliphate. 
A  military  Dictator  to  be  appointed. 
ABHCL  to  be  executed  at  sunrise. 

Later.  Aimi'i.  to  be  deposed,  'but  will 
be  suffered  to  retain  his  head.  HKSIIAI> 
EFFKNDI  enthroned  as  Sultan  with  salute 
of  101  guns.  Perfect  order  continues 
to  reign  in  Constantinople  and  environs. 
Everybody  thoroughlypleased  with  every- 
body else. 

Isiter. — New  SULTAN  tells  an  English 
correspondent  how  particularly  fond  he 
is  of  England.  New  SULTAN  tells  a 
( ieriuan  correspondent  how  particularly 
fond  he  is  of  Germany. 

Will  Inter. — AUDI  i.  to  be  deported  to 
neighbouring  continent  of  Asia. 

Later  slill. —  Aimn.  will  not  change 
continents,  but  retire  to  adjacent  palace. 
His  liaivm  has  preceded  him  thither. 

Later  tluin  era: — Am>n.  will  leave  at 
1  a.m.  this  morning  by  m>  t"r  and  special 
train  for  Salonika,  accompanied  by 
eleven  ladies  of  the  harem.  Mr.  \Vu.i  i  \M 
WATSON  addresses  an  encouraging  letter 
to  the  new  Grand  Vizier. 

April   23. — Only  eight  ladies  of   the 


harem  accompanied  ABDUL.    The  other 
three  were  unavoidably  delayed.    Aw  i  ,'s 
last  words  were  as  follows  :— 
"  I  want  8, 

And  I  won't  wait." 

April  29. — EX-SULTAN  will  be  allowed 
to  live  out  his  days  in  peace  at  Salonika. 
April  30.— Ex-SuLTAN  to  be  tried  for 
his  life  at  sunrise. 


"  To-morrow  will  bo  the  birthday  anniver.-ary 
of  Carlwright,  inventor,  born  April  iM,  171.". 

"To-day  is  the  birthday  anniTereary  of 
Kilinund  t'arlwright,  iuventor,  bora  Itpril  -4, 
1748." 

Two  consecutive  paragraphs  in  The 
Xeictimtlr  Ihiilij  Chronicle,  showing  with 
what  celerity  the  northern  papers  correct 
even  their  smallest  misprint^. 


"The  health  of  'The  King'  was  submitted 
by  the  S|»-;ikcr,    who  iKvupird   tli  •    cliair.   and 
•  rdially  drunk."—  H'«rriii(//i>n  VuarJian. 

You  are  implored   not  to  overlook   the 

comma  after  "  chair." 
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TOBACCO  AND  OTHER  DUTIES. 

[TlteChuncellof  of  the  Exchequer  ham  n<j 

introduced    his    Budget    m   a   brill i<i it t 
speech,  the  usual  discussion  followed.] 

"  WELL,"  said  Henry,  "  what  do  you 
think  of  it?" 

"  Rotten,"  I  said.    "  I  mean  ripping," 
I  added  hastily.    "  What  I  really  mean," 
1  went  on,  as  I  gathered  courage,   "  ia 
that  it  is  the  bankruptcy  of  Free  Trade  ;  | 
it  mortgages  our  resources  up  to  the 
hilt;    it  plunders  the  middle  class;    it! 
destroys  all  confidence  in  the  future ;  it 
— er — it—         I  say,   why    are    things 
always  mortgaged  up   to   the   hilt?    I 
mean,  it 's  such  a.  silly  expression." 

"  You  've  been  reading  The  Daily 
Mail" 

"  I  have,"  I  confessed.  "  I  say,  Henry, 
do  tell  me.  Am  I  one  of  the  middle- 
class?" 

"  The  middle-class  is  the  class  below 
yourself  and  the  person  you  happen  to 
be  talking  to  at  the  time." 

"That's  you  and  me.  Well,  Henry, 
my  lad,  the  class  below  us  seems  to  be 
rather  a.  jolly  one.  Let's  go  down  a 
step,  shall  we?  " 

"  The  Mail  says  the  middle-class  is 
being  plundered.  You  dou't  want  to  be 
plunderedjdo  you?  Look  here,  it  talks 
about  the  '  middle-class  Issachar.'  " 

"  Ob,  I  say,  who  was  Issachar?  Much 
of  a  chap  ?  " 

"  Keep  to  the  point,"  said  Henry. 

"  Well,  the  point  is  this,  that  the 
middle-class  apparently  has  £5,000  a 
year  and  several  motors.  I  'm  all  for 
being  one  of  them.  You  can  plunder 
me  as  much  as  you  like,  if  you  give  me 
the  stuff  first.  Henry,  my  middle-class 
friend,  how  's  petrol  ?  " 

Henry  read  his  paper  in  silence  for  a 
moment. 

"Have  you  a  pencil?"  he  asked  at 
last.  "  If  so,  we  might  work  it  out." 

"Work  out  what?" 

"  Why,  if  it 's  a  good  Budget  or  a  bad 
one,  of  course." 

"  How  on  earth 

-  "  It  is  the  duty,"  said  Henry  solemnly, 
"of  every  high-minded  Englishman  to 
decide  for  himself  if  the  Budget  affects 
him  personally.  If  it  does,  it  is  a  bad 
one,  and,  as  a  true  patriot,  he  must 
oppose  it." 

"I  never  thought  ol"  that.  I  suppose 
you're  right." 

"Of  course  I'm  right.  Here's  the 
editor  of  Tim  Petroleum  Review.  He — 

"A  nice  chatty  paper,"  I  interrupted. 
"I  know  the  man  who  does  their 
acrostics." 

"Well,  the  editor  of  The  Petroleum 
Review  says " 

"  Of  course,  the  chess  page  is  not 
what  it  used  to  be." 

"  The  editor  of  The  Petroleum  Review," 


continued  Henry,  unmoved,  "  is  all 
against  the  tax  on  petrol.  He  thinks  it 
bad  for  the  country.  And  Mr.  GLUCK- 
STEIN  is  very  much  shocked  at  the 
increased  duty  on  tobacco.  Actually 
shocked.  Not  on  his  own  account,  mind 
you.  but  because  it  may  hurt  his  country. 
And  the  brewers — 

"  No,  no,"  I  begged.  "  Not  them 
again.  One  knows  their  devotion.  Be- 
sides, I  quite  see  your  point." 

"Very  well  then.  Where's  the  pen- 
cil?" 

I  produced  it.  We  sat  down  in  front 
of  a  sheet  of  paper  and  began. 

"  Increased  tax  on  motors,"  I  read  out. 
"Nothing  doing  there,"  said  Henry, 
"as  we  don't  belong  to  the  middle  class. 
Go  on." 

"Tax  on  petrol." 
"  Pass." 

"Wait  a  bit,"  I  said.  "Don't  they 
clean  panama  hata  with  petrol?  Or  am 
I  thinking  of  something  else?  " 

"You  must  be  thinking  of  something 
else." 

"  I  'm  not  so  sure.     Put  down,  '  Petrol, 
loubtful.'  It  might  mean  another  penny 
a  year  to  us." 
"  Next." 

"  Twopence  on  incomes  over  £3,000, 
and  another  sixpence  over  £5,000." 
Henry  turned  to  me  expectantly. 
"  Well?  "  he  said,  poising  the  pencil. 
"If  they   paid   me   properly,"  I  be- 
gan, "  I  might As  it  is,  no.     Pass 

£3,000." 
"Next." 

"  Abatement  of  £10  per  child  under 
sixteen,"  I  read.  "  Er — sixteen  seems  a 
good  -many." 

Henry  smiled  and  looked  out  of  the 
window. 

"  However,"  I  said,  "  we  needn't — 
Well,  then  we  come  to  estate  duties.  I 
have  an  aunt  who —  It 's  15  per  cent. 
on  a  million,  isn't  it?  ...  She  lives  at 
Lewisham,  though.  And  I  believe  she 
has  a  son  of  her  own.  In  any  case  she  's 
one  of  these  healthy  iiut  people.  Be- 
sides, I " 

"  Aunt  doubtful,"  wrote  Henry. 
"Thank  you.  Stamp  duties  come 
next.  Have  you  any  bearer  securities  or 
option  notes  ?  None  at  all  ?  What 's  in 
that  old  cupboard  ?  Oh,  all  right.  Then 
how  about  licence  duties?  " 

'I'm  drinking  ginger-ale  just  now," 
said  Henry. 

"I'm  drinking  cough  mixture chielly. 
I  gather  that  there  's  no  alcohol  in  either. 
Pass  licence  duties.  Next  we  have 
unearned  increment  of  land." 

"  I  have,"  said  Henry  thoughtfully, 
"  a  small  slmre  in  a  cricket  ground.  At 
least  I  haven't  paid  my  subscription,  this 
year  yet,  but — 

"  If  the  subscription  was  raised  you 
could  resign,"  I  pointed  out. 

"  True.     In  fact  I  think  I  shall  any- 


iow.  Thanks  for  reminding  me  ;  it 's  a 
rotten  ground.  Ihen  that  settles  the 
.aud-tax.  Anj thing  left  ?  " 

I  choked  back  a  sob  as  I  put  down 
my  paper  and  turned  to  him. 

'  Henry,  my  dear  old  friend,"  I  said, 
'  there  is  indeed  something  left.  We 
are  now,  in  the  words  of  the  late  Sultan, 
right  up  against  it.  What  do  you  say 
,o  eightppnce  a  pound  on  tobacco?" 

llciiry  told  me. 

"  Quite  so,"  I  agreed.  "  And  nothing 
less.  The  Government  has  forfeited 
our  confidence.  Your  Panaina  hat  and 
my  aunt,  wo  might  have  forgiven  them 
that.  But  this — this  is  loo  much.  To 
think  that  we,  you  and  I,  should  have 
to  pay,  actually  to  -piiy  for  old-age 
pensions  and  Dreadnoutjlils  and  things. 
That  the  country  should  do  so  is  all  right, 

but  that  you  and  I Henry,  it  is 

too  much.  Pass  me  a  cigarette  that  has 
not  paid  the  extra  eightpence,  and  let 
us  be  silent  for  a  while.  .  .  ." 

When  I  had  finished  my  cigarette  I 
got  up  to  go. 

"  Well,  I  must  be  off,"  I  said.  "  I  've 
a  lot  of  work  to  do.  So  long." 

"Good-bye,"  taid  Henry.  "By  the 
way,  what  do  you  think  of  the  Budget?" 

"The  Budget?"  I  cried  furiously. 
"  A  spiteful  and  vindictive  Budget,  Sir  ! 
A  venomous  Budget !  The  disgraceful 
and  mischievous  product  of  a  third-class 
intellect !  He  has  sold  the  country, 
Sir!  Budget,  indeed  !"  And  I  strode 
from  the  room.  A.  A.  M. 


"  She  had  an  elfin  grace  of  movement  and  a 
look  of  strange  wonder  which  would  be  worthy 
of  even  better  things  than  the  Arcadians.  IShe 
should  be  tin-  Ariel  in  the  next  l>ig  performanc- 
of  'A  Midsummer  Night's  Dream.'"  —  The 
Morning  Pout. 

We  shall  look  forward  to  this.  With  a 
suitable  C<dibain\nd  Desdemona  it  might 
be  a  very  big  performance  indeed. 


M.  A.  P.  on  Mr.  ROBERT  HICHENS  : — 

"  At  last,  however,  he  determined  to  give  up 
music  for  literature,  and  what  has  been  the 
gain  of  the  one  has  been  the  misfortune  of  the 
other." 

A  pleasant  thought,  but  it  might  have 
been  expressed  more  clearly. 


"  As  soon  as  they  realised  that  thero  was  an 
outbreak  of  lire  a  lot  of  children  raced  off  to 
the  alarm,  but  when  they  reached  it — an  excited 
crowd — they  could  not  reach  it." — Dcrry 
Standard. 

As  has  been  pointed  out  lately,  the 
English  language  badly  wants  some  new* 
words. 

"  A  Great  Novelty,  a  sport  from  Carter's 
Holborn  Glory,  raised  by  m-,  the  largest  Sweet 
William  in  the  World." — Atoateur  Qardenlng. 

William's  modesty  is  remarkable. 
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ROYAL    ACADEMY.    FIRST    DEPRESSIONS. 


179.  "The  Monarch  of  tho  01  n"  by 
Moonlight.        JOHN  S.  SAROENT,  R.A. 


282.  Katisha ;  or,  Very  Old  Japan. 
VENJUJHIO  ZOI.LA. 


200.  Asquith (stroke)  ami  the  deep-sea  !Su(Trn»jrtii>N. 
HUBERT  .1.  I)H\I'I:R. 


:!.'!7.  ll.lt.ll.  after  Stoking  tho 

Indomitable  ! 

(I'ninted  for  the  Marines  by 
Hcoii  OB  T.  <!LAZF.niioo«.) 


261.  "Le'sh  all  go'n  burn  th'  City  R  i  hie)-eeords ! " 

F.DUAU 


V 


/X-A 

•5*>*'      1 


1-47.  -Vr.  Aftjulth. "  Ton  my  won), 
1  think  I  look  belter  in  the  Comic 

Press!!" 
SOLOMON  J.  SOLOMON,  R.A. 


J(5.  "  Who  said  '  Free  Food '  ?  " 
A.  S.  COPE,  A.R.A. 


1,S:17.  Mr.  1'elissior  of  "  The;  Follies"  takes 
horse  exercise.     (The  artist  calls  it  "  Dertraiid 
Duguesclin,"  but  that,  of  course,  is  only  his  fun.) 
EHMAMTEL  FRKMICT. 


L'.'li1'.  The  Sky-Pilot  and  his  "Punch." 
<!.  CLARK-KENNEDY. 
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Doctor.    "NOW  TIIKHK   IS   A  VERY   SIMPLE   KEMEIIT   FOR  THIS  —  EE--TUI8  —  ER-KECUBS1XIJ  TUIKST. 
AND  SODA,  JUST  EAT  AN   APPLE,   EAT  AN   APPLE." 

Patient.. "Kin— ER— FASGT  EATING  FIFTY  OB  SUTT  APPLES  A  DAY!" 


WHENEVER  YOU  FEEL  YOU  WANT  A  WHISKY 


WILLIAM'S  WAIL. 

["  Mr.  WILLIAM  WALE,  the  retiring  parish  constable  of  Fenny  Dray  ton, 
in  Leicestershire,  has  declined  the  offer  of  re-appointment,  on  the 
ground  that  the  persistent  hontBly,  sobriety  and  good  rourhirt  of  the 
people  gave  no  opportunity  or  encouragement  to  a  conscientious  police 
officer."—  Dally  Mirror.] 

PROUD,  proud  was  the  day  when  (hey  sought  me 

And  said,  "  Be  our  constable,  do! ' 
And  proiid  was  the  day  when  they  brought  me 

This  beautiful  tunic  of  blue. 
"  At  last,"  cried  my  soul,  "  1  've  arrived  at  my  goal, 

For  here  is  a  great  opportunity 
Of  carving  my  name  on  the  tablets  of  Fame 

And  serving  my  native  community." 

From  my  earliest  days  I  would  dream  of 

Great  deeds  to  be  done  on  my  beat ; 
I  longed  to  be  reckoned  the  cream  of 

My  country's  heroic  Mite. 
I  thought,  "  How  sublime  to  do  battle  with  crime  !  " 

I  longed  to  suppress  inebriety  ; 
I  saw  myself  stand  for  the  law  of  the  land— 

The  pillar  and  prop  of  society. 

My  fancy,  with  nimblest  of  touches, 
Would  paint  me  in  glorious  deeds, 


Now  saving  some  beautiful  duchess 

By  stopping  her  run-away  steeds  ; 
Anon  I  would  catch  some  burglarious  batch — 

Alone  I  would  handcuff  a  score  of  'em, 
And  the  medals  wouldwuLine  on  this  bosom  of  mine 

Until  there  was  room  for  no  more  of  'em. 

Thus  fired,  I  was  all  eager-hearted 

To  enter  my  gallant  career, 
And  high  was  my  hope  when  I  started 

Patrolling  the  village  down  here. 
1  hunted  behind  every  hedge  I  could  find, 

Expectantly  bent  on  discovering 
Some  thief  to  be  caught,  but  I  never  found  aught 

Save  harmless  young  couples  out  lovering. 

With  Fenny  Dray  Ionian  morals 

So  very  insipid,  I  saw 
No  chances  of  winning  my  laurels 

As  Cerberus,  guard  of  the  law. 
If  folk  have  a  craze  for  such  virtuous  ways 

And  scarce  even  dare  to  ejaculate 
So  much  as  a  "  D,"  what  prospect  for  me 

Mid  people  so  mild  and  immaculate? 

Earning  an  Almost  Bare  Living;. 
"Fitter  requires  situation  in  nig'it  shift."  —  Tlic  Motor. 
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ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 

KXTRAOTKD  FROM  TI1B  DlART  OF  TOBT,   M.P. 

lloiw  of  ('ommoiiK,  Monday,  April  2C. 

Inteiesting  debate  on  Second  Reading 
of  Hill  designed  to  augment  salary'  of 
J'ui  sini  N  i  i  >K  BCUUD  OK  TRADE  from  £2,000 
to  £5,(XJO  a  year,  The  scheme,  when 
carried  to  full  extent,  will  make  similar 
increase  in  emolument  of  PRKSIIIKNT  OF 
IXX-AI.  GOVERNMENT  HOARD.  I .ahour  Mem- 
bers to  a  man  dead  against  it.  Their 
remaining  point  of  agreement  with  th»ir 
right  hon.  friend  JOHN  BURNS  is  found  in 
his  declaration  th.t  no  man 
is  worth  more  than  £500  a 
year.  Tine,  it  was  made 
at,  a  time  when  JOHN  did  not 
think  he  would  live  to  draw 
£2,0<H).  But,  though  circum- 
stances change,  truth  stands. 

Only  t'ie  other  day  the 
Labour  Memlwrs  declared 
their  uncompromising  aver- 
sion from  other  people  draw- 
ing salaries  by  proposing  to 
dock  VICIOR  CHAYHW'S.  That 
a  mere  trille,  compared  with  a 
proposition  which,  according 
to  admission  of  PREMIER,  will 
involve  an  added  annual  draft 
on  the  Treasury  exceeding 
£10,500.  Mr.  JOWETT  (no  fam- 
ily connection  with  Balliol), 
went  to  the  root— or,  more 
precisely  to  the  keel — of  the 
••tter. 

"Barnacles,"  he  said, 
"  have  been  allowed  to  grow 
on  the  Board  of  Trade.,  and 
they  should  be  looked  into." 

WINSTON  moved  uneasily 
on  hia  seat.  The  duties  of 
PRESIDENT  OK  mi-:  BOARD  OF 
TIIAIM:  have  steadily  grovjn 
with  expansion  of  industry. 
Wiihin  his  time  has  been 
added  the  onerous  but  bene- 
ficent task  of  acting  as  me- 
diator in  wage  conflicts  be- 
tween masters  and  men.  If 
to  these  engagements  is  to  be 


is  a  business  proposition  so  illuminating 
that  something  may  be  heard  of  it  in 
Committee. 

WINSTON  takes  characteristically  digni- 
fied view  of  situation.  If  the  House  likes 
to  be  generous  with  public  money,  it  is 
not  for  him  to  thwart  benevolent  in- 
tention. Personally  he  will  not  profit 
by  it.  Increased  salary  of  PRESIDENT  OF 
BOARD  OK  TRADE  must  date  from  the  term 
of  his  successor  in  the  office.  Remem- 
bering his  Virgil,  he  murmurs : — 


"Sic  VIH  non  vobis  mellificatis  apes ; 
Sic  vo8  non  vobis  nidifieatis  ave«." 

Opposition,  not    to    be    outdone 


in 


i 

TllE    WieKKD     I'M  IK. 

"  Sydney  Bui  ton  fell  on  his  knees  ami  promised  a  full  enquiry 


added  that  of  looking  into  barnacles 
growing  on  the  Board  of  Trade,  he  must 
reconsider  his  position. 

S  OK  1  Sit ADKORD  (First  Baron ,cr. — ) 


that 


in 


is 


offend  a  practical   suggestion 
stautly  commanded  attention. 

"  The,  real  question,"  he  said, 
how  much  is  the  Ministerial  Bench 
worth,  taking  it  all  round'?  That  de- 
cided, let  us  vote  a  lump  sum  and  leave 
division  of  the  pooled  salaries  to  right 
hon.  gentlemen  themselves." 

PREMIER  shook  his  head.  Sufficient 
for  the  day  are  the  disagreements  among 
his  flock.  To  have  this  Ixme  of  conten- 
tion superadded  was  more  than  he  could 
contemplate  with  equanimity.  Still  it 


generosity,  protest.  BAI.I-ARRES,  who 
dearly  loves  a  Liberal  Minister,  gives 
notice  that  in  Committee  he  will  move 
an  amendment  making  the  increased 
salary  forthwith  payable.  F.  K.  SMITH 
takes  the  same  line.  Incidentally  drops 
remark  that  may  have  autobiographical 
interest. 

"There  is,"  he  said,  "  many  a  junior 
at  the  Bar  who  earns  more  salary  than 

the  Pi!  IMF.  MlS-lSTER." 

BuxiiK'gii  (/on.  •.  -Second  Reading  of 
Board  of  Trade  (Salary)  Bill  carried  by 
152  votes  against  70. 


of 


—  JoYXsoN-Hu-k",  the  "We" 
Parliamentary   debate,   continues   to 


develop.    This  afternoon  he  flung  acres* 


arid  waste  of  Committee  on  Post  Office 
Estimates  the  garland  of  an  idyll.  Kvery- 
body  knows  how  Daoid  Copper Jii'l,i'x 
acquaintance,  Mr.  Dick,  found  it  im- 
possible to  abstain  from  drugging  into 
his  Memorial  reference  to  the  head  of 
CHARLES  I.  JonMOV-Huu,  going  one 
better,  dragged  Mr.  DICK  himself  on  to 
floor  of  House  of  Commons. 

It     was    the    old,     old     story,    told 
with  such  artless  simpl  city  that  when 
JOYNSON  sat  down   amid  a  murmur  of 
cheers  he  sympathetically  mopped   the 
eyes  of  HICKS.     As  for  the  audience, 
there  was  scarcely  a  dry  eye  among  them. 
Mr.  DICK,  it  seems,  is  a  Post 
Office  official  "  who  cast  an 
eye  on  a  young  lady  in  the 
Telegraph  Department."    "It 
was,"  JoYNSoN-Hicics  hastened 
to  add,   "  a    perfectly    moral 
and    justifiable    eye,    which 
ripened  into  an  attachment." 
Not  the  eye,  you  know,  but 
circumstances  generally.    The 
lady's  name  was,  as  the  Cate- 
chism hath  it,  M.  or  N.  as  the 
case  may  be.     With  permis- 
sion of  the  CHAIRMAN  OK  COM- 
MITTEES, JovNsoN-HicKS  agreed 
to  call  her  "  Miss  M." 

All  went  well  for  a  time, 
till  Miss  M.'s  father  got  wind 
of  what  was  going  on  iu  the 
Telegraph  Department  Re- 
cognising in  the  POSTMASTER- 
GEXKIUI. a  family  man, capable 
of  sympathy  with  a  peiturbed 
father,  he  wrote  to  him  com- 
plaining of  Mr.  DICK'S  pro- 
cedure. His  confidence  was 
amply  justified.  Setting  uside 
problems  arising  out  of  wire- 
less telegraphy,  deferring 
establishment  of  penny  po>t- 
age  with  Franc*,  SYDNEY 
BUXTON  threw  himself  into  the- 
affair  with  remarkable  displiiy 
of  energy  and  concentration 
of  purpose.  He  not  only  wrote 
stating  that  he  "viewed  with 
displeasure  "  Mr.  DICK'S  action 
in  regard  to  Miss  M.,  but 
straightway  transferred  the  swain  to 
Manchester  "at  his  own  espense." 
There  he  would  have  remained,  with 
Miss  M.  crying  her  pretty  eye*  out 
at  Glasgow,  only  for  JoYNsoN-Hi<  'K-°. 
This  worthy  couple,  remembering  that 
they  too  were  once  young,  resolved  to 
come  to  the  rescue.  Hence  this  touch- 
ing story  interposed  in  dry  discussion 
of  the  Vote  for  £12,337,9:50  for  the 
sa'aries  and  expenses  of  the 
Office,  including  telegraphs  aud  tele- 
phone. 

Emotion  excited  in  the  Commit teo 
swept  away  everything  before  it.  SM>NI.Y 
BUXTON,  temporarily  cast  for  part  of 
tho,  Wicked  Uncle,  fell  on  his  knees, 
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promised  full  inquiry  into  the  matter 
and  immediate  reinstatement  of  Mr. 
DICK,  it  it  were  shown  that  he  had 
suffered  injustice.  With  this  assurance, 
promising  to  wind  up  the  romance  with 
the  familiar  line,  "Mr.  DICK  and  Miss  M. 
were  married  and  lived  happily  ever 
afterwards,"  the  Committee  cried  content, 
and  what  threatened  to  prove  a  serious 
Ministerial  crisis  passed  over. 

Btismeas  done.  —  Post  Office  Vote 
agreed  to. 

Thursday.  —  "  The  lion.  Member 
seems  to  be  in  an  argumentative  mood." 

Thus  mused  the  SPEAKER,  regarding 
JniixT.  MIDDLEMORE  with  fresh 
interest.  It  was  the  state  cf 
the  Navy  that  wrought  upon 
the  mind  of  the  Member  for 
North  Birmingham.  The 
geographical  position  of  his 
constituency  forced  upon  him 
the  necessity  of  hurrying  on 
with  the  building  of  de- 
stroyers. He  cannot  sleep  o' 
nights  till-  he  learns  "how 
many  dry  docks  capable  of 
docking  Dreadnoughts  we 
shall  have  in  the  North  S?a," 
say,  by  the  year  1916. 

"  The  matter  is  very  ur- 
gent," he  said.  "  When  the 
house  is  on  fire " 

What  would  thereupon  hap- 
pen was  left  untold.  There 
is  a  strict  rule  dominating 
Question  Time  which  forbids 
the  interpolation  of  speeches. 
Of  this  the  SPEAKER  reminded 
JOHN  T.,  and  he,  under  com- 
pulsion, left  the  house  burn- 
ing. Up  again  when  ADMIRAL 
MI-KKNNA  attempted  to  sheer 
off  from  question  of  dry  docks 
in  North  Sea. 

"  But,  Sir —  -"  he  insisted, 
jumping  to  his  feetwitli  more 
than  sexagenarian  alacrity. 
Had  he  been  left  alone  for  a 
quarter  of  an  hour  the  AD- 
MIRAL would  (in  a  Parlia- 
mentary sense,  of  course)  have 
been  wrapped  up  in  his  old  tarpaulin 
jacket  and  swung  below. 

Here  the  SPEAKER  interposed  with  im- 
putation about  an  argumentative  mood. 
It  was  a  second  warning.  A  third  might 
have  awful  consequences.  So  J.  T.  sub- 
side'], and  to  the  many  mysteries  the 
dark  un  fathomed  caves  of  ocean  bear  is 
added  one  that  conceals  the  number  of 
dry  docks  we  (-hall  have  in  the  North 
Sc;i  seven  years  hence. 

littnincss  done. — Lix>Yi»-(iEonc;K  intro- 
duces and  expounds  Budget.  A  story 
of  unrelieved  n  el  incholy.  Deficit  not 
of  thirteen  millions,  as  anticipated,  but 
exceeding  sixteen  millions,  with  revenue 
dropping,  expenditure  increasing,  and 
Trade  depress-ed.  Prodigious  speech;! 


four  hours  and  a-half  long  with  interval 
of  hal|-an-hour  for  refreshment.  Ap- 
proaching close  of  third  hour  CH ANOELUHt 
showed  signs  of  collapse.  Still  an  hour 
and  a-half  to  run-  before  he  reached 
Athens  with  the  full  tale  of  Marathon — 
victory  over  unparalleled  deficit  in  time 
of  peace.  Woidd  he  hold  out  ?  PREMIER 
plainly  perturbed ;  Prince  ARTHUR  re- 
garded him  across  the  table  with  pained 
anxiety.  At  length  the  LEADER  OF  OPPOSI- 
TION interposed,  and,  backing  up  the 
PREMIER'S  entreaty,  hitherto  unavailing, 
persuaded  the  fagged  and  fainting  Minis- 
ter to  take  brief  rest. 


(lhaneettor  of  the  KjeeJfqner.  "  Nice  car.     How  many  horse-power  ?  " 

Oirner  (irith  jxti-dnnnhlc  j.riJe).  "  About  30." 

('liHiirfllni'  of  the  Kjrrheqncr.  ''  Oil,  then  I  want  Eight  (guineas),  and 
I  won't  wait." 


ANOTHER  VICTIM  OF  PROGRESS. 

"Wi-xi,,"  I  said,  "  what  do  you  think 
of  it.  all?" 

He  was  the  fifth  horse  on  the  rank, 
and  had  spilt  all  his  dinner  in  the 
roadway  through  over-desire  to  get  at 
the  bottom  of  his  nose-bag.  His  driver 
being  beyond  call  in  a  neighbouring 
public  house,  he  was  not  in  the  best  of 
humour. 

"I'm  glad  you  asked  me,"  he  said. 
"  You  're  the  first  to  do  so.  It  's  cabby, 
cabby,  cabby,  that  the  people  are  slopping 
over  ;  not  a  word  of  cabby's  best  friend  !  " 

"That's  how  it  strikes  you?"  I  re- 
marked. 

l'I!ow  else?"    he  replied.      "We've 


been  having  a  pretty  rotten  time,  I  can 
tell  you,  ever  since  those  oil-carts  came 
in.  It 's  got  steadily  worse  and  worse. 
We  used  to  be  looked  after  once ;  fed 
regularly,  groomed  regularly  ;  not  over- 
worked. But  now  !  Now  no  one  cares 
a  straw  about  us.  The  drivers  have 
taken  to  drink,  and  the  cleaners  have 
lost  hope,  and  the  owners  can't  afford 
fodder.  We  stand  about  in  the  cold  all 
day,  starving,  and  at  night  there's  no 
one  to  treat  us  like  friends." 

I  expressed  a  sympathy  which  I  really 
felt. 

1"!  don't  wonder,"  he  went  on,  "  that 
people  take  the  taxis  now ; 
1  but  I  used  to  wonder  once. 
Ix)ok  at  the  difference  !  There 
was  a  noisy,  nasty  little  rat- 
tling box,  with  a  driver,  who 
was  always  having  tea,  seldom 
had  change,  and  never  said 
"Thank  you  "  ;  while  here  was 
a  smart,  comfortable  cab,  a 
smart  horse  with  pretty  mu- 
sical bells,  and  a  cheery  driver 
with  a  joke  in  his  mouth. 
How  any  one  in  his  senses 
could  prefer  an  oil-cart  to  that 
I  can't  see;  but  now,  of 
course,  it 's  different.  The 
horses  aren't  smart  any  more, 
and  the  cabmen  aren't  cheery. 
But  it's  letting  the  horses 
get  poor  that 's  done  the  mis- 
chief, because  what  me  and 
my  mates  believe  is  that  the 
people  would  soon  have  tired 
of  the  new  toy  and  come  back 
to  us ;  but  now  they  can't 
— we're  too  wretched." 
I  was  forced  to  agree. 
"  It 's  very  kind  of  Lord 
KOSEBERY  and  Mr.  ROTHSCHILD  to 
do  what  they  have,  to  say  no- 
thing of  The  Daily  Mail,"  he 
continued  ;  "  but  what  I  want 
to  know  is,  who 's  going  to 
look  after  us?  Who's  going 
to  put  flesh  on  us  again,  and 
a  glossy  shine,  and  make  it  a 
pride  once  again  to  lift  up 
our  hoofs?  Who's  going  to  do  that? 
Cabby,  indeed  !  Cabby  has  a  chance. 
He  can  buck  up  if  he  wants  to,  but 
ire  can't.  What  we  want  is  a  month  or 
two  at  grass  and  a  little  affection." 

"  We  mint  get  Lord  ROSEHERY  to  think 
of  that  too,"  1  said  ;  "  or  Mr.  ROTHSCHILD  " 
"  They  won't,"  said  the  horse,  gloomily. 
"It's  always  cibby.     Why,  look  at  the 
pheasants    Mr.  ROTHSCHILD    gives    them 


every  Christmas. 
horses  anything? 
lump   of    sugar! 


Did  he  ever  give  the 
Never.  Not  even  a 
No,  this  is  a  bad 


world   for   horses.      But   what  me  and 
my   mates    are  always    hoping  is   that 
there  's  a  better  s  miewhere  else  on  the 
other  side  of  the  knacker's  yard." 
"  1  hope  so  too,  I  'm  sure,"  I  said. 
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Taxi.  "  WAT'S  inn  MATTER  wiv  YOO?" 
J/anxom.  " THERE  AIN'T  NOTHING  THE  MATTER  wiv  us." 
Taxi.  "  THEM  WHIT  DID  YOU  GIVE  ME  soon  A  NASTY  LOOS  ? " 
Ilanxom.  "I  mra'T  GIVE  IT  YER  ;   YOU  'AH  IT  TO  START  wiv." 


THE   LATEST   MARTYR. 

AN   AllTICLK    WITHOUT  A   WoitD   OF    TRUTH 
IN  IT. 

HAVING  heard  disquieting  rumours  of 
LITTI.K  Tim's  health,  and  being  anxious 
to  sec  for  myself  how  that  mirth-maker 
of  ^vnius,  tin-  maximum  of  fun  in  (lie 
minimum  of  spice,  or,  as  another  scholar 
has  described  him,  "  the  mull  urn  in  -parrn 
of  merriment,"  rea'ly  was,  f  ventured 
to  intrude  upon  his  privacy  and  make 
inquiries  at  the  fountain  laud. 

It  did  not  take  long  to  roach  the 
coined  ion's  minute  bijou  resilience  in 
Lilliput  Lane,  Liitlo  Britain,  where  lie 
ha~  lor  n.'iglihours  Sir  (  !KOI;I;I;  SMAI.I.- 
M\N:md  Mr.  SIIOIIIT.I;.  On  kno:-kiiig  at 
(lie  door  a  fee  Mo  voice  bade  me  come  in, 
and  I  found  myself  in  the  presence  of 
the  great  little  droll.  Bui,  oh,  how 
wasted!  what  a  change!  Where  was 
now  tint  bright  and  siuey  eye?  It 
was  dimmed  and  melancholy.  Those 
ama/ing  legs  that  have  so  oil  *ot  the 
Tivoli  in  a  roar— could  these  staid  and 
woe  begone  limbs  be  they  'i 

"Then,  my  dear  sir,"  I  gasped,  "  it 's 
true;  you  are  ill." 

"  I  am,"  he  said,  in  a  voice  from  which 


all  the  old  irresponsibility  and  gaiety 
had  passed  away ;  "  I  am." 

"And  may  1  ask,"  I  inquired,  "what 
is  your  trouble  ?  " 

"You  may,"  he  said.  "I  will  put 
it  briefly.  I  am  gradually  perishing 
of  thirst." 

"Thirst,"  I  cried— "thirst— in  the 
heart  of  London,  in  the  midst  of  public- 
houses  ! " 

"Ah,  there,"  he  interrupted — "there 
you  have  it.  Public-houses !  Do  you 
know,  I  have  not  had  a  drink  since  the 
passing  of  ths  new  Children's  Bill. 
They  won't  serve  me,  they  're  so  terrified 
of  the  fine  forty  shillings  the  first  time 
and  live  (winds  the  next.  If  I  could 
only  get  inside  I  should  have  a  chance, 
for  they  would  know  me;  but  I  can't  ; 
they  're  all  on  the  watch  No  sooner  does 
the  shadow  of  my  head  appear  in  the  door 
than  they  order  me  to  quit.  'Outside 
there!'  they  cry.  'Barman,  put  ihat 
boy  out.'  Their  vigilance  is  something 
terrible.  Why,  once  I  got  an  old  pal  to 
take  me  in — we'd  been  there  scores  of 
times  in  the  kind  old  days;  but  it  was 
no  good.  '  No  children  allowed  here,' 
the  landlord  barked  at  us,  and  my  friend 
had  tole  ive  me  outside  --with  the  babies. 
No  wonder  1  'in  blighted." 


"  But,  my  clear  sir,"  I  said,  "  why  not 
send  for  your  beverages  and  consun.c 
them  here  ?  " 

" No  fun  in  it,"  said  he,  "no  friend- 
ship, no  conviviality.  That's  what  I 
miss.  It's  not  so  much  the  liquor  as 
the  jolly  company.  All  gone,  all  gone ! " 

I  sympathised  with  him. 

"  Yes,"  ho  continued,"  and  it  'B  loss  of 
money  too.  I  used  to  pick  up  hints  for 
my  songs  in  those  bare.  All  gone  now." 

"  You  will,  at  any  rate,  let  me  join  you 
in  a  Iwttle  here,"  I  said ;  "  I  will  be 
as  jovial  as  I  can  and  do  my  best  to 
recall  the  past." 

"  You  're  very  kind,"  he  replied  ;  "  I  '11 
try  too.  But  you  mustn't  mind  if  I 
don't  quite  rise  to  it  " ;  and  so  saying 
he  produced  a  bottle  and,  with  the  tears 
bedewing  that  once  most  facetious  of 
visages,  poured  out  two  glasses.  Having 
done  so  he  buried  his  h^ad  in  his 
hands  and  sobbed,  and  I  slipped  noise- 
lessly away,  leaving  him  alone  with  his 
grief. 

Rut  think  of  it !  What  a  Government 
we  have !  Here  is  a  well  of  humour  and 
innocent  delight  dried  up  by  insane 
legislation!  First  the  Navy  is  starved 
and  then  LITTLK  Tien  is  reduced  to  a  cruel 
state  of  drought.  How  long,  how  long  ? 
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WORDS    IN    THE    DOCK. 

'I'm.  long-expected  trial  of  a  number  of  suspect  words 
began  yesterday  in  Bolt  Court,  in  the  house  once  inhabited 
by  Dr.  JOHNSON,  before  Mr.  Justice  J.  A.  II.  MURRAY.  The 
court  was  crowded  ;  among  those  present  whom  we  noticed 
being  the  compilers  of  a  number  of  dictionaries,  editors,  jour- 
nalists, and  advertising  agents..  On  the  back  benches  sat 
several  words  who  greatly  showed  their  daring  by  venturing 
into  the  precincts  at  all,  among  them  being  "  Oxo,"  '^Post- 
Toasties,"  "Obsession,"  and  "Booklet." 

"Presents"  first  stepped  into  the  dock,  closely  guarded 
by  two  strapping  worders. 

A  number  of  English  theatrical  managers  having  testified 
to  the  undesirability  of  this  neologism,  Mr.  CHARLES  FROHMAN 
entered  the  witness-box,  and  proceeded  to  give  "  Presents  " 
a  good  character.  He  had,  lie  said,  employed  the  word  all 
over  the  globe,  but  especially  in  America  and  England,  and 
had  found  it  willing  and  honest.  "Mr.  CHARLES  FROHMAN 
presents  "  had  indeed  become  a  phrase  familiar  in  the  mouth 
as  household  words.  Other  managers,  he  believed,  "  offered  " 
plays  ;  Mr.  REGINALD  DANI-K,  again,  "submitted"  them  ;  but 
for  himself  he  "presented  "  them,  and  should  continue  to  do. 

Cross-examined,  Mr.  FUOHMAX  said  it  was  true  that  a  charge 
for  admittance  to  his  plays  was  made. 

"  Then,  strictly  speaking,  you  do  not  'present '  anything  ; 
you  charge  for  it?" 

"  Certainly  ;  I  am  a  business  man." 

"  Is  it,  then,  truthful  to  say  you  '  present'  ?  " 

"Why,  certainly.  .You  have  heard  of  people  being  pre- 
sented at  Court,  I  suppose.  Well,  you  would  not  say  that 
they  were  given  to  the  KING  !  (Applause  and  laughter.) 

The  Judge  said  he  was  not  convinced  that  "presents" 
was  guilty  ;  but  he  hoped  that  nobody  else  would  adopt  the 
word.  (Mr.  FROHMAN  :  "  Hear,  hear !  ") 

"Century"  was  then  called,  and  entered  the  dock. 

"  The  charge  against  this  person,"  said  the  Public  Prose- 
cutor, "  is  that  he  is  an  impostor  and  fraud.  In  the  winter 
he  is  little  heard  of,  but  directly  the  summer  begins  he 
bursts  forth  and  takes  the  bread  from  the  mouth  of  poor 
'  J  hmdred,'  a  very  honest  fellow,  at  every  turn." 

Mr.  C.  B.  FRY,  called  for  the  defence,  said  that  "  Century  " 
was  a  great  friend  of  his.  Mr.  THOMAS  HAYWARD  agreed. 

Dr."  W:  G.  GRACE,  for  the  prosecution,  said  that  he  hated 
the  word.  "Hundred"  was  the  word  he  was  accustomed  to, 
and  "  Century"  he  looked  upon  as  an  interloper  and  thief. 

Major.  PHILIP  TRKVOII  said  that  lie  adored  "Century,"  and 
should  always  stand  by  him.  Similarly,  he  adored  "  Rabbit." 
(Sensation.) 

After  listening  to  other  testimony,  the  Judge  sentenced 
"  Century  "  to  a  year's  rest,  amid  applause. 

"  Scientist  "  took  his  place. 

A  memorial  from  the  Royal  Society  was  read  by  the  Public 
Prosecutor,  calling  attention  to  the  baleful  activities  of  this 
person,  who  was,  it  is  said,  an  American  adventurer  with  a 
bad  .record  in  his  own  country. 

Tlic>  Judge:  "  Can  one  have  a  bad  record  in  America?' 
(Laughter.) 

Kvidfiiee  was  al^o  givon  to  the  prisoner's  disadvantage  by 
a  deputation  from  the  Athenaeum  Club. 

In  his  defence  a  long  speech  was  made  by  Dr.  SALKI- 
who  said  that  without  the  valuable  and  expert  assistance  oi 
"Scientist"  there  would  be  no  means  whatever  of  rapidly 
describing  a  certain  type  of  savant  who  had  taken  all  learning 
for  his  province. 

The  publisher  of  The.  Harmsicorth  Encyclopedia  concurred. 

A  letter  having  been  read  from  Sir  OLSVKU  I/)DGE,  the 
Judge  passed  sentence  of  three  years'  imprisonment  in 
Carmelite  Street. 


A    NEGLECTED    CENTENARIST. 

(DANIEL  LAMBERT,  DIED  1809 ;  AGE,  40 ;  WEIGHT,  739  IDS.) 

"  OTHERS  abide  our  question  ;  thon  art  free" 

Alike  from  flattery  and  party  spite  ; 
DARWIN  was  but  a  dwarf  compared  with  tliee, 

GLADSTONE  a  transient,  embarrassed  sprite ; 
MOORE  of  Corunna,  TENNYSON,  and  FIT/. 
Evanish  like  the  wraith  of  last  week's  Classy  Bitt. 

Columns  have  been  upreared  to  LINCOI.N'S  fame — - 

Columns  that  flaunt  the  leaded  platitude; 
Thine  is  to-day  an  unremembered  name, 
^  Although  amazed  contemporaries  viewed 
Thee  as  the  greatest  marvel  of  the  Age, 
Out-topping  statesman,  soldier,  mountebank,  and  sage. 

Others  have  won  renown  by  word  and  deed, 
Wielding  a  sword  or  the  more  puissant  pen  ; 

For  some  their  fellow-mortals  toil  and  bleed, 
Founding  their  empire  on  the  bones  of  men  ; 

Thy  fame  owed  naught  to  brain  or  mailed  fist ; 

Thou,  simple  in  thy  greatness,  hadst  but  to  exist. 

Thou  wert  a  man  that,  take  thee  all  in  all, 
Could  tip  the  scale  at  fully  50  stone ; 

No  relative,  when  honoured  by  a  call, 

Omitted  to  remark,  "  Lawks,  how  you  've  grown  !  " 

When  tbou  hadst  need  to  cross  the  busy  Strand 

The  traffic  stopped  without  the  Law's  uplifted  hand. 

Thine  was  at  least  an  84-inch  waist ; 

A  yard-tape  burst  if  it  were  carried  round 
Thy  calf ;  the  cheapest  tailor  who  encased 

Thy  Greatness  sent  a  bill  for  twenty  pound ; 
And  for  thy  funeral  in  eighteen-nine 
They  had  to  fell  five  acres  of  primeval  pine. 

Hail,  LAMBEUT!  though  a  century  lias  sped 

Since  thy  earth-shaking  tread  convulsed  the  town, 

Stich  men  as  thou  are  never  really  dead  ; 
Immortal  is  Obesity's  renown  ; 

Fame  is  no  plant  that  age  or  canker  knows, 

Rooted  in  the  incomparable  Adipose. 


"Shall  I  strike  at  it  with,  my  partisanl"— Hamlet. 

We  wonder  whether  the  Duke  of  RUTIAND,  when  he  sent 
£10  to  "  Cabby's  "  Fund  and  pleaded  that  the  Deatli  Duties 
(this  was  before  the  new  Budget  came  out)  prevented  his 
sending  more,  had  any  suspicion  that  he  was  to  be  charged 
with  importing  a  party  spirit  into  a  matter  of  common 
charity.  Yet  this  is  how  The,  Westminster  Gazette  comments 
upon  the  Duke's  letter:  "We  thought  that  the  hard  lot  of 
the  cabman  was  independent  of  politics,  but  to  a  Duke  no 
task  is  too  hard,  and  his  Grace  of  Rutland  has  contrived 
to  show  how  the  fate  of  the  London  cabman  can  ho  made 
part  and  ptgnel  oj  a,  campaign  against  liberalism."  The 
italics  are  our  own  contribution  to  The  Westminster  s  amaz- 
ing illustration  of  its  own  partisanship.  It  is  well  that 
Sir  WILLIAM  HAROOUKT'S  memory  as  the  inventor  of  the  Death 
Duties  should  be  kept  green,  and  TkeWcstminster  Gazette  is, 
of  course,  of  the  right  nuance  for  this  purpose,  but  we  had 
always  thought  that  succeeding  Chancellors  on  the  Tory  side 
had  paid  him  the  practical  flattery  of  imitation.  Would 
The  Westminster  accuse  every  one  who  grumbles  at  the 
Income-tax  of  joining  in  a  campaign  against  the  principles 
of  the  Tory  party  to  which  the  Chancellor  who  invented  it 
belonged  ? 
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UNSETTLED    CONVICTIONS. 

["Argument  is  always  pure  waste  of  limp. 

Everyman's  niiinl  is  innili1  up  on  every  qiies- 
ti"ii."      Mr.  li.  Minjuire  at  Liverpool.] 

IF  I  were  only  certain 

That  two  and  one  make  three, 
Once  more  would  youthful  vigour 
Fullil  my  ageing  figure; 
NCI  half-transparent  curtain 

Would  hide  the  Truth  from  me, 
If  I  were  only  certain 

That  two  and  one  make  three. 

If  I  were  only  clpar  to 

Which  party  I  belong, 
If  I  were  con  amore 
A  Liberal  or  Tory, 
Then  should  I  never  fear  to 

Say  who  is  right,  or  wrong, 
If  I  were  only  clear  to 

Which  party  I  belong. 

If  I  were  quite  decided 

That  black  is  never  white, 
And  did  not  wonder  whether 
They  sometimes  mix  together, 
Why  then,  whate'er  betided, 
1  'd  see  my  course  aright, 
If  I  were  quite  decided 
That  black  is  never  white. 

If  I  were  only  twenty 

Instpad  of  forty-three, 
I  should  not  fear  suggestions 
Of  second  sides  to  questions; 
l-'i'stiiui  (sans  the  Ifnii-) 

My  motto  then  would  be, 
If  I  were  only  twenty 

Instead  of  forty-three. 

BEASTS  AND  THEIR  BUYERS. 
INCIDENTS  OF  THE  BOBTOCK  SAU:. 

THE  accounts  of  the  sale  recently  helc 
at  Glasgow,  when  the  "Scottish  Zoo' 
of    Councillor      BOSTOCK    was    put    up 
to   auction,    have    been    unaccountabl 
meagre,   the   only   interesting    fact   di 
vnlged     being    the    purchase    by    Mr 
HKANSIIY   WILLIAMS   of  a   talking   raven 
with  a  view  to  lending  additional  realisn 
to  his  representation  of  linrnaby  Itiulyc 
As  a  matter  of  fact,  the  progress  of  tli 
sale  positively  teemed  with  incidents  in 
which  the  personal  note  was  loudly,  nay 
sen.-at  ionally,  prominent. 

i  hie  of  the  most  remarkable  lots  pu 
up  was  a  magnificent  camel  —  wittil, 
called  a  Camelot  by  the  auctioneer — 
which,  after  spirited  bidding,  wasknocke 
down  for  350  guineas  to  Mr.  Hi: M  nut 
WAUI>,  who  proposes  to  ride  his  nev 
acquisition  in  the  Row  on  Mondays 
Wednesdays  and  Fridays  during  th 
seu.-cm.  On  Tuesdays,  Thursdays  an 
Saturdays  the  ship  of  the  desert  wil 
remain  at  its  moorings  in  a  sumptuou 
Hippodromedarium  erected  after  a  de 
sign  supplied  by  Mr.  R.  B.  CUNNINGHAM 
GRAHAM. 


Teacher,  "  I  WONDER  WHAT  YOCR  MOTHER  WOULD  SAY  IF  SHE  ISEW  now   BACKWARD  YOU  A«E 

re   GEOGRAPHY  ?  " 

dirl.   "Oil,    HY   MOTHER   SAYS   SHE  NEVER  LEARNT   JOGFI.T   AND   SHE'S   MARRIED,   AVD   AVNT  SAI.I.V 
SAYS  SUB  NEVER   LEARNT  JOe.FRY   AND  8Bi  '8   HARRIED  ;    AND  TOU   DID  AND   YOU   AIN'l." 


A  saassive  elephant,  weighing  35  tons 
and  standing  some  45  hands  high, 
realised  400  guineas,  the  fortunate  pur- 
chaser being  Mr.  ALGERNON  BI_\CKWOOD, 
the  author  of  Jimbo.  As  the  elephant 
in  qiustion  is  a  grandchild  of  the  late 
lamented  Jumbo,  the  felicity  of  his 
purchase  will  leap  to  the  eye  of  persons 
of  the  meanest  intelligence. 

A  brace  of  superb  lions  were  knocked 
down  at  250  guineas  to  Messrs.  SALMON 
AM>  GUVRSTEIN.  Here  again  the 
bidding  was  very  keen,  but  although  the 
eminent  Nicotinian  experts  were  opposed 
by  numerous  competitors,  including 
Mr.  PiKiirosT  MORGAN,  Mr.  GEORGE 
A  i  i:\ANHKit  and  Dr.  HEBF.II  HART,  they 
ultimately  secured  the  lot  amid  roars 
of  applause  from  their  purchase. 

Mr.  HERIIKKT  TRENCH,  the  eminent  poet 
impresario,  was  also  a  large  purchaser, 
and  secured  for  his  new  repertory 
theatre  several  valuable  performers, 
including  a  spacious  hippopotamus  (125 


guineas),  four  gorillas,  a  laughing 
jackass  which  is  to  be  trained  to  load 
the  claque,  and  a  splendid  talking 
cormorant,  a  delicate  homage  to  his 
late  chief  at  the  Education  Office. 


From  the  Royal  Institution's  Annual 
Report : — 

"  Permission   was   given  to  Dr.   H tc 

carry  out  a  research  on  '  Isomeric  Forms  o) 
Dibenzoylacetylmetliane.'  Dr.  H —  -  wrote 
to  nay  lie  was  unable  to  avail  himself  of  the 
permission  kindly  granted  him." 
Coward !  _ 

"  Chauffeur  -  mechanic     seeks     engagement 
(Surrey  preferred).     Good  driver.     Bench  ex- 
perience."— The  Times. 
The  Kingston  Bench  for  a  million. 

Retaliation. 
From  a  bookseller's  catalogue  : — 

"Morlcy,   John.     The   Life    of,   by    Richard 
Cobd.ii." 
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OUR    BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By  Mr.  Punch's  Staff  of  Learned  Clerks.) 

Tire  great  drawback  for  me  to  the  pleasure  of  opening  a 
book  with  the  name  of  Mr.  JOEL  CHANDLER  HAIIKIS  upon  its 
cover  is  that  I  am  always  so  sadly  disappointed  to  find  within 
no  mention  of  Brer  Rabbit  and  his  immortal  company  of 
victims.  Not  that,  this  apart,  The  Bishop  and  the  Boyle  Man 
(MURRAY)  is  by  any  means  destitute  of  charm ;  on  the  con- 
trary, the  simple  story  of  Adelaide,  and  her  childhood  in  the 
house  of  Untie  Jonas  is  admirably  told,  with  the  same  kindly, 
old-fashioned  humour  that  has  made  its  author  beloved  in 
two  continents.  I  liked  Adelaide  at  once,  and  Mr.  Sanders, 
especially  after  he  pretended  so  nicely  to  see  Cally-lou, 


Adelaide's  invisible  playfellow.  Randall, 
likewise  endeared  himself  by  his 
obliging  tact  in  falling  down  dead 
the  very  first  time  Adelaide  shot  at 
him  with  a  corn-stalk  and  said 
"  Bang  !  "  You  perceive  that  Ade- 
laide had  quite  a  good  time  of  it 
at  Uncle  Jonas' s;  afterwards  she 
grew,  up  into  a  rather  conven- 
tional heroine,  and  was  less  in- 
teresting. But  of  all  the  charac- 
ters an  easy  favourite  for  me  was 
old  Aunt  Lrtcindy,  simply  because, 
in  recounting  some  adventure,  she 
described  herself  as  having  "lit 
out  fom  dar."  Which  is  precisely 
what  the  great  protagonist  of  the 
Remns  tales  was  wont  to  do  when 
circumstances  became  too  strong 
for  him.  If  only  Mr.  HARRIS  would 
"quit"  writing  stories  that  other 
people  could  do  equally  well,  so 
that  bimeby  ole  Brer  Rabbit  might 
again  come  lipperty-lopperty  out 
of  his  enchanted  woods,  that  would 
be  an  event  worth  any  quantity  of 
bishops ! 


lave  and  Battles  (MEI.ROSE),  by 
F.  SIDGWIOK,  is  one  of  those  nice 
friendly  books  whose  characters 
seem  to  make  a  personal  appeal  to 
the  reader.  Unfortunately  there 
are  so  many  characters,  connected 
by  so  raraiferous  a  family  tree  (and, 
it  may  be  added,  such  a  variety  of 


the   black   boy, 


upon  her  own  legs,  and  not  discovering  that  she  was  of 
aristocratic  origin.  Margery,  who  did  not  suffer  from  any; 
excess  of  modesty,  proposed,  in  the  first  chapter,  to  a 
peculiarly  offensive  bounder.  He  declined  very  frankly  ; 
and  having  given  him  up  as  a  bad  job  Margery's  next  step 
was  to  answer  an  advertisement  and  then  to  leave  "  The 
Feathers."  From  a  barmaid  she  now  became  "  niece  "  to  Lady 
Pomphrey,  and  her  name  of  Pigeon  was  altered  to  Daw  — 
which  was,  after  all,  more  or  less  in  the  family.  TMcly 
Pomphrey,  though  her  bark  was  worse  than  her  bite,  had 
succeeded  in  quarrelling  with  her  son,  and  was  clearly 
anxious  to  quarrel  with  the  rest  of  her  relations.  To  become 
suddenly  the  niece  of  such  a  high-spirited  lady  was  no 
sinecure,  for  apart  from  other  inconveniences  tlie  position 
entailed  a  lot  of  determined  lying,  and  as  a  liar  Margery 
never  got  thoroughly  set.  Nevertheless,  as  she  and  her  suc- 
cessor at  "  The  Feathers  "  married 
relations  of  Lady  Pomplirey,  this 
cleverly  written  story  may  be  said 
to  provide  a  small  boom  for  bar- 
maids. 


ill!.   i'UXCH'S   INVASION"   S'l'oUV. 


(foreign   Artillery   OfReer,   after    dropping   slti 
Dirigible  with  the  idea  of  dextroyinn  London).  "Ti 


I  'VE  MissF.n  IT!  ' 


nltcll   from 
'Tint!  TUT! 


I  FANCY  Mrs.  DAWSON  SOOTT 

Was  troubled   with   a    sort   of 

doubt, 
In    writing    Treasure    Trove,    of 

what 

She  really  meant  to  write  about ; 
Was  it  to  prove  ill-gotten  gains 
Bring    no    good   luck  and    fly 

apace? 

Or  was  it  that  ancestral  strains 
Keep  reappearing  in  the  race  ? 

She  writes  of   both,  and  though 
the  one 

Provides  the  name,  the  finer  part 
Expounds  the  other,  and  it 's  done 

With  not  a  little  skill  and  art. 
Which  being  so,  it 's  understood 

My  point  implies  nosortof  blame; 
The  story  (HEINEMANN)  is  good, 

A  nd,  after  all,  what 's  in  a  name  ? 


family  jokes),  that  the  impatient  reader  might  begin  to  despair 
of  establishing  relations  with  them.  However,  this  esoteric 
company  of  youths  and  maidens  is  such  a  very  jolly  one  that 
no  difficulties  of  initiation  should  be  allowed  to  stand  in  the 
way  of  a  more  intimate  acquaintance.  I  particularly  like 
Bumble.  When  he  falls  into  a  furze-bush  he  says,  ''  Ber-lud, 
lago,  blood  !  Bah,  sweetheart,  'tis  but  a  scratch ;  fear  not 
for— eee-ha !  0  hell !  "  which  is  exactly  what  one  ought  to 
say.  The  hero,  Tony  Bargraiv,  is  perhaps  the  least  realised 
of  the  many  young  men  in  the  book.  He  is  a  shadowy 
sentimentalist  who  imagines  himself  to  be  in  love  with  every 
girl  he  meets;  and  it  is  only  in  the  last  part  of  the  work 
that  we  can  visualise  him  properly.  Mr.  Sinc;wiCK,  in  fact, 
would  have  written  a  more  interesting  book  if  he  had  begun 
and  ended  it  a  hundred  pages  later. 


The  barmaid-heroine  of  Margery  Pigeon  (ARNOLD)  knew 
nothing  about  her  parents,  and  I  wish  to  compliment  Miss 
JANE  WADDLE  on  allowing  her  to  stand— if  I  may  say  so—- 


Books about  WAGNER  are  already 
to  be  numbered  by  battalions. 
But  a  new  and  interesting  point 
of  view  is  revealed  in  Personal 
—  Recollections  of  Wagner,  by  AN- 
CJELO  NEUMANN  (CoNSTABw),  in  which  that  veteran  impresario 
records  in  a  lively  narrative  the  services  rendered  by  him- 
self and  his  companions  in  spreading  the  cult  of  WAGNER 
both  in  and  out  of  Germany.  NEUMANN,  who  began  as  an 
opera  singer,  combined  considerable  business  aptitude  with 
a  great  deal  of  genuine  enthusiasm — indeed,  when  it  came  to 
bargain-driving,  we  feel  that  he  was  distinctly  inferior  to 
WANNER.  The  story  of  their  temporary  estrangement  and 


reconciliation   throws   a 
colossal   egotism   of   the 


somewhat    painful    light    on    the 
"  Bayreuth  Colossus,"  as  musical 


critics  delight  to  call  him.  Miss  EDITH  LIVERMORE  has  done 
her  work  as  translator  in  competent  fashion,  and  the  book  is 
enriched  with  some  good  illustrations,  notably  a  fine  portrait 
of  HEDWIG  REICHER-KINDEIIMANN,  whose  early  death,  when 
at  the  height  of  her  fame,  was  due,  like  that  of  MAUBRAN, 
to  her  own  reckless  and  self-sacrificing  spirit.  The  progress 
of  WAGNER  reminds  one  not  a  little  of  that  of  the  Car  of 
Juggernauth.  His  devotees  prostrated  themselves  before 
him,  and  were  occasionally  crushed  by  his  genius. 
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CHARIVARIA. 

Tin.  \YoTthipful  Company  of  Makers 
l  Plnying  Curd*  if  offering  a  pri/.e  fur 
tin-  I  >c.-,i  designs  fur  tin-  backs  ai  playing 

' 


J,     I  lie     Mllijril 
Naval  Supremacy." 


being    "  Kngland's 
In  higher  quarters, 


loo,  this  ha*  been  regarded  as  a  fit  sub 

jecl  to  gamble  ivilh. 

Mr.  Cm  1:1 'it u  i,  assert*  that  Mr.  LIO\I,- 
( li:oi;,.i-;'s  Budget  is  a  popular  one.  It 
certainly  cannot  bo  denied  that  il  has 
caused  a  rise  in  spirits,  thus  giving 
occasion  for  the  revival  of  almost  the 
olde-t  joke  in  the  world. 


stratiun  in  Hyde  Park  on  l-abour  |);\j  was 
the  large  iiiinihiT  of  children  \vlio  par- 
ticipited.  •  There  is  something  about 
Socialism  whii-h  seems  to  appeal  parti- 
cularly t»  ill''  hrains  of  little  children. 


\Ve 
source 


hear 
that 


*  * 


from    an     unexceptionable 
the     Princess    JULIANA    is 


longing  to  learn  to  speak  in  order  that 
she  may  .-a\  to  the  ]>utch  people,  "Sorry 
in  have  kej.t  you  all  waiting." 


The  SHAM  has  once  more  accorded  a 
Constitution  to  his  people.  It  looks  as 
if  this  granting  of  Constitutions  will 
soon  degenerate  into  a  habit  with  him.  warning. 


The  pro\  isiou   in  the  Hud- 
gel   as  to  ilie  abatement  of 

income  tax  iu  the  ca-e  of 
every  child  under  sixteen  is, 
it  is  admitted  l>y  all  thought- 
ful persons,  a  rc.dly  staie^ 
manlike  act,  for,  since  the 
l.iture  made  it  illegal 
for  little  hoys  or  girl-  I" 
fetch  lierr  [rum  public-houses, 
it  had  in  many  eases  heroine 
absolutely  necessary  to  invent 

a  new    use    for  children,  as 

they    were    beginning    to    go 
Out  of  fa-hion. 


V 


docs 


And  iliis  provson 
credil  to  the 
kindness  of  heart.  In  his 
attack  on  the  hen-roosts  he 
had  a  kind  thought  for  the 

chicks. 

*    * 

At  the  same  time  we  trust 
that  an  incident  which  has 
been  brought  to  our  notice 
will  prove  to  l>e  an  isolated 
'  me.  The  day  after  the  in- 
troduction of  the  Budget  ;i 
lax  payer  was  heard  addrer-s- 
iug  his  newly-born  infant  in 
the  following  terms:  —  "And 
if  ever  yon  exceed  the  ago 


"  Time  Hie-,"  we  arc  told.  l!ul  then 
he  has  alwavn  U-en  wonderfully  up  to 

date. 

V 

Musical  artists  are  starting  a  cam- 
paign against  singing  for  charity.  The 
public  will  be  with  them  to  a  certain 
extent,  we  fancy.  More  than  once  we 
have  heard  the  remark  in  a  concert 
hall,  "  For  mercy's  sake,  stop  singing  !  " 

In  Stuttgart  there  has  been  instituted 
a  permanent  exhibition  of  objects  which 
arc   flagrant  examples  of  bad  taste,  in 
order  that  the  young  student  may  take 
No  such    purpose  has   ever 
I  l>eeii   attributed  to  a   British 

Exhibition, 

*  * 

Speaking  at  the  Ilinner  of 
the  Artists'  Cientral  Benevo- 
lent Institution  Mr.  A-oi  mi 
asserted  that,  while  silling  for 
his  portrait,  he  had  acquired 
a  virtue  which  he  had  never 
l>efore  possessed  —  thatof  com- 
plete immobility.  We  think 
lie  is  too  modest.  What  about 
his  promised  campn'gnagainst 
the  I/mis? 


Is   rni>  S.-I.K?  on  WHAT  is  IT,  Mus.  ,)OM  -  ?  " 
Mr«.  JnncK.   ':  VKS,  Sin.  IT  's  Sm  K.     IU  r  I  IK>S'T  KNOW  wim  ' 
TO  THK  FISH,  SIB;   IT'S  NOT  ITSELF' AT  AI.I.  I..VTKI.V." 


of 


Society  Gleanings. 
Tier  Hij»lme»M  is  a  j>icat  lover 
animal-.  :unl  drives  a  wliile 
inu  donkey  dike  ll»-  late 
lady  (!  ----  )  ill  »  little  |  ony 
<  ;irt."  —  Daily  ('linmirlr. 

We  do  not  care  for  these  per- 

sonalities. 

''Tlie  Viking  and  Vriiturp 
ctiiK-lirs  lK'li.nj;i"K  I"  Mr.  Alfrwl 
(.!.  Vamlerbilt  eomineiice  llioii  daily 
sen'ico  from  the  V'icteriii  and 
MeirO[xilp  Hotels,  in  Ixnidon.  n-- 
s[«K'(ively,  to-morrow.  A  c<acli 
will  start  encli  way  daily." 

Obivrrer. 

Coaches  with  names  like  these 


of  sixteen  I      The   news   that    the   ladies  of  Aumi.   might  surely  contrive  to  do  the  double 

I '11  give  VMI   such   a  thrashing  as  you  '  1 1  \M  ![>'.•>  harem  are  now  suffering  great  'journey     between     the     \ictoria     and 

hardships  prompts  a  kindly  little  gentle-   Metropole  Hotels  in  one  day. 
man  to  write  to  us  from  T'pper  Tooting 
with  the  proposal   that,  if  we  can  over- 


won't  forget  in  a  hurry,  my  lad  !" 

It  has  been  left  to  a  member  of  a  firm 


of  tobacconists  to  call  attention  to  one  of 
the  mo.-l  serious  ivMilt«  of  the  Budget. 
"  The  live-a  penny  packet  of  cigarettes," 
he  says,  "  is  in  my  opinion  doomed." 
I  tut  what,  we  would  like  to  know  is  this: 
Vv  ill  it  still  be  possible  to  get  a  really 
good  penny  cigar? 

We  understand  that  the  reason  why 
it  has  l>cen  decided  to  establish  an 
Aerial  Navigation  Committee  to  further 
the'  science  of  aviation  is  that  the 
(iovernmeiit  suddenly  awoke  to  the  fact 
that  we  had  no  aerial  vehicles  to  lax. 

V 

A   feature  of  the  Socialists'  Demon- 

VOL.  CXX1VI. 


come  the  absurd  prejudices  of  his  wife, 
he  will  be  willing  to  take  balf-a-do/en 
of  the  poor  creatures  into  \\i>  house. 

V 

There  is  certainly  nothing  narrow- 
minded  about  the  Young  Turks.  They 
have  chosen  as  their  ruler  a  young 
fellow  of  .sixty-five. 

*  * 

Before  leaving  this  country  Mr. 
Wu.iifi!  WISH, in  and  Mr.  Onvn.ir.  \Vnii, irr 
informed  a  piess  representative  that  they 
took  a  very  optimistic  view  of  (In  at 
Britain's  prospects  in  aviation.  All  that 
we  lark  i.-  aii.-hips  and  aeroplanes. 


Coming;  Fathions. 
T!i,'  l>«il>i  \firx  quotes  Mr.  fill  W  Itit.l. 
as  follows  :— 

"The  leader  writers  who  yesterday  decreed 
this  year's  deficit   were   now   lamenting   m-vl 

ir.ir's  surplice." 

We  hear,  on  the  best  authority,  that 
next  year's  surplice  will  \><-  a  much 
more  dressy  affair  with  the  waist  line 
wore  severeh  marked. 


'  Si  i:ia.i  i    N'ni.-initi;  Tliix  match 

innienced  at  Orrln.    |ji>-l  y.  ar  V.  rksl.ir,- 
j((.ii  I  iy  I '.Mi  runs.'      S.ntlicrn  Erm'ivg  .Vend. 

For  the  return  at  Worcester  keep  your 
eve  on  Kent. 
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THE    JERRY-BUILDER'S    BUDGET. 

[Under  the  provisions  of  Mr.  LLOYD-GEORGE'S  Budget,  any  owner  of 
a  garden  of  more  tlmn  one  acre  in  an  urban  neighbourhood  is  to  IK; 
suspected  of  attempting  to  "create  a  speculative  inflation  of  values 
which  is  socially  mischievous."  Beyond  the  one  acre  his  garden,  as 
"  not  being  used  to  th.>  b.'st  advantage,"  will,  in  addition  to  the  present 
rates  and  taxes  chargeable  on  a  residential  assessment,  be  taxed  on 
its  capital  value  as  an  eligible  site  for  rows  of  shops  or  villas,  unless 
the  owner  throws  it  open  to  the  public  to  picnic  in.] 

I  HANK  a  little  garden  glade 

Sheltered  and  green  and  fair, 
And  elms  that  throw  a  pleasant  shade 

To  cool  the  summer  air  ; 
Hard  by,  the  town  folk  make  a  dust, 

But  you  would  never  guess 
What  peace  is  here — and  only  just 

Two  acres,  more  or  less. 

Below  (lie  terrace  lies  the  lawn 

With  chestnut-shadows  shot, 
Where  roses  take  the  dews  of  dawn, 

And  pale  forget-me-not , 
And  there  are  winding  ways  that  steal 

To  sudden  ivied  bowers, 
So  screened  and  close  they  scarcely  feel 

The  touch  of  winter  hours. 

And  then  I  have,  for  ease  of  heart, 

An  allce  where  I  go 
To  think  of  things  and  pace  apart 

Leisurely  to  and  fro  ; 
Yew-hedges  Hank  my  grassy  space, 

And  at  the  blossoms'  prime 
I  hardly  know  a  nicer  place 

For  getting  words  to  rhyir.e. 

This  was  my  kingdom,  where  I  ranged 

J/)rd  of  my  tiny  lands, 
But  all,  it  seems,  will  soon  be  changed 

Under  the  spoiler's  hands  ; 
Mine  was  an  Eden  ere  the  fall, 

Unsoiled  of  snakes  and  sin  ; 
Now  comes  the  worm  and  wants  to  call 

The  jerry-builder  hi. 

"  Qnr,  acre  you  may  keep,"  says  <JJCOI:I:K, 

"  (Such  is  my  generous  plan), 
But  all  the  rest  t-hall  go  to  gorge 

The  bricks-and-mortar  man." 
"  Unless  your  leafy  place,"  says  LLOYD, 

"(Such  are  my  liberal  views), 
Be  opened  to  the  unemployed 

To  wallow  where  they  choose. 

"  Otherwise  on  your  purse  the  fell 

Swoop  of  my  fist  shall  come, 
Treating  you  just  like  those  who  sell 

Whiskey  and  gin  and  rum  ; 
And  you  must  cut  your  timber  or 

Let  run  your  plot  to  weeds, 
To  make,  or  save,  the  money  for 

Afforestation's  needs  !  " 

Well,  I  must  grin  and  pay  my  fine 

To  suit  the  Georgian  taste, 
And  somehow  keep  my  garden  mine, 

Though  it  were  bare  and  waste. 
No  tiuker  here  shall  fake  his  huts 

To  squeeze  my  quiet  chalet ; 
No  Weary  Willies  play,  for  nuts, 

Aunt  Sally  in  my  aUi'r.  0.  S. 


CROSS-EXAMINATIONS   FOR  THE   HOME; 

OR,  LITTLE  AimitJit's  ROAD  TO  KKOWJ.ICDGIC. 

(Little  Arthur,  n</i'd  12  ;  Untie  John — Captain  J dim  Land"  / •'. 
laic  2SlIi  //(win's — aijcd  44.) 

TAttlt'.  Arthur.  Uncle  John,  may  I  ask  you  some  questions? 

Uiii-J.i'  Joint.  Any  amount,  my  boy.  Just  you  fire  ahead. 
My  time  's  yours,  you  know. 

L.  A.  Thank  you,  Uncle  John.  You  'r*.  quite  sun:  you 
don't  mind  ? 

U.  J.  I/ird  bless  you,  no,  I  don't  mind.  I  've  got  nothing 
to  do  for  a  minute  or  two. 

L  A.  Shall  you  have  a  great  deal  to  do  after  that,  Uncle  ? 

V.  J.  After  what? 

L.  A.  After  you  've  answered  my  questions. 

17.  •/.  Oh,  I  don't  know.  There's  the  dog;  he'll  want  a 
bit  of  a  run.  And  tlien  there'll  be  lunch,  and  just  the 
slightest  nap  after  lunch — good  for  the  health,  you  know, 
Arty  ;  and  1  might  put  in  a  round  of  golf  ;  and  then  there's 
tea  and  so  on.  I  daresay  I  shall  worry  through  the  day  all 
right. 

L.  A.  Yes,  Uncle,  I  am  sure  you  will. 

/'.  J.  And  I'll  tell  you  what,  my  lad  of  wax,  if  you're  n 
good  boy  you  shall  help  me  to  knock  the  balls  about  on  the 
billiard-table  after  tea.  Capital  thing  for  the  hand  and  eye. 

L.  A.  Oh,  thank  you,  Uncle,  that 's  very  good  of  you.  But 
I'm  afraid  I  must  have  my  German  lesson  after  tea. 

//.  ./.  Oh,  German,  is"  it  ?  Capital  thing.  Tackle  the 
KAISKI:  when  you  're  grown  up.  You  stick  to  it,  my  buy. 

L.  A.  Yes,  Uncle,  1  mean  to.     But,  Uncle  John  ! 

TJ.  J.  Yes,  Sonny,  what  is  it  ? 

L.  A.  I  suppose  you  do  a  great  deal  of  work  sometimes, 
don't  you? 

U.  J.  Well,  my  boy,  I  don't  exactly  overdo  it,  you  know, 
but  I  manage  to  rub  along.  Besides,  I  did  my  little  bit 
when  1  was  in  the  regiment,  so  I  'm  entitled  to  take  a  rest. 

L.  A.  Yes,  Uncle.  But  Papa  says  the  country  is  being 
ruined  by  so  many  idle  men.  He  says  everybody  ought  to 
be  up  and  doing  ;  and  if  we  don't  all  show  ourselves  willing 
to  work  we  shall  be  left  behind  in  the  race. 

U.  J.  Oh,  he  said  that,  did  he?  And  quite  right,  too. 
I 'm  all  for  it.  Nothing  like  work.  That 's  what  I  told  'em 
when  they  came  to  me  about  the  unemployed.  But  it 's  no 
good  giving  'em  work,  I  said  ;  they  won't  do  it.  Loafing  's 
what  they  want  to  do,  and  that's  the  long  and  short  of  it. 

L.  A.  Yes,  Uncle,  I  s?e.  Then  you  think  some  people  may 
loaf  and  others  mustn't? 

U.  J.  Well,  ah,  1  'm  not  so  sure  of  that.  No,  I  can't  say  I 
hold  with  loafing. 

/..  .1.  But  you  think  when  people  have  done  a  little  bit 
they  're  entitled  to  a  rrst. 

U.  ./.  Oh,  yes,  that's  right  enough. 

L.  A.  Ought  they  to  rest  a  long  time,  Uncle? 

V.  J.  No,  1  'm  not  for  giving  'em  too  much  holiday.  A 
day  or  two  here  and  there,  and  then  at  it  again.  That 's  my 
notion. 

L.  A.  Yes,  I  see.     May  I  ask  you  a  question,  Uncle  ? 

U.  J.  I  said  you  might.     Out  with  it. 

L.  A.  Isn't  it  a  long  time  since  you  left  the  regiment, 
Uncle? 

//.  •/.  Eight  years. 

L.  A.  And  when  you  were  in  the  regiment,  Uncle,  I 
suppose  you  worked  frightfully  hard  ? 

U.  J.  Well,  I  don't  know  about  "frightfully,"  but  wo  had 
to  buck  up  a  bit. 

L.  A.  Then  you  didn't  spend  most  of  your  time  in 
hunting  and  shooting  and  steeple-chasing  and  having  leave, 
did  you,  Uncle  ? 

U.  J.  Who  put  that  idea  into  your  head  ? 


oil  TIIK   U>N1K>\   I'llAKlVAKI.-MAY  IL',  1909. 


HANS  ACROSS   THE   SEA? 

Sri)Ax,;rR  (1T.8.A.)  "  OXCR   AI5OADD  TIIK   LIXER,   AND   THE   riYl'RL   IS    MINK!" 
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OUR    VILLAGE    CRICKET-CLUB:     PRACTICE    BEGINS. 

THE  VISIT  OF  THE   AtTSTRAI.lANS  HAS  GIVEN   A    FRF.SU   IMPETUS  TO  I.OCAI.   EFFORT. 


L.  A.  It  WM  Bomething  I  licnrd  Mamma  Bay  to  Papa  the 
other  day.  She  said  you  always  wore  a  champion  ;it  that 
kind  of  tiling 

f. ./.  Did  she  now?  I  never  knew  I  had  suoli  an  un- 
grateful sister.  Hut  I  daresay  there's  a  spice  of  truth  in  it. 
All  work  and  no  play,  you  know,  makes  Jaek  a  dull  boy. 

/..  1.  Yi-s,  uncle,  I  quite  see  that;  and  of  course  yon 
didn't  \\ant  to  lie  a  dull  lx>y.  But  it's  eight  years  since  you 
li'ft  the  regiment . 

r.  .1.  v,.,. 

/,.  A.   Isn't  eight  years  a  very  long  time,  Uncle? 

/'.•/.   l>rnrcd  long.     You're  right  there. 

/..  .  I.  Hut  you  said  just  now  you  weren't  forgiving  people 
•irli  holiday — only  a  day  or  two  here  and  there. 

r.  ./.   Vts,  that 's  the  ticket. 

L.  A.  Hut.  Uncle,  you've  had  eight  years,  haven't  you? 
And  you  said  eight  years  was  deuced  long— so  you  've  had  a 
deuced  long  holiday. 

I'.. I.  Xow  look  here,  my  boy.  I  never  said  anything  of 
the  kind. 

//  \.  Oli.  yes,  I'ncle,  you  did.  Yon  said  you  had  done 
your  little  l>il  in  the  regiment,  and  you  were  entitled  to  take 
a  re>t.  And  then  yon  said 

'  •'.  •'.  S<>  that's  your  game  is  it,  you  young  ragamuffin. 
\  on  've  been  trying  to  trip  up  your  I'ncle,  have  you  V 

I,.  A.  Oh,  Uncle,  I  'in  sure  I  didn't  wish  to  do  that.     Only 
I  wanted  to  understand  what   Papa   meant  about  idle  people] 
ruining  the  country,  and — • — 

I'.  -/.  Oh,  I  daroay,  I  daresay — but  I  'in  off  now.  Haven't 
any  more  time.  letters  to  write,  you  know,  and  all  that. 
So  long,  Arty. 

L.  A.  So  long,  Uncle. 


EXPLANATIONS. 

(Orcrlteard  in  Mid-Atlantic.) 

'•  WHU  's  the  matter,  OKVII.I.K?  You're  looking  worried." 

"I  am  worried,  Wiutrn ;  1  'm  thinking  of  what  we've  told 
them.  I  guess  we '11  have  to  answer  for  it  in  the  hereafter." 

"  Nonsense!  All  5011  told  them  was  that  they  were  hospit- 
able. What 's  wrong  with  that  ?  " 

"  I  was  thinking  more  of  what  you  told  them,  WIIJWR," 
replied  Onvii.u:  with  a  sigh.  "  You  '11  remember  yon  .-aid 
that  as  acruplnnists  they  had  everything  before  them." 

"And  a  darn  long  way,  too,  Onviu.E.  What 's  wrong  with 
that  ?  (!o  on  ;  you  haven't  struck  a  falsehood  yet." 

"  What  about  '  You  can  go  ahead  with  every  confidence'? 
\Vinti  K,  <lo  you  think 

"  That 's  right  enough.  Of  course  they  can  go  nhead 
with  every  confidence  ;  but  once  they  begin  going  upwards, 
there  are  risks,  and  it 's  not  for  me  to  encourage  them  to  go 
any  way  but  ahead." 

"  I  see.  I  am  less  uneasy  now,  Wiuirn.  And  when  you 
said  of  the  ground  at  Sheppey, '  If  a  man  cannot  fly  there  he 
never  will  fly,'  did  you  mean 

"Just  what  I  said.  I  could  have  said  the  same  thing  of 
Hyde  Park  or  the  Strand  building  sites;  there's  plenty  of 
::ir  over  lx>th  of  them,  OHVII.U-:.  Only  b^ing  at  Sheppt-y  I 
said  it  of  Sheppey." 

"Thank  you  for  your  kind  explanations,  Wuttrn.  I  feel 
I  shall  sleep  to-night." 

"  Fifteen   hundred    navM    railwaymen   harp  struck   work   owing  to 
their  objection  to  peace-work." — Kclso  Mail. 
We  must  see  about  arranging  a  little  war  for  them. 
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THE    LATEST    DEPUTATION. 

PAHTICULARS  have  just  come  to  hand  of 
a  very  interesting  interview  last  week 
between  the  Editor  of  The  Times  and  a 
number  of  ladies  and  gentlemen.  The 
subject  under  discussion  was  the  advisa- 
bility of  establishing  on  the  first  page  of 
The  Times  a  section  entitled  Forthcoming 
Blrihdayt,  which  should  announce  a 
few  days  before  the  event  the  proximity 
of  these  important  festivals,  for,  as  the 
spokesman,  a  young  Kensington  gentle- 
man of  three,  pointed  out,  as  things 
now  stand  it  is  too  easy,  owing  to  a 
defective  parental  intelligence  depart- 
ment, for  every  one  to  know  of  the  near- 
ness of  a  birthday  ;  and  it  often  happens 
that  the  first  intimation  to  one's  friends 
arrives,  as  in  a  recent  tragic  instance, 
after  the  event.  (Cries  of  "  Shame! ") 

There  were,  of  course,  some  persons 
base  enough,  mean  enough,  to  prefer 
such  a  state  of  affairs  (Tumult) ;  but,  on 
the  other  hand,  there  were  nice  people. 
(Cheers.)  It  was  for  the  nice  people 
that  this  column  would  be  instituted. 

The  Editor  having  inquired  as  to  the 
actual  working  of  the  scheme,  the  fol- 
lowing propositions  were  offered.  The 
title  being  "  Forthcoming  Birthdays," 
each  entry  should  refer  to  a  birthday  to 
be  celebrated  on  that  day  week.  This, 
it  was  pointed  out,  would  give  time. 
The  rate  of  payment,  it  was  suggested, 
should  be  low.  The  accounts  to  be 
paid  by  fathers. 

Asked  to  provide  a  specimen  adver- 
tisement, the  leader  of  the  deputation 
produced  the  following : — 

"On  May  15, Master  Herbert  Willingtou  Blan- 
tyre,  of  !)3,  Orme  Square,  \V.,  will  be  six. 
Friends  kindly  accept  and  make  a  note  of  this 
intimation." 

That  is  the  simplest  form.  But 
amendments  are  possible,  such  as,  for 
example,  indications  of  the  advertiser's 
taste.  Thus : 

"N.B. — H.  W.B.  lias  a  model  railway,  but  it 
still  wants  signals." 
And  again  there  might  be  a  guiding 
word  or  two  on  the  other  side,  with  a 
parental  inspiration,  such  as  : 

"  No  sweets,  by  request." 

The  Editor  having  stated  that  he 
would  confer  with  the  Advertisement 
Manager  and  see  what  could  be  done, 
the  deputation  withdrew  and  sorted 
itself  out  among  its  nurses. 


THE  STEPNEY  CHILDREN'S  PAGEANT. 

THE  present  sporting  production  of 
Shakspearean  plays  without  accessories 
seems  to  have  the  approval  of  the  Bard 
limself,  for  he  is  taking  part,  in  poison, 
it  the  Whitechapel  Art  Gallery  in  a 
Dageant  for  which  the  irreducible  mini- 
mi m  has  been  expended  on  costumes 
and  scenery.  The  average  price  of  the 
dresses,  we  are  told,  was  only  a  crown- 
aiece,  and  even  this  figure  would  have 
seen  considerably  lower  but  for  the 
regal  splendour — and  thoroughly  well 
she  deserved  it— of  Queen  Elizabeth's 
ipparel. 

Very  bravely  and  intelligently,  and 
with  a  delightful  freedom  from  self- 
consciousness,  the  scholars  of  Stepney 
slaved  their  parts  in  the  pageant  of 


ii  i  rp  i  _  telegrams  despatched,  but  not  de- 
livered."— Po.it  Office  Gii'nli'. 
We  can  think  of  a  better  letter  for  this 
than  T.  

"  Wanted,  few  good  men  (Welsh),  for  egg 
i:ulk'rtiim." — Welsh  Gazette. 
Now  we  know  why  we  heard  a  man  say, 
"  Lloyd-George  be  blowed  !  "  the  other 
day. 


Boadicea,  in  contempt  of  Suetonius  I'auliiuis, 
takes  a  poison-pill,  with  the  idea  of  "  dying  still 
a  Queen." 

Ix>ndoii's  history,  from  Saxon  ANSGAR  to 
FRANCIS  DRAKE,  from  BOADIHCA  to  the 
Blind  Beggar's  Daughter  of  Bethnal 
Green.  We  had  no  use  for  a  prompter 
with  everybody  knowing  everybody 
else's  part  as  well  as  his  own.  There 
were  occasional  diversions  not  allowed 
for  in  the  book,  such  as  the  lapse  of 
the  villainous  IjOitgehamp' s  moustache, 
shortly  after  Prince  John  had  bade 
him  "  Begone,  ere  we  regret  our  cle- 
mency ;  "  but  the  spirit  of  humour  was 
so  strong  among  the  child  actors  (notably 
the  boy  who  played  Gurtli)  that  they 
coidd  well  afford  a  little  merriment  pro- 
voked without  design. 

I  hardly  suppose  that  the  children  of 
Whitechapel  who  played  in  this  pageant 
were  much  less  instructed  in  their  parts 
beforehand  than  most  of  the  grown-ups 
who  get  by  heart  the  matter  for  other 
pageants ;  but  I  can  imagine  no  better 
soil  in  which  to  sow  the  seed  of  citizen- 


ship and  patriotism  than  the  hearts  of 
these  keen  young  Londoners. 

I  present  my  most  cordial  compliments 
to  Mr.  Loui.s  PARKER,  Pageant-maker- 
Extraordinary  to  the  British  Nation,  who 
can  never  have  had  material  more 
interesting  to  work  upon  ;  to  Mr.  F.  P. 
HARVEY  DARTON,  Vice-master  of  the  Cere- 
monies ;  to  Miss  ROSABEL  WATSON,  Con- 
ductor of  the  Orchestra ;  to  Mr.  G.  K. 
MEN /.IKS  and  the  other  authors  of  a 
libretto  distinguished  not  only  by  ex- 
cellent taste  but  also  by  a  lucidity  and 
directness  very  proper  to  its  pin-pose  ; 
and  finally,  to  whoever  was  rtsponsible 
for  some  very  dainty  dances — morris 
and  other — which  added  charm  and 
gaiety  to  a  performance  always  pictu- 
resque and  needing  no  incidental  dis- 
traction to  save  it  from  dulness. 

The  pageant  will  be  repeated  at 
7  P.M.  on  the  12th,  13th,  17th,  18th, 
I'Jtli  and  20th.  Applications  for  tickets, 
which  are  free,  should  be  made  to  the 
Secretary,  Whitechapel  Art  Gallery, 
High  Street,  Whitechapel,  E.  0.  S. 


WORDS    IN    THE    DOCK. 

IT. 

IN  opening  the  case  against  "  Tn 
truth "  the  Public  Prosecutor  strongly 
protested  against  the  odious  innuendo 
involved  in  the  use  of  these  words  by  a 
publicist  or  editor,  the  suggestion  being 
that  his  opponents  dealt  in  falsehood  or 
fiction.  Besides  it  was  admittedly  a 
blunder  to  protest  too  much;  and  to  say 
continually  "  I  'm  telling  you  the  truth," 
excited  suspicion.  Mr.  JAMES,  the  eminent 
novelist,  never  styled  himself  "  Truthful 
JAMES,"  and  he  certainly  didn't  suffer 
in  persuasiveness  for  his  reticence. 
Counsel  concluded  a  brilliant  address  by 
reminding  the  Court  that  a  great  Irish- 
man had  said  that  he  had  "far  toogivat 
a  regard  for  the  truth  to  be  dragging 
her  out  on  every  paltry  occasion." 

The  Editor  of  Tlic  Spectator,  called 
for  the  defence,  said  that  the  incrimi- 
nated words  were  very  good  friends  of 
his,  and  had  frequently  assisted  him  in 
trying  circumstances.  Occasions  an  se 
in  which  it  was  the  painful  duty  of  a 
writer  to  insist  on  the  obvious,  and  to 
resist  the  temptation  to  indulge  in 
paradox.  He  was  continually,  and  he 
trusted  successfully,  restraining  the  ten- 
dency to  be  witty. 

Cross-examined,  the  Editor  of  The 
S[icctator  said  that  when  he  relied  on 
the  defendants  he  did  not  invariably 
endorse  statements  which  appeared  in 
Mr.  LADOUCIIERE'S  organ. 

At  this  stage  of  the  proceedings  some 
commotion  was  caused  by  a  Member  of 
Parliament  rising  at  the  back  of  the 
Court  and  shouting  out  in  impassioned 
accents,  "  J' accuse."  He  was  promptly 
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sdeueed,  and,  on  being  reminded  that 
the  phrase  in  question  had  been  n-"d 
by  the  late  .M.  Xoi.v,  fell  into  a  profound 
>\\oon.  The  prisoners  were  subsequently 
MMilenced  not  to  be  heard  in  Wellington 
Street  for  the  space  of  six  months. 

The  next  case  was  that  of  "  Frankly," 
an  insinuating  adverb  whose  conduct 
in  literary  and  dramatic  circles  of  late 
had,  so  it  was  urged,  become  a  serious 
nuisance  and  even  a  danger  to  the  com- 
munity. 

Counsel  for  the  prosecution  in  an 
emotional  speech  contended  that  the 
aggn-Mve  appearance  of  "  frankly  "  in  i 
this  context  was  an  affront  to  good  sense 
and  the  fitness  of  things,  as  it  was 
perfectly  notorious  that  literary  and 
dramatic  critics  never  were  frank.  They 
could  not  earn  a  livelihood  if  they  were. 
The  greatest  living  novelist  —  whose 
name  he  abstained  from  mentioning 
solely  in  deference  to  her  detestation  of  j 
publicity— had  exposed  their  Machiavel- 
lian treachery  again  and  again,  but 
without  result.  It  was  to  be  hoped  that  j 
the-present  action  would  finally  and  irre- 
vooably  annihilate  this  ghastly  imposture. 

Mr.  A.  B.  WALKLKY,  who  was  called 
by  the  prosecution,  said  (through  the 
interpreter)  that  he  never  used  the  word. 


The  nearest  that  he  came  to  it  was  in 
the  phrase  fntnclii'ineut  canaille,  which 
he  had  applied  to  the  performance  of  a 
famous  French  eomidiettrtf. 

Mr.  KoiiLiiT  lK)S.\u>,  the  Editor  of 
Tin'  Ihiili/  Chronielf,  summoned  to  give 
evidence  as  to  character  on  behalf  of  the 
prisoner,  said  that  he  had  the  highest 
opinion  of  him,  and  found  him  in- 
valuable in  opening  the  second  para- 
graph of  an  unfavourable  review  of  a 
hook  or  play;  as  for  example,  "Frankly. 
this  sort  of  thing  won't  quite  do  nowa- 
days.' 

Mr.  M  \SHV.IIAM,  on  the  other  hand, 
said  he  had  no  use  for  Otiose  adverbs. 
It  was  the  duty  of  a  critic  to  lie  frank, 
not  to  say  that  he  was  frank. 

The  prisoner  was  ordered  to  be 
deported  to  America. 

Finally  came  "Minor,"  the  principal 
witness  against  whom  was  Mr.  \\'ll.I.IAM 
\V\T-o\.  The  word,  he  said,  was  a 
danger  to  Society,  in  that  it  aroused  the 
worst  passions  of  all  poets  whenever  it 
was  used  in  connection  with  them.  To 
call  a  man  a  minor  poet  was  more 
offensive  than  to  call  him  a  coward. 
Poetry  was  poetry  and  poets  were  poets. 
(Inmicdl  (•/«'<•»••>•.)  Such  empty-heads  as 
those  now  cheering  were  the  employers 


of  the  rascal  "Minor."  He  was  their 
friend.  (Hint.) 

Other  witnesses   for  the  prosecution 
were  Mr.  Jons  LANK  and   Mr.  FUAKOH 

Col  ITS. 

The  Editor  of  Tlie  WeHmuuterQ*aMl 

was  subpoenaed  for  the  prosecution,  but 
his  evidence  tended  rather  to  the  de- 
fence. He  found  "Minor,"  he  said,  a 
useful  fellow.  All  poets  were  not  of 
equal  genius  ;  why  not  distinguish  ? 
For  his  part  lie  would,  however,  agree 
to  drop  "  minor,"  but  only  on  condi- 
tion that  he  might  say  "  first  class"  or 
"second  class,"  or  some  such  phrase. 
At  this  point  Mr.  WILLIAM  WATSON'S 
language  became  so  virulent  that  the 
proceedings  terminated  in  an  uproar. 

"Oh,  j'aime  les  Militaires." 
"  A  large  crowd  cheered  tlie  Indies  [Yeomanry 
who  presented  a  very  fine  and  niaritil 
n|i|»\-iianre,  and  attracted  a  good  deal  of  a.ten- 

tina."    -Siimliiy  l.'liruniele. 


"The  draft  Act   was  sown   with  the  . 

'(lovern  T-<) ral-in-C.'Uiicil,'    a«    thii'kly    a^ 

autumn  leaves  in  Vallambosch." — South  AJriean 

Ktttf, 

An   unfortunate   misprint    for    Stellen- 
bosch,  which  was  what  MILTON  wrote. 
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MR.    PUNCH'S    BUDGET. 

l/r.  Punch  prints  a  few  examples  of  the  sort 
of  letter  which  is  now  arriving  daily  at  his 
office  .] 

The  tii/rle,  Tooting. 

DEAR  OLD  PUNCH,-  —  My  income  is  .£700 
per  annum,  and  my  wife  has  an  allow- 
ance of  £100  from  her  father.  I  have 
two  boys  under  sixteen  and  one  dog 
over  sixteen,  together  with  an  adopted 
niece  of  fourteen  ;  wo  have  a  garden  of 
three  acres,  including  a  small  pond,  into 
which  there  is  reasonable  access—  in 
fact  all  the  children  fell  into  it  yesterday 
in  the  search  for  ungotten  minerals.  1 
have  a  horse  whose  horse-power  is  1, 
and  I  smoke  three  ounces  of  tobacco  a 
week.  What  was  the  name  of  the 
scholar—  1  mean  what  is  the  amount  of 
my  new  taxation  ? 

Yours  to  a  cinder, 

GEORGE  KEATS. 

[When  a  niece  falls  in,  the  landlord  pays 
ten  per  cent,  on  the  increased  value.  The 
Editor  cannot  work  out  the  rest  of  the  problem 
now,  but  he  believes  the  correct  answer  is  that 
peacocks  don't  lay  fggs.] 

The  Snuggery,  Bedford  Park. 

DEAR  MR.  PUNCH,  —  Will  you  use  the 
influence  of  your  great  paper  to  remedy 
a  crying  scandal  ?  My  uncle  died  last 
October  and  left  me  all  his  money,  some 
six  hundred  a  year.  When  alive  he 
resided  at  Shepherd's  Bush  ;  and  on 
two  evenings  a  week  for  ten  years  1 
used  to  go  down  there  to  see  him.  No 
smoking  was  allowed  in  his  house,  and 
nothing  stronger  than  sherbet.  For 
three  hours  after  dinner  I  had  to  read 
aloud  to  him  —  Times  leaders  and  things 
of  that  kind.  Sundays  too  I  generally 
spent  with  the  old  man  ;  tliat  meant 
sermons  in  the  morning  and  a  little 
bath  chair  exercise  in  the  afternoon. 

Yet,  will   you   believe  it,  instead   of 
letting  me  pay  9d.  tax  on  my  new  income 
(well-earned),   this    detestable    Govcrn- 
ment  insists  that  I  should  pay  Is.  'M.  ! 
Yours  disgustedly, 

GUY  POTTS. 

P.S.  You  might  care  to  print  the  en- 
closed small  contribution.  If  so,  you 
had  better  sign  it  "Gypots"  —my 
pseudonym  in  the  Bedford  Park  .!/<•«- 
sentjcr. 

[The  Editor  of  Puneh  begs  to  offer  Mr.  Potts 
his  sympathy  and  one  of  his  rejection  forms.] 


31,  Grosvenor  Square,  It 
MY  DEAR  SIR,  —  I  have  a  daring 
tion  for  a  cartoon  which,  if  it  appeared 
in  your  paper,  would  create  an  immense 
stir  throughout  the  length  and  breadth 
of  Kngland,  and  might  indeed  give  trie 
death-blow  to  this  hated  Government. 
I  regret  that  I  am  unable  to  draw  it  for 
you  myself,  but  no  doubt  you  have  an 
artist  on  your  staff  who  could  execute 
my  idea. 
It  is  simply  this.  Draw  LLOYD-GEORGE 


as  ;v  repulsive  footpad  holding  up  John 
Bull  with  the  words,  "It's  your  money 
1  want."  BAI.FOUR,  who  is  standing  by 
dressed  as  a  policeman,  stys  threaten- 
ingly, "Ah!  You  wait!"  Other 
policemen  might  be  represented  by 
ATSTEN  OHAMMEHI.AIN',  BONAR  LAW,  and  so 
on,  together  with  P.  S.  FOSTER,  in  a  very 
new  uniform,  showing  that  he  has  oidy 
just  been  elected.  ASQITHI  and  WIN- 
STON might  be  a  little  way  behind  Li.uvn- 
GKORUE.  Over  the  whole  scene  the 
brooding  spirit  of  NELSON  looks  down 
and  says,  "  Alas,  my  country  !  " 

This  may  be  considered  severe,  but  if 

it  were  well  drawn  it  would,  I  think,  be 

very  effective,  and  might  encourage  the 

House  of  Lords  to  throw  out  the  Budget. 

Awaiting  your  reply,  I  am,  etc., 

ERNEST  TOOTLE. 

[The  Editor  of  Punch  is  afraid  that  Mr. 
Tootle's  cartoon  is  a  little  too  strong  to  use  at 
present,  but  he  will  keep  it  in  reserve  and 
employ  it  at  the  last  moment  if  all  else  fails. 
What  lovely  weather !  How  are  Mr.  Tootle's 
sweet  peas  getting  on  ?  ] 

DEAR  MR.  PUNCH, — Doubtless  you  have 
read  the  letter  of  Mr.  W.  W.  ASHLEY, 
M.P.,  to  the  Superintendent  of  some 
Poor  Children's  Home,  regretting  that 
the  increased  taxes  absolutely  prevent 
him  from  sending  a  subscription.  The 
benevolences  and  (alas ! )  anticipated 
poverty  of  Mr.  ASHLEY  are  matters  of 
world-wide  interest ;  so  it  was  only 
right  that  his  letter  should  have  been 
made  public.  What  I  want  to  suggest 
now  is  that  you  should  start  a  fund  to 
bike  over  all  his  charities,  until  such 
time  as  the  Tories  come  back  to  power  ? 
For  this  purpose  I  have  much  pleasure 
in  enclosing  a  cheque  for  a  guinea. 

X.  Y.  /,. 

P.S.  These  are  not  my  real  initials, 
but  I  desire  to  remain  anonymous. 

[Unfortunately  X.Y.Z.'s  cheque  has  remained 
anonymous  too. — EDITOH.] 

The  Crow's  Nest,  Surblton. 
DEAR  MR.  PUNCH, — I  must  tell  you  of 
a  joke  my  little  girl  Gladys  (aged  8) 
made  this  morning.  She  was  helping 
me  in  the  kitchen,  and  watching  Berke- 
ley (our  maid),  who  was  trying  to  unscrew 
the  bottle  of  stout  which  I  always  take 
with  my  lunch.  After  trying  a  long 
time  Berkeley  said,  "  It 's  no  good,  mum, 
I  can't  budge  it."  Little  Gladys  im- 
mediately turned  to  me  with  a  smile  and 
said,  "I  expect  Mr.  LLino-GEORCK  could, 
Mamma."  She  must  have  heard  her 
father  and  me  talking  about  the  Bud- 
get (!)  Was  it  not  clever  of  her?  I  am 
sure  that  with  u  picture  this  would 
appeal  to  your  readers,  particularly  to 
those  who  have  children  of  their  own. 
Gladys  is  a  sweet  fair  -  haired  little 
thing,  and  was  wearing  a  navy-blue 
serge  frock — I  enclose  a  photograph  of 
us  both  taken  last  month,  for  tho 


guidance  of  your  artist.  Berkeley  is 
rather  short  and  lias  not  much  iigure. 
You  mi.u'lit  word  it  like  this  : 

LLOYD-GEORGE  TO  1111;  RESCUE! 

Jii'Hielfif  (unscrniciny  bottle  of  stout 
for  //.')•  mistrrxii'x  lunch).  It 's  no  good, 
mum,  I  can't  budge  it." 

Gladys  (dijed  8).  I  expect  Mr.  LI.OYD- 
(  SEORCE  could,  Mamma  ! 

[Merriment  of  Mamma. 

If  you  cannot  get  this  drawn  at  your 
office  I  daresay  Gladys  cotdd  make  you 
a  little  picture  of  the  scene.  I  may  say 
that  I  shall  put  whatever  you  send  me 
in  her  little  money-box. 

Yours  very  sincerely, 

(Mrs.)H.  Q.Puir. 

[The  Editor  of  Punch  p'esents  his  compliments 
and  begs  to  return  the  beautiful  photograph  nf 
(ilaclys's  two  elder  sisters,  which  appears  to 
have  been  sent  in  error.  Unfortunately  lie  has 
a' ready  accepted  a  joke  on  the  subject  of  the 
Hudget,  so  that  he  is  unable  to  use  Gladys's  de- 
lightfully humorous  legend.  Should  she,  how- 
ever, devise  some  equally  witty  impromptu  on 
the  occasion  of  Mr.  LLOYD-GEORGE'S  next  1'udget 
the  Editor  hopes  that  he  will  lie  allowed  to 
hear  of  it.] 

SIR, — 1 .1111  a  widow  with  an  unearned 
income  of  £205.  I  live  alone  with  Betsy 
(my  -pug)  and  Jane  (my  faithful  old 
servant).  Now  this  mercenary  Govern- 
ment seeks  to  impose  an  additional  tax 
of  2d.  in  the  pound  upon  me.  If  it  is 
allowed  to  do  this  I  shall  be  compelled 
to  dismiss  my  faithful  companion,  Jane 
(who  will  in  consequence  be  thrown  upon 
the  rates),  and  eke  out  a  miserable  exist- 
ence with  my  poor  dog.  A  WIDOW. 

[An  extra  2d.  on  the  £45  which  pays  income 
tax  comes  to  7s.  6<i.  a  year.  As  an  alternative, 
therefore,  "A  Widow"  might  dismiss  lieNy, 
who  would  be  thrown  into  a  Dog's  Home,  and 
eke  out  a  miserable  existence  with  poor  Jane. 
—  EUITOH].  A.  A.  M. 


"  DIE  STAMPING 
Executed  on  the  premises." 

Almelfk  Gazette. 

We  !  rust  that  the  condemned  man  will 
not  die  stamping,  but  behave  more 
seemly. 

"  Mr.  Moore-Brabazon  has  achieved  the 
distinction  of  lieing  the  first  Englishman  to  fly 
on  English  soil." — Dully  Mall. 

A  good  beginning.  We  hope  .soon, 
though,  to  see  some  Englishman  living 
in  English  air. 


The  Law  of  Averages. 

"The  average  annual  mileage  of  a  motor- 
cab  is  23.000,  though  many  do  more."  —  Dally 
Telegra-fh. 


lady  (33  waist),  elephant  grey   silk 
voile."  —  Add.  In  "  Tito  Geitlleicf/man." 

Come,  come,  it  can't  be  so  bad  as  thai. 
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tit).  AN  i  Mvihsni:i>  /.ooi.oc;h  u.  KI -KB  i 


Mrs.  lireilleiihuwn,  the  Hat,  and  tlif 
Marmoset.    M.  GREIFFKXIIAOKN. 


I   i'    Harry  Lauder  discovers  M.iml  .viian. 
G.  A.  STORET,  A.U.A. 


688.  "Hoois!  TOOTS!  AND  HAVERS!!" 
A  Fearsome  Foursome  Reel  in  Mid-Ayr  (Extraordinary  be-Havers).     VAL  HAVERS 


231.  Rolling  his  Lonely 


.'tic  «,vne—  in  the  Isle  of  Man, 
no  doubt.)    CATHERINE  OCI.KSH. 


31.  Pfmftffd  Mii>i'r?ant  (oit  lit* 
lap).  "It's  a  dull  lilV!  Hlio  lia-sn't  mo\vd  nr 
spoken  for  three  wet'ks  !  Still,  I've  got  some 
fun  out  of  that  <>rmine  cloak  !  -  chewed  all  the 
(ails  oil  but,  tlircr  !  !  " 

SIR  W.  Q.  ORCIIARDSON,  R.A. 


1 48.  The  '' Marchesa  "  gning  down 
with  all  hands.     P.  A.  HAY. 


82.  "  Oh,  Ma !  Do  came  and  look 
at  Baby's  legs!  They've  gone 
like  a  clown's ! !  " 

J.  H.  K.  BA.  ON,  A.R.A. 


5.  Some  of  the  beams  in  Mr. 

lull's  rye. 
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Rejected  One.  "  'Tis  WISHING  I  WAS  A  OERRL  I  AM,  BIDDY,  THE  WAI  I  'D  MARBY  MESELF,  AS'  SHOW  YE  YE  'BE  NOT  THE  ONLY  CERBL 

WID  A  PUBTS  FACE."  


SEEN   IN   THE    SHOPS. 

BY   MlMI   MllHNETTE. 

I  WOULD  preface  this  article  with  the 
statement  that  everything  in  it  is  candid 
and  independent.  The  reader  of  the 
ordinary  article  of  this  kind  is,  not 
perhaps  unnaturally,  under  the  impres- 
sion that  the  tradesmen  who  are  recom- 
mended in  it  make  it  worth  either  the 
author's  or  the  paper's  while.  But  not  in 
my  article.  If  I  praise  a  shop  it  is  be- 
cause that  shop  is -good.  To  anybody 
who  can  prove  that  I  ever  received  a 
penny  piece  from  any  West-End  estab- 
lishment I  will  gladly  give  a  king's 
ransom. 
Messrs.  Attalow  Price. 

This  being  the  season  for  new  clothes, 
let  me  say  that  there  is  nothing  better  and 
cheaper  than  the  stock  now  to  be  seen 
at  Messrs.  Attalow  Price  &  Co.'s,  in  Bond 
Street.  No  woman  who  wishes  to  make 
other  women  turn  round  in  the  street 
(and  is  there  a  nobler  ideal  among  the 
Smart  Set  ?)  can  afford  to  neglect  Messrs. 
Attalow  Price's  hats.  Let  them  be  sure 
to  ask  for  the  Salome  chip  straw,  which 
would  work  havoc,  I  am  sure,,  even 
among  Baptists,  and  is  really  to?? 


matvlic  at  8  guineas  imtrimmed,  and  15 
with  ribbon.     I  have  two. 

"  Clothes  and  the  Man." 

Male  costume  may  be  thought  to  be  a 
little  off  my  beat,  and  indeed  it  is,  but 
if  I  see  in  the  shops. a  pair  of  trousers 
I  have  got  to  write  about  them,  or  what 
heroines  of  my  title?  Well,  I  have  seen 
some,  and  1  wish,  entirely  without  pre- 
judice, to  praise  them  and  to  advise 
dressy  men  to  go  nowhere  else  for  their 
trousseaus.  The  best  trousers  I  have 
ever  seen,  or  rather  the  best  trousers  I 
have  seen  since  last  week's  paper  came 
out,  are  those  made  by  Button  and 
Stitch,  of  Houndsditch.  It  is  not,  I  am 
aware,  a  fashionable  quarter,  but  Messrs. 
B.  &  S.'s  clients  have  to  remember  that 
what  Messrs.  B.  &  S.  save  in  rent  they 
put  into  the  article.  This1,  being  so,  why 
assist  the  Savile  Row  tailor  in  paying 
his  rent  when,  by  taking  a  little  longer 
in  getting  to  the  City,  you  can  attain 
a  really  better  material  and  hotter  cut  ? 
To  improve  on  an  old  saying,  "  Men  are 
curious  kittle  cattle,"  and  surely  in  no 
way  is  their  eccentricity  more  firmly 
established  than  in  the  matter  of  clothes. 
Whatever  be  their  occupation  or  pursuit 
they  must  be  clad  in  the  prescribed 


uniform.  The  golfing  man  must  have 
his  regulation  kit,  the  cricketer  and 
spectator  at  Lord's  his  flannels,  the 
dentist  or  society  man  or  Cabinet  Minis- 
ter his  frock  coat  and  top  hat,  the  artist 
his  lounge  suit,  the  music-hall  singer 
his  rags,  and  so  on  throughout  tlu: 
whole  of  life's  busy  round  and  common 
task,  and  any  man  reversing  the  recog- 
nised order  of  things  immediately  calls 
for  derision  and  amusement.  No  one 
can  make  them  (this  week)  like  Messrs. 
Button  and  Stitch.  -  But  next  week '! 
Ah! 

(No  more  of  this,  however. — ED.) 


Vanity  Fair  on  "  The  Devil." 

I".  517  :  "We  found  it  excellent  .  .  .  most 
interesting  from  start  to  finish  .  .  .  the  play 
and  the  acting  were  both  admirable." 

P.  532 :  "Simply  silly  and  stupid.  .  .  the 
dramatis  pcrsonrv  are  puppets;  the  person 
who  pulls  the  strings  is  a  bungler ;  and  there 
is  in  short  nothing  in  the  play." 

We  agree  cordially  with  Vanity  Fair. 


"  Smith  at  onco  got  Hayes  finely  taken  in. 
the  long  field  by  night." — The  Star. 

Another    argument    for    the    Daylight 
Saving  Bill. 
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ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 

l-Aiu\>Ti:i>  HIOM  TIIK  DIARY  OK  TOBV,  M.I'. 

//OILS,'  ../  CiimHmi/*,  .M<»i'i<iii,  Mnij  :;. 

—  "  R.  -minds   mo  of   Agincourt,  on    tlic 
d  l,ln-  battle,"  >-aid   tilt.'   kfUUBKUi 
SMIK.   glancing    round   the  lists.     "  Al- 
mo^  one  hears 

•  Tin-  .11-  ........  vi  -i,  aooomplUun^  ilio  knights, 

With  l)ii»y  hammers  closing  rivi-ts  up, 
•heailfitl  note  of 


•  The  royal  captain  of  this  ruined  band 
—  I  mean  PIMM  K  Ainiint.  in  eoninaad  of 
tli<:  decimated  Opposition  predestined  t 
rout  —  seems  pretty  lit." 


"  Think  !  oh,    tlniiK,  ot    the    market    gyai- 

ili-n.T  !    (  l«i  /•-,  .1  -itto  roi-e")  /   IH-VIT  thouxlit  nf 
him  Ih-f.nv,  I>"1  -ill  !   how  |>:ithriir  it  sounds  !  " 

House  just  got  into  ('oinniiltee  of 
Ways  and  Means.  First  round  in  the 
great  Budget  light.  PHINCK  AHIHI  i: 
promptly  leads  off.  His  rising  greeted 
with  s;.orm  of  cheers  and  counter  clnvr-. 
that  tiuiy  indicates  strained  relations  of 
parties.  Opposition  mean  bnsim  — 
BflBgned  unto  the  heavenly  will  in  the 
matter  of  monotonous  defeat  in  Division 
Lobbies,  they  will  still  carry  it  on,  dis 
pitting  every  foot  of  advance  of  Finance 
Hill  through  Committee. 

Notable  change  in  aspect  of  two  Front 
IV-nelies.  At  ordinary  times  entrance 
upon  business  of  day  ia  signal  lor  Iligln 
of  Ministers  and  ex-Minislers.  ( )ne  in 
charge  of  measure  to  the  fore  keeps  his 
place,  assisted  by  a  junior  colleague, 
occasionally  supported  by  that  Minis- 
terial man-of-all-work.  the  ATTOIUJKY- 
(!;-.M.n.\r..  The  rest  Hee  to  their  private 
rooms,  in  whose  seclusion  they  are  under- 
stood to  attack  arrears  of  office  work. 
This  afternoon  both  Front  Benches 


•cumin  full,  the  occupants  intent  pbser- , 
vers  of  the  tactics  governing  opening  of 
it  tack. 

PRISI •!•:     AKTIIIK    evidently    bepfenred 
•\ci-ptiniial     pains    on     prepanition    of 

"ils   -| ch.     Magnificently  scornful   in 

lenunciation  of  what  he  calls  "  the 
?leciioneering  manifesto  "  that  prefaced 
lelivery  of  Budget  speech.  To  delight 
I  Opposition,  draga  in  HKNUY  CKOIIOI-:. 
At  linst  there  was  a  shocked  feeling  of 
breach  of  Order,  doubtless  inadvertently 
.•ommitted,  accompanied  by  accidental 
iiiscalling  of  Christian  names.  The 
nameof  theCiiAN-cKi.i.oitoi- mi:  Kviii'H  <  B 
just  now  iu  everyone's  mouth.  Had 
PHI  MI:  Aimit'B,  not  specially  notable  for 
accuracy  of  detail,  made  a  slip  and  call<  'I 
him  HiAin  V  This  lakes  much  longer  to 
explain  than  it  did  to  flash  through  the 
minds  of  Memlwrs.  The  point  suggested 
with  studied  innocence  was  quickly 
sei/.ed  and  greeted  with  shout  of  boister- 
ous laughter. 

"Mr.    Hi.viiv  (li.oii'.i:,"   h >ntinued 

when  silence  was  restoreil,  "held  that 
possession  of  all  laud  was  intrinsically 
robbery,  and  that  it  ought  to  be  taken 
away  without  compensation  to  existing 
owners.  That  is  a  fairly  coherent  sys- 
tem ;  but  what  on  earth  lies  at  the 
bottom  of  the  system  of  Mr.  HENRY 
("IKOIMJK'S  great  namesake?" 

In  the  course  of  speech  History,  after 
its  occasional  manner,  repeated  itself. 
Pursuing  his  argument,  denouncing  the 
treatment  of  landed  properly  by  the 
Budget,  PuixrK  ARTHUR,  looking  among 
his  papers,  found  he  had  forgotten  a  par- 
ticular sheet  setting  forth  figures  which, 
il  cited,  would  establish  his  case.  Kighly 
years  ago  Ai.TiioitP  ^forbear  of  present 
luirl  SPENCER)  found  himself,  when 
addressing  House  as  Chancellor  of 
Kxchequer,  in  the  same  predicament. 
He  apologised  for  the  accident,  but 
a— nred  Members  that  he  had  studied 
the  figures,  that  they  led  to  a  certain 
conclusion,  which  he  hoped  would  be 
accepted  oil  his  personal  declaration. 
Unconsciously  PRINCE  ARTHUR,  in  like 
predicament,  paraphrased  the  appeal 
and  by  a  ready  cheer  received  the  same 
tribute  of  confidence  and  aequMOno 

BiUMMM  done. — (lot  into  Commit tet 
on  Budget  Resolutions. 

Tuesday. — "This  is  not  an  ordinal \ 
debate,"  remarked  Mr.  PHKTYMAN,  rising 
to  resume  discussion  in  Committee  01 
Budget  vheme.  "  It  is  one  of  the  ni"> 
momentous  issues  e\er  presented  for  thi 
consideration  of  Parliament.'1 

Whereupon    Members  on    both  side 
with  one  accord  strolled  out  to  gossip  on 
the  Terrace,  write   letters  or  read    th 
evening  papers.     'Twas  ever  thus.   The 
svill  sit  out  a  debate  running  through 
single  sitting.     When  it  comes  to  allo 
cation  of  several  nights  to  a   particula 
subject,     howsoever     important,     the; 


straightway  Hee.  For  -  hours  to- 
light,  whilst  speech  followed  *| 
o  all  as  good  as  Pum  nut's,  tin-  llun-c 
I'ould  have  been  counted  out  had  the 
loors  been  closed  against  temporary 
nttux  of  idlers  from  without. 

Filled  up  when  at  half -past  nine 
,vord  went  round  that  the  CIIASI-KIXCR 
K  pi UK  F.\<  in.i.'i  i:u  was  up.  To  the  close 
if  sitting  PRINCK  Aimn  it  was  among  the 
il)>cntees.  This  a  pity,  since  some  of 
he  jwinted  passages  of  the  speech  of 
'  HKNKY  CtEoiiiiK's  great  namesake"  were 
li  reeled  to  reply  to  his  speech  of  last 
light. 


THE  "BIHD-NESTEE"  :»  BOHKOHED  PLUMAGE. 
Mr.  LJoyd-Ceorge  in  Mr.  Chaplin's  clothes. 

["  While  the  cbainiuui  of  the  Agricultural 
Committee  of  the  Tariff  Commission  was  bath- 
ing in  the  still  waters  of  Tariff  Keform,  tin 
Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer,  lurking.  I  suppose, 
somewhere  on  the  bank  (lawyfclrr),  probably 
on  a  bird-nesting  expedition  (lauglUer),  sud- 
denly camo  across  the  right  hon.  gentleman'* 
clothes  (lawjhter),  and  being,  as  eTerybody 
knows,  a  man  of  predatory  disposition,  at  onre 
took  possession  of  them,  and  we  may  assanie 
that  in  the  privacy  of  his  own  home  be  tried 
n,  and  he  appeared  in  them  here  on 
Budget  night  (loud  laugher).  Cou  d  you  ha\>- 
.1  better  or  more  cogent  reason  for  a  1). 
mcut  (j  rant  ?  (roan  of  laughter)."— Mr.  Avjuith.] 

House  glad  to  find  the  CH \MT.I.WU  in 
something  of  his  old  form.  Relieved  of 
the  burden  of  multitudinous  manuscript, 
he  spoke  for  an  hour  and  a-h.df,  briskly 
replying  to  criticisms  raised  through 
two  nights'  debate.  At  one  stage  he 
brought  SON  ACSTEX  up  with  angry 
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repudiation  of  what  seemed  an  innocent 
remark.  Referring  to  the  Conservative 
Party  in  the  Reichstag,  he  asked 
whether  the  Opposition  were  aware 
of  legislative  action  in  respect  of  land 
taken  by  ''their  own  party  in  Germany." 

"  We  Lave  no  party  in  Germany," 
SON  AUSTEN,  amid  loud  laughter,  angrily 
declared.  LjjOTD-QlJOBGB  smiled  across 
the  Table  with  paternal  tenderness,  as  if 
addre.-sing  a  naughty  boy  who  had  put 
his  fingers  in  the  jam-pot. 

"Whatever  effect  the  Budget  may 
have  on  property,"  he  said,  "  it  seems  to 
have  had  disastrous  effect  on  the  right 
hon.  gentleman's  sense  of  humour.  1 
am  not  sure  it  was  ever  very  strong,  but 
it  is  completely  shattered." 

This  did  not  improve  matters.  Oppo- 
sition angrily  cheered.  Ministerialists 
uproariously  laughed.  A  prolonged 
scene  appeared  imminent.  But  the 
storm  fell  as  suddenly  as  it  had  burst, 
and  Members  in  whispered  conversation 
asked  what  it  had  all  been  about. 

linsincss  done.  —  Budget  in  Com- 
mittee. 

Thursday. — Mr.  DOBSON  does  not  know 
what  is  the  proper  thing  to  do  in  the 
circumstances.  They  are  certainly  odd. 

Among  questions  on  the  paper  one 
standing  in  the  name  of  Mr.  JOYCE  in- 
vited ADMIRAL  McKuNNA  to  state  whether 
his  attention  has  been  called  to  the  fact 
that  it  is  more  than  thirty  years  since 
certain  reaches  of  the  River  Shannon 
have  been  surveyed,  with  the  conse- 
quence that,  owing  to  changes  taking 
place,  existing  charts  have  become  un- 
reliable. The  ADMIRAL  having  made 
answer,  up  rose  Mr.  JOYCE,  and  in  thun- 
derous tones  further  enquired  : 

"  Will  the  right  hon.  gentleman  say 
who  carried  out  the  first  soundings  ?  " 

Quick  came  reply  from  neighbour- 
hood of  the  Table. 

"Mr.  DmisoN." 

The  Member  for  Croydon  audibly 
gasped.  The  assertion  was  absolutely 
groundless.  His  private  business  lies 
wholly  apart  from  the  profession  of  a 
surveyor.  As  a  matter  of  fact  he  has 
never  seen  the  Shannon.  For  a  moment 
the  House  shared  his  perplexity.  Then 
explanation  flashed  upon  it,  and  a  burst 
of  laughter  greeted  the  unpremeditated 
joke. 

It  was  not  the  ADMIRAL  who  had  made 
reply.  It  was  the  SPEAKER,  ignoring 
JOYCE'S  supplementary  question,  calling 
by  name  the  Member  nest  on  the  list  of 
questions. 

Assisted  to  his  feet  by  those  sitting 
near  him,  Mr.  DOHSOK,  in  reply  to  the 
SPEAKER'S  call,  named  the  number  of  his 
question.  But  he  remains  in  state  of 
bewilderment,  undetermined  whether 
the  House  really  understands  that  he 
had  nothing  to  do  with  the  survey  of 
the  Shannon,  or  whether,  in  justice  to 


himself  and  his  eonst'tuents,  he  ought 
to  make  a  personal  statement. 

Business    done.  —  Discussing    Small 

' 


"ONE    OK  THE   'OLD    GUAllD.'" 

•^rliile  he  would  never  surrender,  lie  still 
lives  ....  within  the  sight  of  this  House,  to 
ihe  general  admiration  of  the  assembly." — Mr. 
Asqnitli'a  graceful  tribute  to  Mr.  Chaplin. 

Holdings  Act,  STRACHEY,  representing 
Board  of  Agriculture,  gives  glowing 
account  of  its  working. 


BUDGETINS. 

OF  far  more  interest  than  the  views 
expressed  by  mere  party  organs  on  Mr. 
LLOYD  -  GEORGE'S  financial  schemes  is 
the  verdict  of  the  independent  Press,  as 
represented  by  papers  whose  concern 
with  politics  is  either  accidental  or  sub- 
sidiary. Thus: — 

"The  effect  of  this  extraordinary 
Budget  on  English  trade  is  bound  to  be 
depressing  in  the  extreme.  .  .  .  Mr. 
LLOYD-GEORGE  has  set  a  premium  on 
living  for  ever,  and  it  remains  to  be 
seen  whether  his  attempt  to  impose  on 
us  the  habit  of  athunasia  will  go  down 
with  the  country." — The  Underltilters' 
dazetlc. 

"  Seldom  has  a  brighter  or  more  L'upe- 
ful  document  been  compiled."  —  The 
Nursery  Times. 

"More stamp  duties  !  " — The  Amateur 
Philatelist. 

"  Mr.  LLOYD-GEORGE  has  introduced  the 
most  hair-raising  Budget  of  recent  years, 
and  all  who  are  interested  in  the  main- 
tenance of  a  glossy  and  luxuriant  cheve- 


lure  should  study  it  without  delay."- 
The  Penny  Shave  and  Tomorlal  Adver- 
tiser. 

(  "A  bright,  chatty  little  work."-    '/'//<• 
Statistical  I-terieir. 

"An  excellent  story  is  going  the 
rounds  about  the  childhood  of  Mr.  D. 
LlAYD-GtoOROE,  who  (as  Chancellor  of  the 
Exchequer)  is  responsible  for  the  Budget 
now  before  the  House  of  Commons. 
Years  ago  the  budding  politician  was 
walking  in  the  streets  of  Carnarvon 
when  he  was  threatened  by  an  older  and 
larger  boy.  '•  My  name  is  DAVID,"  said 
the  embryo  statesman,  standing  his 
ground  firmly ;  "  have  you  ever  heard 
what  happened  to  GOLIATH?"  His 
oppressor  (runs  the  story)  was  so  dis- 
comfited that  he  incontinently  de- 
camped."— Snaelis. 

Votes    for    Women  !  "  —  Votes    for 
Women. 


EN  ATTENDANT. 

DEAK  Sir,  I  beg  that  you  will  glance 
At  thes^  few  brief  remarks  fromFrance. 
The  falser  forms  of  British  pride 
It  is  my  boast  to  set  aside  : 
1  find  I  like,  upon  the  whole, 
To  breakfast  merely  on  a  roll ; 
1.  also  1'ke  the  early  lunch, 
And  tolerate  a  tardy  J'ltnclt ; 
The  weather  too  is  often  fine, 
And  one  appreciates  ihe  wine  ; 
The  crossing  never  makes  me  ill  ; 
I  am,  in  fine,  a  Francophil. 
1-et  me  then  now  without  restraint 
Proceed  to  air  my  one  complaint. 
There  is  a  virtue  which  I  lack : 
I  never  yet  have  learnt  to  pack. 
When  I  get  here  I  often  note 
With  grief  the  absence  of  a  coat ; 
1  often  leave  Southampton  (Hants i 
Without  suflicient  change  of  pants. 
On  landing  then  1  send  a  wire 
For  all  the  things  I  most  desire, 
And  these  arc  soon  upon  their  way, 
But  do  they  reach  me  quickly?     Nay. 
For  weeks  and  weeks  I  linger  here 
And  still  the  things  dp  not  appear. 
Jn  France,  iS'ir,  irhat  is  -needed  most 
Is  an  efficient  Parcel  1'ost. 


"The  Rev.  Dr.  Singleton,  Vicar  of  All  SaiuN', 
Newmarket,  lias  arranged   an  exchange  of  en- 
cumbrftnces  with  the  liev.  K.  A.  Moxon,  ^  icar  i 
of  All  Saints',  Fo8cIyke."--Nor«'/c/i  1'ost. 

Can  this  deal  be  possibly  the  result  of 
the  7s.  6d.  allowance  for  children  under 
sixteen? 

"A  gentleman  says — 'lean  now  eat  cheese 
without   giving   me   indigestion  and  is  exeepr 
tiniiallv  appetising.'" — Ailvt.  in  "South  Wales  j 
I.ktity'PuHt." 

In  the  words  of  the  melodrama ; 
"  '  'Aven't  I  given  yer  the  ejjication  of  a 
gen'lman  ?  '-  -'  You  "ave,  father.'. '.' 
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l'"iKlirrmnii  (time  10  A.M.).  "\\'II.L  YOU  HAVK  A  HRAII?" 

Jliijliland  Shrplierd  (fircfmring  to  tultc  it).  "  A\v,  IT  V  KAB  OHKI:  i:\i:n  !   HK-H>KS,  I  me  n.\n  UN." 


T1IK    I'KN ;  A  I, TIES  OF  OFFICE. 

A  Xi  \v  Ti:i,'unii  FOIS  MIXISTEHS'  Wius. 

Tin:  soarchings  of  the  Nonconformist 
conscience  are  vividly  illustrated  in  the 
"  Problems  of  Conduct  "  appearing  week 
by  week  in  the  Itritixh  \\'ccl;ly.  Problem 
No.  l'-'.l  ruiiH  ns  follows  : 

Mi.  and  Mrs.  Uryce,  poor  and  proud, 
hove  taken  rooms  for  Whitsuntide  at 
('  — .  Mrs.  Larraby,  the  Biyces'  rich 
neighbour,  calls  on  Mrs.  Bryceand  hears 
her  plans,  and  Mrs.  Bryee  tells  her  where 
the\  are  going.  (In  (he  morning  of 
starling  Mrs.  I '.ryee  receives  a  letter  from 
the  landlady  say ing  the  rooms  have  been 
let  to  the  Larrabys,  who  are  paying 
double  what  Mrs.  Bryee  offered  for  tlie 
rooms.  What,  should  Mrs.  llrycedo?" 

The  pri/c  has  been  awarded  to  an 
Edinburgh  gentleman  for  the  following 
answer : 

"  Mrs.  Bryee  should  suffer  silently  and 
proceed  to  find  fresh  rooms.  Remon- 
strances are  lust  on  unprincipled  people, 
and  legal  action  is  not  for  the  poor  and 
proud/' 

Further  developments  of  this  new 
method  of  inquisition  may  be  expected 
mi  some  such  lines  as  the  following  :— 

PIIOBI.KM  No.  235. 

"Mr.  and  Mrs.  McKr.xxv  are  staying 
at  Ktretat  for  Bhrimping,  a  pastime  to; 


which  they  are  passionately  addicted. 
One  fine  day,  while  Mrs.  M(  KI:NX\  is 
engaged  in  her  favourite  pursuit,  a  lady 
whom  she  has  never  seen  l>efore  ap- 
proaches her  with  a  sinister  expression 
and  observes  :  "  I  see  you  can't  get  away 
from  the  '  Fish-pond.'  What  should 
Mrs.  Mc-KKNNAdo?" 

The  prize,  a  volume  of  sermons  by 
Professor  Septimus  Bopp,  has  been 
awarded  to 

Ai.iiEitr  GouniE, 

4,  Pali  Mall,  Peebles, 
for  the  following  answer  : — 

"  Mrs.  McKr.NXA  should  swiftly  remove 
the  shrimping  net  from  the  briny  and 
bring  it  down  over  the  bead  of  her' 
tormentor,  twisting  it  tight  round  her 
neck  until  she  cries  for  mercy." 

Oilier  solutions  are  as  follows  : — 
"Mrs.  McKiAvv  should  say  nothing, 
but  politely  offer  her  interlocutor  a 
shrimp.  Hy  acting  thus  she  would 
inflict  a  much  severer  reprimand  than 
she  could  have  done  by  any  other  means, 
as  her  magnanimity  would  paralyse  her 
antagonist." 

"Mrs.  McKE\x.v  should  plunge  into 
the  sea  and  swim  rapidly  away  from  the 
aggiessive  intruder." 

PUORI.EU  No.  i'.-'.r,. 

"Mrs.  Su>\n  PiiAiov  receives  a  copy 
of  a  novel  written  by  Mrs.  I>oriuda  Boss, 


the  postmistress  of ,  eagerly  demand- 
ing a  criticism.  Mrs  HCXTHV  thinks  the 
lx»k  absolute  drivel  but  hesitates  to  say 
sf).  Meanwhile  a  second  letter  arrives 
from  Mrs  Boss  threatening,  if  the  judg- 
ment is  not  favourable,  to  make  the  I'c^i- 
\iAsii:i!-liKXEnAi.  the  villain  of  her  next 
novel.  What  sliould  Mrs.  Ilrxitis  do?  '• 

The  prize,  a  copy  of  f'riiden's  Con- 
cordftnce,  Ixiund  in  three-quarteH  levant, 
has  l>een  awarded  to 

JONAS   PI.I;I:INI;, 
laburnum  Villa,  Swanage, 
for  the  following  answer  : — 

"  Mrs.  SYKNEY  RUXTON  should  promptly 
telegraph  that  thenovel  eclipsed  thefmest 
work  of  GEOIIOI-:  S\xi>,  Mrs.  Hi  MPURY 
W.visit  and  M.MIIK  CJoiiF.i.i.i." 

Other  solutions  (the  first  containing 
some  jriir  (/Vx/wiV  of  a  ripe  antiquity) 
are  as  follows  : — 

''  The  most  effective  course  of  action 
which  Mrs.  Brviox  can  adopt  is  to  frame 
a  diplomatic  answer  which  can  l>e  read 
in  two  ways.  For  instance,  she  might 
say  that  the  novel  possesses  quite  ex- 
ceptional qualities,  that  she  has  never 
read  anything  like  it  before,  and  that  the 
PO.-I.M  v-n:ic -(ii.M.ij.u.  intends  to  waste  no 
tin  e  in  perOBBg  it." 

•'Mr.-.  BiAK'N  should  stick  to  her 
guns,  say  that  the  hook  is  drivel,  and 
defy  Mrs.  Ikx-s  to  do  her  worst." 
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BILLY   B  ARLINGTON'S   MANffUVRF. 

[Being  the  first-fruits  of  tlir  ivrcnt  appoint- 
ment of a,  t;driiii::c;  . \\iaiiiMi  Committee.] 

BII.I.Y  BARIMNCWX,  an  impecunious  hut 
tatpreeeionable  subaltern  in  the  Putty- 
shires  ("The  Catch-'em-alive-ob's ")  had 
encountered  many  damsels  iu  the  game 
of  love,  but  when  he  met  May  Maddison 
he  knew  he  was  in  for  the  final  tic 
which  must  end  in  the  nuptial  knot. 
He  proposed  and  was  accepted  with  en- 
thusiasm, and  next  morning  popped  and 
twittered  over  on  his  motor-bicycle  to 
interview  her  father.  Mr.  Maddison  was 
grey-haired  but  not  gouty,  and  though 
half  Billy's  size  had  twice  his  energy. 
Besides,  lie  had  other  ambitions  for  his 
daughter,  so  he  refused  Billy's  request. 
At  the  same  time  he  offered  him  a  drink. 

"  No  thanks,"  said  Billy;  "  but  I  may 
as  well  tell  you,  if  you  won't  give  us 
your  permission  we  shall  get  married 
without  it." 

"Thirty  years  ago,"  said  Mr.  Maddi- 
son, "  such  a  threat  might  have  alarmed 
me,  because  young  men  had  both  hardi- 
hood and  resource  when  I  was  a  young 
man,  and  now  it  seems  the  old  ones 
have  got  it  all.  I  suppose  you  think 
that  anybody  can  steal  u  march  on  me 
and  take  my  daughter." 

"  No,  I  "don't,"  said  Billy ;  "  but  I 
think  I  can." 

"  You  do,  do  you  ?  '  Well,  I  '11  bet  you 
a  thousand- to  one  in  sovereigns  you 
can't.  Now  here  's  a  bargain— if  during 
the  next  seven  days,  in  broad  daylight, 
say  from  0  A.M.  to  6  P.M.,  you  can  come 
and  take  my  daughter  without  me,  I'll 
give  you  permission  to  marry  her  at  the 
village  church  as  snon  as  you  Jike." 

"Done,"  said  Billy.  "I'll  go  and 
get  a  special  licence." 

The  ancestral  home  of  the  Maddisons 
was  a  lonely  'moated  grange  ;  the  moat 
was  deep,  the  walls  ~were  high,  and  the 
entrance  was  barred  by  a  lofty  iron  gate 
only  opening  from  the  inside.  Mr. 
Maddison  regarded  his  position  as  almost 
impregnable.  "But  to  feel  you  are  quite 
sale,  my  dear,"  he  said  to  his  daughter  in 
explaining  matters,  "  I  shall  keep  you 
in  sight  from  breakfast  till  dinner  for  a 
week,  at  the  end  of  which  time  you  shall 
have  the  young  soldier's  sovereign  to 
spend  on  chocolates,  and  I  '11  take  you  a 
trip  to  Paris  for  a  complete  change  of 
air  and  costume." 

Six  days  passed  and  no  sign  from 
Billy.  The  morning  of  the  seventh  was 
fair  but  chilly,  and  a  girlish  ligure,  in  a 
warm  cloak  and  cap,  might  have  been 
seen  reclining  in  a  hammock  under  the 
mulberry-tree  by  the  arbour,  while 
Papa  sat  reading  the  morning  paper 
hard  by. 

"  I  fear,"  he  said,  looking  up,  "  that 
your  old  man  isn't  going  to  have  a 
chance  of  showing  his  mettle  after  all. 


[  think  your  young  one  might  have  had 
one  try  for  you,  my  girl — but  still,  what 
a  lot  of  chocolates  you  '11  be  able  to  buy 
for  a  sovereign  !  " 

He  paused,  but  there  was  no  answer 
from  the  hammock. 

"  Crying  again? "  he  said.  "  Well,  I  'in 
cruel  only  to  be  kind ;  and  now  I  'm 
going  to  write  my  letters,  including  one 
o  The  Times  on  the  '  Decay  of  the 
British  Army.'  Mind  you  stay  where 
you  are,  my  dear ;  "  and  he  went  into  the 
ibrary  and  took  up  his  position  at  the 
.vriting-table  in  the  window,  from  which 
lie  could  see  his  daughter  still  reclining 
n  her  hammock.  All  of  a  sudden  the 
room  became  dark  as  the  light  from  the 
French-window  was  obscured  by  some 
huge  floating  object.  Mr.  Maddison 
'prang  to  his  feet  as  a  military  balloon 
made  a  clever  descent  so  close  to  the 
mulberry-free  that,  while  one  of  the  occu- 
pants made  fast  to  the  branches,  the  other, 
Billy  himself,  sprangout,  and,  seizing  the 
recumbent  figure  in  the  hammock,  slung 
licr  into  the  car  just  as  her  father  leaped 
through  the  library  window  and  dashed 
up  to  the  spot.  To  sei/e  Billy  round 
the  waist,  fling  him  aside,  and  jump 
into  the  car  to  retrieve  his  daughter  was 
the  work  of  a  frenzied  moment,  the  very 
moment,  in  fact,  in  which  the  aeronaut 
let  go  the  branches.  The  balloon  rose 
slowly  and  steadily  into  the  air;  and 
Mr.-  Maddison  leaned  back,  too  breath- 
less to  -speak,  but  with  a  smile  of 
sarcastic  triumph  playing  round  his 
twitching  lips. 

"  So  you  thought  you  'd  done  the  old 
man,  did  you?"  he  gasped  out  to  the 
aeronaut,  whom  he  recognised  as  one  of 
Billy's  particular  pals.  Billy's  pal  gave 
a  sheepish  smile,  and  nodded.  "Oh, 
you  're  very  clever !  you  're  very  smart ; 
but  not  quite  smart  enough  for  me  yet. 
And  as  for  you,"  he  added,  turning  to 
his  daughter,  huddled  up  on  the  oppo- 
site seat,  "  I  'm  surprised  you  haven't 
too  much  feminine  pride  to  submit  to 
being  pitched  about  like  a  sack  of  pota- 
toes— for  that  was  for  all  the  world  what 
you  looked  like." 

The  crushed  figure  made  no  response, 
but  suddenly  lurched  forward  as  the 
balloon  swayed,  and  would  have  fallen 
to  the  bottom  of  the  car  had  not  Mr. 
Maddison  caught  it  with  sudden  tender- 
ness in  his  arms. 

"Merciful  Powers!  What  is  this?" 
he  roared,  recoiling  from  his  burden, 
which  consisted  of  a  feather  bolster 
attired  in  his  daughter's  cloak  and  hat. 

"Wliere's  my  daughter?"  he  thun- 
dered. Billy's  pal  smiled  more  sheepishly 
than  ever,  and  pointed  downward  with 
his  thumb.  Gingerly  leaning  over  the 
side,  Mr.  Maddison  saw  his  daughter 
emerge  with  Billy  from  the  arbour 
where  she  had  been  hiding  after  plant- 
ing the  dummy-substitute  in  the  liam- 


nock  when  her  father  returned  to  the 
louse.  lie  saw  their  toy-like  figures 
lurry  through  the  gate  and  down  the 
road  to  the  village  church.  The  girl 
?lung,  drooping,  to  her  lover,  but  as  they 
entered  the  sacied  porch  Billy  looked  up 
uid  waved  a  cheery  salute. 

"I'm    done!"    said    Mr.    Maddison. 

'  I  'm  not  up  to  your  high-flown  notions. 

So  let  me  down  as  gently  as  you  can, 

and  as  quickly,  because  I  want  to  be  the 

irst  to  wish  them   luck." 

And  so  he  was ;  and  when  later  in 
,he  day  they  started  on  their  honeymoon 

ly  had  a  cheque  for  a  thousand 
pounds  in  his  pocket  towards  house- 
seeping  expenses. 


Painful  Conversation. 

Or  my  many  virtues  one  stands  out 
supreme  — the  gift   of  aphasia.      1   am 
much  sought  alter  by  garrulous  hosts 
and  hostesses  for  their  listening-parlies 
—I  do  it  so  well.      It  is  a  virtue,  In >w- 
:ver,  which  brings  its  owner  very  little 
satisfaction. 

The  person  in  whose  company  I  feel  at 
the  greatest  disadvantage  is  Wrenehall. 
I  see  him  only  occasionally,  but  I  look 
Forward  to  our  interviews  just  as  any 
other  person  would  anticipate  a  visit  to 
a  dentist. 

Wrenehall  is  really  the  most  genial  of 
fellows.  He  welcomes  me~as  kindly  as 
any  man  I  know ;  he  insists  on  my 
taking  the  most  comfortable  chair  in  the 
room  ;  and  with  every  effort  to  make  me 
feel  at  case,  he  chats  away  brightly 
about  the  weather,  the  -Navy,  the 
holidays,  his  garden,  and  easy  things 
like  that.  But  my  tongue  might  be  of 
putty  for  all  the  contribution  I  can 
make  to  the  conversation.  II'  bimetal- 
lism or  metaphysics  or  HKRBKRT  SPKXI.'KK'S 
"  Data  of  Ethics,"  were  the  subjects  in 
hand  I  could  not  be  more  taciturn.  The 
fact  is,  Wrenehall  is  able  to  ally  with 
the  simplest  conversation  such  strength 
of  grip  and  penetration  that  a  person 
of  timid  build  like  myself  is  helpless. 
He  possesses  irresistible  power  of 
benumbing  my  brain  and  deadening 
my  perception  and  sensibilities,  and 
once  he  has  cast  his  spell  over  me  he 
contrives  to  extract  from  me  only  what 
is  bad.  No  man  that  I  know  of  can 
with  such  skill  and  withal  such  a  genial 
manner  make  holes  in  me,  if  I  may  use 
the  expression. 

No,  I  never  feel  happy  with  Wrench- 
all.  I  have  said  that  I  anticipate  my 
visits  to  him  as  another  would  regard  a 
visit  to  a  dentist ;  and  that,  perhaps,  is 
not  remarkable.  For  Wrenehall  is  my 
dentist.  I  have  just  returned  from  a 
visit,  and  ho  has  given  me  what  I  may 
fairly  describe  as  one  of  the  times  of 
my  life. 
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llllilary  Ma*  (earning  unrzpetteJly  on  the  tcrite).  "  llci.i.o,  WHAT  TUB  nicKtv.s  AI.K  \uv  HOIV;  ?  " 
1'riealc  Smith  (minor).  "J'l.K.isK,  Sin,   I'M  A  CONTINENTAL  EVASION—-" 


TELE-WOOING. 

Mi;.  SM>M;V  Bt;xTO3J  has  received  from 
a  lady  tlic  Miggistion  that  all  offers  of 
marriage  *hnuld  lie  made  through  the 
I'IISIM  v~n  i!  I  ii  M.uu.by  means uf  the  tele- 
phone at  ctTUiin  lixed  fees,  to  raiso  the 
Post-Office  revenue.  Somewhat  as  fol- 
low-;, we  suppose: — 

What  number,  please? 

l>ouUe-O  May  fair,  darling  .  .  . 

Bw?! 

(ill.  I  beg  pardon  ...  I  was  think- 
ing of  someone  else  .  .  .  Double-0 
Mnyfnir,  )>lc:iv,>  '  (l'un»<-'\ 

Hull,,!  .  .  .  Hullo? 

1  'in  sorry  the  line,  's  engaged. 

Conf     1  womler  if  .*1ir  's  engaged  ! 

(/'niixi',  considerably  li>n<j<-i-) 

You  are  through  now  to  Double-0 
May  fair. 

Hulk  !  .  .  . 

Is  that  you,  dear?  .  .  . 

Who  is  it  speaking? 

01),  1  say,  unit,  know,  dear  .  .  . 

I'm  afraid  I  don't  quite  catch— I '11 
see  if  the  missus  is  in  ... 

Oh   d;im  !       Here   I   say— don't    go, 


pleaso  ...  I  don't  want  the  missus 
.  .  .  ask  Gweunie,  I  mean,  Miss  Gwen- 
dolen,  to  como  .  .  .  (Pause  .  .  .) 

Hullo?     Who  is  it? 

Hullo,  are  you  there,  Owen  ? 

Yes,  yes  ;  who  is  it  ?  ...  Speak  more 
distinctly,  please. 

Why,  don't  yon  know  my  voice? 

No,  I  'in  afraid  1  don't  .  .  .  Are  you 
Aunt  Maria ? 

Oh,  come  now,  don't  be  funny  .  .  . 
I  'in  George. 

( Ji'cirge  who? 

Why,  there's  only  one  George,  I 
thought  .  .  . 

Indeed?  .  .  .  Well,— oh,  now  I  sort 
of  gnef  s  .  .  . 

Hullo? 

Hullo,  are  you  there  still  ? 

What 'sail  this  buzzing?  .  .  .  I  can't 
hear  .  .  . 

I  s.iy — hullo— look  sharp,  or  they  '11 
ring  ns  off  ... 

Hullo  .  .  .  Look  here,  will  you  marry 
me  some  time — suit  yourself  as  to  date. 

Hold  the  line  a  moment  ...  1  '11  see 
if  ...  (GoRMrwtwm  cut  off  abruptly). 


ON   "HILLY"—  AN  EPITAPH. 

TUG  death  of  Billy,  the  oldest  aheep  in 
England  within  two  dajs  of  his  eighth 
birthday  isreixirtedfrouiIxMeeslershiic. 
Among  his  many  accomplishments,  he 
would  stand  perfectly  still  in  a  field  at 
the  word  of  command,  while  his  master 
crouched  down  by  his  side  ami  shot 
at  rabbits  over  his  back. 

Alas  !  our  all-wool  patriarch 

la  gone  ;  he  was  a  sheep  of  mark, 

Nearly  an  octonarian  ; 
He  never  smoked,  he  drank  no  beer, 
He  lived,  throughout  his  whole  career, 

A  blameless  vegetarian. 

All  Leicester,  nay,  all  England  knew 
X<  i  doggier  sheep,  no  teg  so  true, 

For  sport  a  very  glutton  ? 
As  stalking-horse,  he  did  his  part 
At  putting  rabbits  in  the  cart, 

And  now  he  's  dead  as  mutton  ! 


r  now  mt'jnW,  Mr. 
I"  al 


"  \Vi>  im.lt'rsfaml  tlint 
TViiiti-r.  i-  :i  ih,'i.,ngli>;.  i 
liiincc  A'rir*. 

This  Lxjks  hopeful  for  Attcrcliffe. 
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OUR    BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By  Mr.   Punch's  Staff  of  Learned   Clerks.) 

1  THINK  it  would  pu/.zle  anybody  to  give  an  exact  definition 
'  f  liis 


title,  ends  happily, 
hi.s  best. 


I'ut   I  don't  think  it  shows  Mr.  Gi:n:i;  at 


There  are  two  things  about  The  Tni-lmlei-  (P\ri.),  by  Mr. 
G.  B.  BUUCIN,  which  I  don't  understand.     Firstly,  I  do  not 


of  Mr.  (VXNINGHAJIE  GRAHAM'S  creed  on  the  evidence  of  his  understand  which  person  in  it  is  the  trickster,  and,  secondly, 
last  work,  which  he  has  entitled  Failh  (DUCKWORTH).  Its;  I  do  not  understand  why  the  author  should  have- wasted  so 
outlook  on  life  is  obviously  a  little  gloomy,  but.  the  contents  rare  a  melodramatic  device  as  that  dining  room  built  above  a 
of  his  b:iok  would  have  been  as  aptly  described  if  he  had  well  in  which  a  plumber  was  once  drowned.  Quito  early  in 
called  it  Hope  or  Charily.  Anyhow,  I  am  satisfied  that  the|  the  book  he  describes  how  this  well  is  securely  bricked  over, 

j  but  1  congratulated  myself  that  this  wasn't 
'going  to  deceive  me.  There  would  be,  I 
felt  sure,  a  struggle  in  that  dining-room, 
and  the  brickwork  would  give  way,  and  all 
the  bores  in  the  story  would  lie  wiped  out 
at  one  fell  scoop.  This  hope  urged  me  to 
give  minute  attention  to  many  pages  of 
conversation  which  otherwise  I  might  have 
skipped.  Every  time  anyone  went  into  the 
room  1  grasped  the  arms  of  my  chair  to 
nerve  me  for  the  shock.  But  it  never  came. 
The  well  remains  bricked  up,  and  finally 
just  an  ordinary  revolver  removes  the  super- 
fluous husband  and  gets  the  verbose  lovers 
together.  Really,  for  the  author  of  thirty-four 
novels — I  arrive  at  the  figure  after  a  careful 
inspection  of  the  fly-leaf — this  is  a  little 
disappointing.  But  perhaps  the  tragedy 
of  the  well  is  reserved  for  the  thirty-fifth. 


author's  creed  is  not  entirely  pagan,  for 
on  page  ICO  the  word  I'eriphlegethon 
occurs,  and  that  would  surely  have  got: 
itself  corrected  if  he  had  felt  any  con-i 
sumiiig  interest  in  the  classical  abodes  of  j 
the  dead.  The  volume  consists  of*  a  series  i 
of  very  short  and  very  vivid  sketches  of  i 
scenes  and  personalities,  written  in  a 
manner  that  suggests  a  study  of  J>AUI>KT, 
and  set  against  various  backgrounds,  Spain, 
Italy,  Morocco,  and  South  America,  and 
one  or  two  in  the  grey  north.  The  longest, 
and  perhaps  the  most  interesting,  is  that 
which  deals  with  the  sunny  (but  otherwise 
quite  un-Cooked)  territory  of  the  Andorra 
Republic.  Mr.  GRAHAM  upholds  his  high  i 
reputation — as  the  tailors  say — for  first-  j 
class  style  (in  spite  of  a  rather  annoying 
trick  of  using  similes  that  now  and  then 
seem  more  ornamental  than  illustrative), 
and  if  he  intends  to  complete  the  trilogy 
I  shall  anticipate  the  companions  of  Faith 
with  the  greatest  pleasure. 


No  doubt   the    title    of   Mr.   SYDNEY  C. 
GRICB'S  new  book,  a  tale  of  the  "  stirring 
times"  of  the  Peninsular  War,  is  "rote  sar- 
castic."    Otherwise  1  don't  see  why  he  calls 
it    A    Young   Man    Married   (HuTCHlNSON), 
since  it  directly  contradicts  the  sour  dictum 
of  Parolles  in'  All'x  Well  that  Ends  Well 
that   "  a    young   man    married  is    a   man 
that's  marred."    Lieut.  Arthur  Cinnamond, 
"of  the  " — th,"  was  not  marred  but  made  by 
his  marriage  with  Doiia  Ifosita  de  ]MI-U,<\ 
fugitive  Spanish  maiden  who  threw  herself 
on  the  tender  mercies  of  the  — th  on  the 
morrow  of  the  storming  of  Badajox.     Till 
he  fell  in  love  with  her,  Arthur  was  rather1 
a  poor  steed,  devoted,  like  Orpheus,  to  his ' 
loot,  and  deep  in  the  black  luxiks  of  Lord 
WELLINGTON.     But   with   his   donah's  dear; 
hand  in  his  he  turned  over  a  new  leaf  (with 
the  other),  and  became  the  very  model   of 
a  regimental   officer.     At    first    ho   didn't 
score    much    by    the    change.        He    had   WK  olt""  '"'  IIAu:  A  *™ 
fallen  from  the   frying-pan  of  his  chief's  to"  T1"s  rE'!t'°"Mvvl:! ' 
displeasure     into     the    lire   of    Fate,    who     proceeded 
give  the  young  couple  a  very  thin  time.     At  the  best, 

*  *  p.ti'r.  i 1 


Itithcr  (luld  Fixli.     "  I   RK.M.I.V  THIXK 


to 


Why  Mr.  GEOKCIE  SOMES  LAYARD  named 
his  book  Wax  (GroiscJK  ALLKN)  I  faile  1  to 
understand  until  I  found  the  heroine, 
f'l/riftalel  Jjivclt.-llroim,  taking  refuge  for 
the  night  in  Mine.  TUSSAUII'S.  Clirixtabcl, 
far  from  being  alarmed,  was  "  ripe  for 
adventure,"  BO  when  she  saw  John  Soveil, 
a  night-watchman  (with  a  curious  idea  of 
his  duties),  kneeling  before  MARY  QTEKN  01 
SCOTS,  ami  saying,  "0  Queen,  deign  to 
look  upon  thy  servant.  I  think  1  see 
the  life-blood  coursing  through  thy  veins," 
it  was  perhaps  natural  that  she  should 
come  to  his  assistance.  At  any  rate,  she 
impersonated  MARY,  and  in  spite  of  the 
fact  that  her  fingers  (which  she  allouvd 
him  to  kiss)  "savoured  of  buns,"  Screed 
was  supremely  content  to  remain  upon 
his  knees.  I  should  think  that  Mr.  LAI  \ia> 
must  have  smiled  to  himself  when  he 
thought  of  this  curious  situation  for  his 
heroine,  and  1  congratulate  him  upon  the 
humour  with  which  he  describes  it.  In- 
deed he  is  to  be  praised  both  for  his  sense 
of  style  and  his  sense  of  comedy,  and  the 


only 
that 


fault    1    have 
his  villain 


to 

is    an 


was  jogging  uncomfortably  after  the  army,  perched  on  the 
top  of  a  baggage-wagon  or  rushing,  like  Fame,  over  the  field 
of  battle  in  pursuit,  of  Artlnu;  knowing  that  where  the  guns 
\\ere  there  "my  Arturo"  would  be.  At  the  worst,  as  igno- 
rant of  each  other's  whereabouts  as  the  maid-servant  in  Mr. 
I  Lwi  IMIY'S  story  was  of  her  master's,  they  were  engaged  in  a 
hand-to-hand  fight  with  her  high-born  but  bad-mannered 
family,  who  bitterly  resented  her  marriage  with  a  heretic. 
However,  after  many  escapes,  more  hair-breadth  than  hair- 
raising,  Rosita  was  restored  safe  and  sound  to  her  Arturo's 
arms,  and  the  book,  like  the  play  from  whic.h  it  borrows  its 


badlv  in  need  of  a  tonic. 


find    with    him    is 
ansemic   creature, 


Mr.  CHARLES  JAUROIT,  his  views  on  motor  and  petrol  taxes :  — 

(1)  In  The  Daily  Chronicle  : 

"  1  do  not  think  that  it  is  going  to  make  nil  enormous  difference  to  the 
private  motor  owner  .....  I  don't  suppose  people  are  going  to  be 
[Tightened  off  from  buying  motor  cars." 

(2)  In  77/e  Daily  Mail  : 

"  I  mil  so  Indignant  that  I  find  it  dift'dilt  to  express  my  opinions. 
Tlie  impost  uill  lie.  absolutely  disaslrous." 

We  are   glad   to  see  that  in  spite  of  his  indignation    Mr. 
has  already  managed  to  express  two  opinions. 
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CHARIVARIA. 

The  Jkiitii  AYir.t,  in  its  remarks  on 
tin'  .\ii.-.tr,ilians'  first  match,  said  : — "It 
will  In1  seen  that,  whereas  Notts  scored 
at  the  rate  of  a  run  a  minute,  the 
Australians  beat  that  pace  by  10-1  runs 
.  .  .  .  They  have  already  convinced 
everyone  of  their  greatness  as  a  batting 
side."  They  have  indeed!  105  runs 

a  minute ! 

*  * 

1'ity  the  poor  rich!  The  Budget 
has  placed  some  of  them  in  a  pretty 
quandary.  Those  who  have  in  the  past 
contributed  to  Charities  will  be  able  to 
economise  in  that  direction 
and  so  make  both  ends 
meet;  but  the  others,  it  is 
feared,  will  be  put  to 
serious  inconvenience. 

V 

Mr.  LLOYD  -  GEOKOE  has 
stated  that  medical  men  will 
not  be  entitled  to  a  rebate 
of  duty  paid  on  the  petrol 
used  in  their  cars.  The 
idea,  we  believe,  is  that  they 
will  be  more  than  compen- 
.-.alrd  by  the  numl>er  of  per- 
sons who  will  get  ill  from 
financial  worry  brought  on 
bv  the  Budget. 

V 

Tin-    Outfitter    lias    been 

criticising  Sir  LUKE  Finn  - 
portrait  of  Mr.  LlOYD- 
( !  i  »KGE.  "  The  free  abandon 
of  his  linen  collar  will  in 
all  probability  convey  much 
to  the  thoughtful  student  of 
character,"  says  our  con- 
toni|xirary,  "while  the  lack 
of  finish  about  the  cuffs 
may  lie  regarded  as  equally 
suggestive."  Hoys,  of  course, 
will  be  boys,  and  bird's- 
nesting  was  always  bad  for 

the  clothes. 

*  * 

« 

The  following  notice, 
Tin'  hu'ihj  Cln-onJdc  tells  us,  has  been 
ported  in  the  window  of  a  Dover  public- 
house: — 

INCREASED  TAXATION 

BY 
LlUEKAL  GOVERNMENT. 

DEAKER  BREAD! 

IN    <  o\-i  ,>IIKNC'K   OF    AI10VB  THE   TRICES   OF 
Sl'IWTS  AltK   i;  USI.li. 

I  ins  reminds  one  of  the  classic  con- 
versation between  two  British.  Work- 
men:—"Had  any  breakfast,  Bill?" 
"  Not  a  droii!  " 

V 

Tu  the  eredit  of  the  Cabinet  not  a 
single  Member  forced  his  way  into  the 
Church  and  shouted,  "No  Votes  for 
Women!"  while  Miss  GMKTUI  in;  BiiOOK, 

VOL.  oixnn. 


Suffragette,   was    Wing 


a    well-known 
married. 

V 

SIIAKSPEAHE'S  Othello  has  been  per- 
formed in  Yiddish  in  the  East  End,  and 
it  is  rumoured  that  the  same  company  is 
to  give  an  interesting  version  of  The 
Merchant  of  Venice,  in  which  Shyloek 
will  bo  a  Gentile,  and  all  the  other 
characters  Jews  and  Jewesses. 

V 

To  judge  by  the  terms  of  an  adver- 
tisement of  the  Earl's  Court  Exhibition, 
it  is  not  only  the  English  people  who 
take  their  pleasures  sadly.  Under  the 
Leading,  "  America's  most 


to  an  undoubted  hardship  under  which 
all  convicted  murderers  labour.  Unlike 
other  prisoners  they  are  prevented  from 
accepting  Music  Hall  engagements  at 
the  expiration  of  their  sentences. 

V 

A  speed  of  over  seventy-eight  miles 
an  hour  was  recently  attained,  and 
maintained  for  seventy-one  miles,  by  a 
homing  pigeon  residing  at  Preston. 
This  is  interesting  as  showing  how  the 
advent  of  flying  machines  is  evidently 
putting  birds  on  their  mettle. 


Barmaid. 
fjabonrcr. 


THE    NEW    MEASURE. 

"H\i  r-i-iXT  o"  ALE?" 

"  NII     i  VVS'T  KON  TO  IT.     UIMMI:  A  "AI.F  I.LOYi>-(.iEOiir.t:." 


A  deputation  from  the  Cigar  Manufac- 
Up-to-dato  turers"  Federation  pointed  out  to  Mr. 
LLOYD-GEORGE,  last  week, 
that  it  would  be  necessary 
to  change  the  sizes  of  cigars 
to  meet  the  new  duty,  and 
that  "  fresh  moulds  would 
have  to  be  prepared."  This 
strikes  us  as  being  a  some- 
what callous  confession, 
though  we  had  long  ima- 
gined that  moulds  of  various 
kinds  entered  into  the  com- 
position of  some  br.mds  we 
have  struck. 

V 

Singers,  we  know,  tend 
to  become  stout,  but  to  an- 
nounce the  arrival  of  a  popu- 
lar diva  under  the  head- 
ing, "  Ojjeratic  Cargo,"  was 
an  ungallant  action  on  the 
part  of  The  Daily  Ncirx. 

%*' 

It  is  not,  we  Wlieve,  gene- 
rally known  that  our  con- 
victs are  now  clothed  in 
khaki.  This,  we  take  it,  is 
one  more  sign  of  the  hu- 
mane treatment  which  is 
now  the  vogue  for  criminals, 
as,  when  the  prisoners  es- 
cape, the  khaki  of  course 
renders  them  invisible  to  the 
warders. 


Amusements,"   we  find  "The  Deluge" 
and  "  The  San  Francisco  Earthquake." 


%* 


At  Heidelberg  they  have  discovered  a 
skeleton  of  a  creature  who  was  un- 
doubtedly "  the  missing  link"  between  a 
gorilla  and  a  human  being.  To  the  great 
annoyance  of  the  inhabitants  it  is  to  be 
known  as  "Homo  Heidellier^ieiisis." 


V 


The  rewards  distributed  in  connec- 
tion with  the  Tottenham  anarchist  out- 
rage included  the  sum  of  one  pound  to 
a  lady  who  tluvw  a  potato  at  one  of  the 
miscreants.  But  is  it  politic,  we  would 
ask,  to  encourage  the  public  to  supply 
fugitives  from  justice  with  food  ''. 


*  * 

* 


A  correspondent  draws  our  attention 


Extract  from  a  letter  addressed  by 
Lord  RUSSELL  to  The  Times  on  the  sub- 
ject of  the  Petrol  Tax : 

"  The  difference  between  us  is  that  he 
is  willing  to  sink  his  principles  because, 
of  some  bribe  of  a  central  road  fund 
that  is  dangled  Wfore  us,  the  details  of 
which  are  of  the  shadowiest  character, 
while  I  am  not." 
A  man  of  substance,  evidently. 


Two  consecutive  advertisements  from 
The  lllobr: 

"  BULTKR  (single),  now  in  Ix-mlon,  want* 
quiet  place. 

"JOB  BUBTFR  wanted  at  once." 

If  only  they  could  hoth  have  been  butlers 
there  might  have  Wen  a  deal. 
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THE    TRANSFORMATION. 

\Tlte  Daily  Chronicle  has  some  encouraging  remarks  for  those  among 
its  readers  whi  ;ire  s'.iffering  from  imbecility.  Our  contemporary 
recalls  that  LOCKUART  wrote  of  SOUTHEY:  "Af.rr  his  minJ  failed,  his 
hair,  previously  snow-white,  thickened,  curled  aud  became  perceptibly 
darker."] 

I  KNEW  her  in  her  palmy  days  ; 

No  woman  I  have  ever  met 
Had  more  of  wit  and  charming  ways 

Than  she — at  five-and-forty  nett ; 
Time,  it  is  true,  had  left  his  trace 

On  hair  already  white  and  waning, 
Yet  she  preserved  a  youthful  grace 
I  found  extremely  entertaining. 

At  dinner-parties  (where,  I  hold, 

One's  object  is  to  eat  and  drink) 
I  like  a  neighbour  not  too  old, 

Who  doesn't  want  to  make  you  think ; 
But  when  with  her  I  used  to  dine 

My  appetite  was  gladly  wasted  ; 
Her  sparkling  wit  was  all  my  wine, 

Her  talk  the  only  food  I  tasted. 

I  took  her  in  the  other  night. 

Lord !  what  a  falling-off  was  there ! 
Her  conversation,  once  so  1  ght, 

Was  heavier  stuff  than  I  could  bear ; 
And  while  she  babbled  (tedious  bore !) 

About  her  Sex  and  Votes  for  Women, 
I  fed  till  I  could  feed  no  more, 

And  nearly  drank  enough  to  swim  in. 

.Nor  was  this  all.    Another  change 

The  rolling  years  had  ushered  in  : 
Something  about  her  hair  was  strange, 

Her  hair  that  once  was  grey  and  thin ; 
Its  ample  curls,  its  coppery  tone, 

I/joked  almost  like  a  fresh  creation ; 
I  hardly  knew  it  for  her  own, 

So  curious  was  the  transformation. 


Later  I  saw  why  this  was  so. 

1  thought  of  one,  with  mind  unhinged, 
And  how  his  scant  hair,  white  as  snow, 

(Juried  up  in  masses,  darkly  tinged  ; 
These  altered  locks,  this  lapse  of  wit — 

I  s:i\v  exactly  what  the  change  meant : 
Her  mental  balance — that  was  it —  . 

Had  undergone  a  rude  derangement. 


O.S. 


Mr.  ARNOLD  BENNETT  in  Tlic  Pall  Mall  Gazette  denounces 
Mr.  A.  B.  WALKLEY  and  Mr.  WILLIAM  AIIUIKR  as  "  the  two 
most,  dangerous  enemies  of  dramatic  progress  in  the  Press 
today."  It  is  pleasant,  however,  to  think  that  they  manage 
things  better  in  tlic  provinces.  Thus  we  note  that  the 
dramatic  critic  of  The  Manclu'xtff  Guardian  applauds  Mr. 
MASEFIKLD,  the  author  of  Nan,  because  "  he  neither  gives 
simple  people  strings  of  nubbly  polysyllables  to  mouth,  nor 
the  bastard  semi-metrical  stuff  in  which  half  our  dramatists, 
in  scenes  of  attempted  emotion,  ape  the  dithering  whine  of 
fiddkstrings  that  usually  supports  them  on  such  occasions.'1 


"If  the  working  man  bought  a  shillingsworth  of  twist  he  paid 
in  taxes  and  got  \\d.  worth  of  tobacco,  but  if  the  rich  man  bought  an 
eighteenpenny  cigar  he  only  paid  lj<f.  in  taxes  and  got  10J<i.  worth  of 
tobacco." — lJu'dij  Dispatch. 

The  remaining  OJ.  being  for  the  sash? 


CROSS-EXAMINATIONS   FOR  THE   HOME; 

On,  LITTLE  ARTHUR'S  ROAD  TO  KNOWLEDGE. 

(Little  Arthur,  aged  12  ;  Papa,  aged  48.) 

Little  Arthur.  Papa,  do  you  like  talking  to  Major  Ransom? 

Papa.  Yes,  certainly.  Very  intelligent  niau,  the  Major, 
and  a  capital  talker. 

L.  A.  But,  Papa,  he  didn't  talk  much  at  lunch,  to-day, 
did  he? 

Papa.  Didn't  he  ?     Why,  I  thought 

L.  A.  No,  Papa.  You  told  him  all  about  your  round  of 
golf  on  Saturday,  and  the  only  time  he  spoke  was  when  you 
said  what  hard  lines  it  was  for  you  to  have  got  into  the 
bunker  near  the  fifth  hole,  and  Major  Ransom  said,  "  I  've 
beard  a  lot  of  'em  say  that,"  and  then  you  told  him  the 
story  all  over  again,  and  you  said  it  was  much  harder  on  you 
than  it  ever  had  been  on  anybody  else,  and  Major  Ransom 
said,  "Ah,  I  daro  say,"  and  then  you  went  on  to  tell  him 
how  badly  they  kept  the  greens,  and  you  'd  written  to  the 
Secretary  about  it.  I  thought  it  was  very  interesting  indeed. 

Papa    Did  you  now  ?     Well,  that 's  a  comfort  anyhow. 

L.  A.  I  'm  so  pleased  you  think  so,  Papa ;  I  like  to  feel 
I  'm  helping  you.  But,  Papa ! 

Papa.  Well? 

L.  A.  You  said  just  now  you  liked  talking  to  Major 
Ransom. 

Papa.  Yes.     What  of  it? 

L.  A.  Did  you  mean  you  were  glad  when  you  talked  to 
him  ? 

Papa.  Glad  ?  Yes,  of  course  I  was  glad  to  talk  to  him, 
or  I  shouldn't  have  done  it. 

L.  A.  Then,  Papa,  do  you  only  do  things  you're  glad  to 
do?  Don't  you  sometimes  have  to  do  things  you  're  not  glad 
to  do  ?  I  have  to,  you  know. 

Papa.  Oh,  you  're  a  little  boy. 

L.  A.  Yes,  Papa.  I  know  I  am.  But  .yesterday  you  said 
you  'd  be  hanged  if  you  ever  wanted  to  set  eyes  on  old  Mrs. 
Gaynor  again,  and  in  the  evening  you  and  Mamma  went  and 
dined  at  her  house.  You  weren't  glad  to  do  that,  were  you, 
Papa? 

Papa.  Now  look  here,  Arthur,  you  've  no  earthly  biisiness 
to  listen  to  such  things.  We  won't  talk  about  Mrs.  Gaynor. 
Let 's  get  back  to  Major  Ransom. 

L.  A.  Yes,  Papa,  let 's.  I  was  going  to  say  you  didn't 
look  very  glad  when  you  talked  to  him. 

Papa.  Didn't  I? 

L.  .4.  No,  Papa,  you  didn't.  You  kept  on  getting  quite 
angry  about  what  you  'd  done  in  playing  golf,  and  you  said 
some  terrible  things  about  the  bunker  and  the  Secretary.  I 
began  to  think  you  didn't  like  golf. 

Papa.  Oh,  come,  come,  that's  perfect  nonsense.  I  may 
have  been  a  little  vexed,  you  know — any  man  might  have 
been  if  he'd  had  my  iiramous  luck;  but  as  to  not  liking  it 
— why,  there's  nothing  in  the  world  I'm  more  interested 
in. 

L.  A.  Yes,  Papa,  I  thought  that  was  it ;  and  when  you  are 
interested  in  things  you  talk  about  them,  don't  you? 

7'ap<i.  Naturally. 

L.  A.  And  you  don't  talk  ?Jx>ut  things  you  're  not  inter- 
ested in,  do  you  ? 

jf'apa.  That's  right  enough. 

L.  A.  Then, 'Papa,  I  suppose  you  're  not  interested  in  your 
business. 

Pupa.  What  on  earth  put  that  notion  into  your  head  ?  Of 
course  I'm  interested  in  my  business. 

L.  A.  Well,  Papa,  you  said  you  didn't  talk  about  things 
you  weren't  interested  in,  and  you  never  will  talk  about  your 
business.  When  Mamma  asked  you  something  about  it  the 
other  day,  you  sa,id  if  there  was  one  thing  you  hated  more 
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ANON !     ANON ! 

JOHN  BULL  (,min,  with  waltln,,).    "NOW  THEN,   WAITER,  I  THOUGHT  YOU    SAID   YOU    WERE    GOING    TO    GIVE 
MY   OKDKR   AT   ON't'K." 

i:i    INAI.D.      "YFSSIK.      COMMUNICATIONS    ARE    ALREADY    PASSING    BETWEEN    ME    AND    THE    KITCHEN,    AND 
SOilETIlIXG'S  BOUND  TO   COME  OF  IT,  SOONER  OR  LATER." 

[From  an  ansner  given  in  the  House,  it  appears  that  the  gun-mounting*  whirh  Mr.  Mi.KrxxA  pr.nni<. ->1.  rih'!it  «.--k<  rarlier,  to 
at  once  liad  not  actually  been  ordered.     Meanwhile,  however,  he  had  not  beeu  idle,  or  allowed  the  matter  t.»  rvzpo  his  memory.] 
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Rulclttr.  "WHICH  o'  THBV  TWO  BITS  o'  I'OBK  wiu.  'EB  'AVE,  Mr  DRIB?" 
Li'tttOirl.  "I  THINK  I'D  BETTER  HAVE  &  PATTERN  OF  EACH." 


tlian  another  it.  was  talking  shop.     You  seemed  to  be  a  little 
vexed  about,  tliat,  Papa. 

/'(i/vr.  Oh,  did  I?  Well,  you'll  understand  some  day 
that,  when  ;i  iirm  spends  his  day  on  his  business  he  doesn't 
want,  (c  talk  al>  ml  it  afterwards. 

/,.  A.  Yes,  Papn,  I  suppose  so.  But  when  you've  been 
phving  go'f  all  day,  you  always  talk  about  it  in  the  evening. 
Isn't  tliat  talking  .shop,  1'apa? 

7'<ijvi.  No,  it  isn't. 

L.  A.  Isee,  I  'a  pa;  but  it's  a  little  diihVull  at  lirM.  IWause 
you  're  inter,  sted  in  golf  and  you  talk  about  it,  and  you  're 
miereste  1  in  your  business  and  you  won't  talk  about  it. 

r<>l>a  (an'ule).  This  boy  will  drive  me  mad.  (T<>  liltli-  Arthur) 
Can't  you  see  that  it's  plramnt-ei'  to  talk  nlx)ut  some  things 
than  about  otliers? 

//.  A.  Yes,  1'apa;  but  it  doesn't  always  MM)  pleasant  for 
yon  to  talk  about  golf,  you  kn.ns. 

/'(ipn.  Now  just  you  understand  once  for  all,  I  won't 
have  you  speaking  aUtut  golf  in  that  way  -- 

L.  A.  Hut,  Papa—  — 

1'njMt.  You've  got  to  realise  that  sport  and  games  are  one 
of  the  best  means  —  ah—  uni  that,  in  fact,  they're  made 
Englishmen  what  they  are. 

^  1,.  .\.  But,  Papa,  you  don't  want  us  to  be  what 
You  dunk  we  ought  to  be  quite  different. 

J'apa.  I  never  snid  anything  of  the  kind. 

L.  A.  Oh.  yes,  I  think  you  did,  Papa.  You  told  Kncle 
John  yesterday  that  unless  Englishmen  changed  altogether 


we  are. 


and  took  a  more  serious  view  of  life  the  Germans  and  the 
Americans  would  beat  them  in  everything.  Didn't  you  say 
that.  Papa  ? 

Papa.  And  if  I  did  it 's  got  nothing  to  do  with  what  we  'ic 
talking  about. 

L.  A.  No,  Papa;  but  if  it's  true  oughtn't  we  to  try  to 
do  the  things  that  have  made  the  Germans  and  the  Americans 
what  they  are?  Oughtn't  wo  to  try  to  be  like  them? 

Papa.  A  nice  prospect — beer  drinking  and  dolLir-grubl  >ing. 
I  see  1  shall  have  to  take  your  patriotism  in  hand,  my  boy. 

L.  A.  Yes,  Papa,  I  should  like  you  to  do  tliat,  because  I 
really  do  want  to  learn  things.  But,  about  the  Germans  and 
the  Americans,  Papa 

Papa.  I've  had  enough  of  this.  You  run  off  and  practise 
your  music.  

The  Duke's   "Duchess." 

Non;  TO  GonBHOBHBTrB. — Communications  addressed  to 
Mi:  I'uiicli  on  the  subject  of  the  price  asked  for  the  great 
Holbein  should  not  contain  any  of  the  following  conun- 
drums : — 

(1)  How  far  towards  the  moon  would  the  loaves  of  bread 
reach  that  could  bepurchiis>d  for  £72, (KO? 

(2)  How  long  would  £7L',000  keep  one  of  the  unemployed 
and  his  family  in  comparative  comfoit  ? 

'low  many   British    working  men  would    the  sum  of 
£72,000  provide  with  a  pound  n  week  for  a  period   of  one 

WQek  ? 
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A    LITERARY    LIGHT. 

ANNESI.EY  Burr  was  born  one  of  the 
Bupps  of  Hampshire — the  Fighting 
Hupps,  a3  they  were  called.  A  sudden 
leath  in  the  family  left  him  destitute 
\t  the  early  age  of  thirty,  and  he 
decided  to  take  seriously  to  journalism 
'ur  a  living.  That  was  eight  years  ago. 
le  is  now  a  member  of  the  Authors' 
niub ;  a  popular  after-dinner  speaker  in 
•eply  to  tlie  toast  of  Literature ;  and 
oue  of  the  best-paid  writers  in  Fleet 
Street.  Who's  Who  tells  the  world  that 
le  has  a  flat  at  Knightsbridge  and  a 
cottage  on  the  river.  If  you  ask  him  to 
what  he  owes  his  success  he  will  assure 
vou,  with  tbe  conscious  modesty  of  all 
_reat  men,  that  he  has  been  lucky; 
pressed  further,  that  Hard  Work  and 
Method  have  been  his  watchwords.  But 
;o  the  young  aspirant  he  adds  that  of 
•ourse  if  you  have  it  in  you  it  is  bound 
to  come  out. 

I. 

When  Annesley  started  journalism  he 
realised  at  once  that  it  was  necessary 
for  him  to  specialise  in  some  subject. 
Of  such  subjects  two  occurred  to  him — 
"George  Herbert"  and  "Trams."  For 
a  time  he  hesitated,  and  it  was  only 
the  sudden  publication  of  a  brief  but 
authoritative  life  of  the  poet  which  led 
him  finally  to  the  study  of  one  of  the 
least  explored  of  our  transit  systems. 
Meanwhile  he  had  to  support  himself. 
For  this  purpose  he  bought  a  roll-top 
desk,  a  type-writer,  and  an  almanac  ; 
he  placed  the  almanac  on  top  of  the 
desk,  seated  himself  at  the  type-writer, 
and  began. 

It  was  the  month  of  February ;    the 
almanac  told  him  that  it  wanted  a  week 
to  Shrove  Tuesday.      In  four  days   he 
had  written  as  many  articles,  entitled 
respectively     Shrovetide    Customs,    The 
Pancake,  Lenten  Observances,  and  Tues- 
days Known  to  Fame.      The   Pancake 
giving  as  it  did   the  context  of  every 
reference  in  literature  to  pancakes,  was 
the  most   scholarly   of    the   four ;    the 
Tuesday    article,   which    hazarded    th 
opinion  that   Rome  may  at  least  hav< 
been   begun   on   a   Tuesday,   the   mos 
daring.     But  all  of  them  were  published 

This  early  success  showed  Anneslej 
the  possibilities  of  the  topical  article ;  i 
led    him    also   to  construct    a    revisec 
calendar  for  his  own  use.    In  the  "  Bupp 
Almanac  "  the  events  of  the  day  were 
put   back  a  fortnight ;    BO  that,  if  th 
Feast  of  St.  Simon  and    St.  Jude   fel 
upon  the  17th,  Annesley's  attention  wa 
called  to  it  upon  the  3rd,  and  upon  th 
3rd  he  surveyed  the  Famous  Partnership 
of  the  epoch.     Similarly,  The  Origin  oj 
Lord  Mayor  8  Day  was  put  in  hand  01 
October  26tb. 

He  did  not,  however,  only  glorify  th 
past ;  current  events  claimed  their  meed 


f  copy.  In  the  days  of  his  dependence 
Vnnesley  had  travelled,  so  that  he  could 
veil  provide  the  loc-al  colour  for  such 
ketches  as  Kimbe.rley  as  I  Knew  It 
1901)  and  Birmingham  by  Moonlight 
1903).  His  Recollections  of  St.  Peter's 
t  Rome  were  hazy,  yet  sufficient  to 
urnish  an  article  with  that  title  at  the 
imo  of  the  Coronation.  But  I  must 
.onfess  that  Dashes  for  the  Pole  came 
ntirely  from  his  invaluable  Encyclo- 
paedia .... 

II. 

Annesley  Bupp  had  devoted  himself  to 
iterature  for  two  years  before  his  first 
irticle  on  trains  was  written.  This  was 
called  Voltage,  was  highly  technical,  and 
convinced  every  editor  to  whom  it  was 
lent  (and  by  whom  it  was  returned)  that 
he  author  knew  his  subject  thoroughly. 
So  when  he  followed  it  up  with  lloic 
o  be  a  Tram  Conductor,  he  had  the 
satisfaction  not  only  of  seeing  it  in  print 
within  a  week,  but  of  reading  an  editor- 
ial reference  to  himself  as  "  the  noted 
?xpert  on  our  overhead  system."  Two 
other  articles  in  the  same  paper — Some 
furious  Train  Accidents  and  Tram  or 
Bus:  Which? — established  his  position. 

Once  recognised  as  the  authority  on 
trams,  Bupp  was  never  at  a  loss  for  a 
subject.  In  the  first  place  there  were 
certain  articles,  such  as  Tramways  in 
1904,  Progress  of  Tramway  Construction 
in  the  Past  Year,Tramicay  Inventions  of 
'.he  Last  Twelvemonth,  and  The  Tram : 
Its  Future  in  1005,  which  flowed  an- 
nually from  his  pen.  From  time  to 
time  there  would  arise  the  occasion  for 
the  topical  article  on  trains — Trams  at 
Army  Transports  and  How  our  Trams 
fared  during  the  liecent  Snow,  to  give 
two  obvious  examples.  And  alway: 
there  was  a  market  for  such  staple 
articles  as  Trams  in  Fiction  .... 

in. 

You  will  understand,  then,  that  by 
the  end  of  190(5  Annesley  Bupp  had  a 
reputation ;  to  be  exact,  he  had  two 
reputations.  In  Fleet  Street  he  was 
known  as  a  writer  upon  whom  a  sub 
editor  could  depend  ;  a  furnisher  of  whai 
got  to  be  called  •'  Buppy " — mattei 
which  is  paid  at  a  slightly  higher  rat 
than  ordinary  copy,  because  the  lengil 
and  quality  of  it  never  vary.  Out 
Fleet  Street  be  was  regarded  simply  af 
a  literary  light ;  Annesley  Bupp,  th 
fellow  whose  name  you  saw  in  ever> 
paper  ;  an  accepted  author. 

It  was  not  surprising,  therefore,  tha 
at  the  beginning  of  1907  public  opinioi 
forced  Annesley  into  newer  fields  o 
literature.  It  demanded  from  him 
among  other  things,  a  weekly  review  o 
current  fiction  entitled  Fireside  Friends 
He  wrote  this  with  extraordinary  fluency 
a  few  words  of  introduction,  followe< 
by  a  large  fragment  of  the  book  before 


im,  pasted  beneath  the  line,  "  Take 
his,  for  instance."  An  opinion  of  any 
dnd  he  rarely  ventured ;  an  adverse 
pinion,  like  a  good  friend,  never. 

About  this  time,  he  was.  commissioned 
o  write  three  paragraphs  each  day  for 
in  evening  paper.  The  first  of  them 
ilways  began:  "  Mr.  ASQUITH'S admission 
n  the  House  of  Commons  yesterday 

at  lie  had  never  done  so  and  so  is 
lot  without  parallel.  In  1740  the  elder 
3iTT  .  .  .  ."  The  second  always  began : 

Mention  of  the  elder  PITT  recalls  the 
'act  that  .  .  .  ."  The  third  always 
legan  :  "It  may  not  be  generally 
cnown  .  .  ." 

Until  he  began  to  write  these  para- 
graphs Annesley  Bupp  had  no  definite 
political  views. 

IV. 

Annesley  Bupp  is  now  (May  1909)  at 
lie  zenith  of  his  fame.  The  "  Buppy  " 
of  old  days  he  still  writes  occa? ionally, 
jut  he  no  longer  signs  it  in  full.  A 
modest  "A.  B."  in  the  corner,  supposed 
;>y  the  ignorant  to  stand  for  "  ARTHUR 
BALFOUR,"  is  the  only  evidence  of  the 
author.  (I  say  "  the  only  evidence,"  for 
!ie  has  had,  like  all  great  men,  his  count- 
less imitators.)  Trams  also  he  deserted 
with  the  publication  of  his  great  work 
on  the  subject — Tramiana.  But  as  a 
wriier  011  Literature  and  Old  London 
lie  has  a  European  reputation,  and  his 
recent  book,  In  the  Track  of  SliaTtspearc : 
A  Record  of  a  Visit  to  Stratford-on-Acon, 
created  no  little  stir. 

He  is  in  great  request  at  public 
dinners,  where  his  speech  in  reply  to 
the  toast  of  Literature  is  eagerly  at- 
tended. 

He  contributes  to  every  symposium  in 
the  popular  magazines. 

It  is  all  the  more  to  be  regretted  tl  at 
his  autobiography,  The  Last,  of  the 
Bupps,  is  to  be  published  posthumously. 

A.  A.  M. 


Liberal  Education. 

At  a  recent  meeting  of  the  Women's 
Liberal  Federation  at  St.  James's  Hall  a 
lady  remarked  that  "it  was  their  duty 
not  to  threaten  the  Government,  but  to 
educate."  Subsequently  another  lady 
exclaimed,  in  reply  to  a  question  :  "The 
answer  is  N — 0,  no."  (Loud  cheers.) 

We  think  the  second  lady  did  well  to 
show  her  friends  that  her  education  al 
least  had  not  been  neglected,  and  we 
are  glad  to  see  that  the  audience  gene- 
rously recognised  the  fact.  Many  people 
can  say  "No,"  but  not  everyone  can 
spell  it. 

Clean  Cricket. 

"In  carrying  his  bath  right  through  the 
innings  on  Thursday  for  125  A.  0.  Jonc-i  lias 
made  a  brilliant  start." — Irish  Field. 
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MUSICAL  NOTES. 

\Vi.  luive  always  manfully  upheld  the 
cause  of  British  art  and  liritish  artists. 
But  there  are  moments  when  our  pat- 
riotism is  Kully  shaken.  Tlio  foreigner 
is  not  only  finely  equipped,  Imt  lie 
possesses  certain  extraneous  advantages. 
In  particular  ho  ut-cs  our  language  so 
much  more  effectively  than  we  do. 
In  his  hands  "the  thing  becomes  a 
trumpet" — his  own  trumpet,  whence  he 
Mows  strains  like  the  seraphs'  in  their 
burning  rows. 

This  is  not  a  mere  general  statement, 
ft  is  prompted  by  an  official  document, 
forwarded  by  a  correspondent,  setting 
forth  the  triumphs  of  Professor  MAIIIO 
LonKN'/J,  a  young  Florentine  harp  rJc- 
(IKI.<'(.  The  youthful  genius  made  his 
mark  early,  lie  was  only  twels-e  when 
lie  gained  the  gold  medal  at  the  Royal 
Musical  Institute.  According  to  the 
pamphlet  : — 

'•  Tli.'  clever  boy  so  much  applauded  iu  »o 
many  Concerts  won  the  gold  medal  with  the 
highest  vow  ;  10  on  10.  Our  congratulations 
to  the  little  virtuous..." 


A  year  later  further  honors  fell  to  him. 
"Florence  (Nazione)  July  1908. 

"  Wednesday  8  in  our  Musical  Institut  the 
boy  of  fourteen  Mario  Lurenzi  obtained,  with 
splendid  exameus,  with  full  vows,  the  Diploma 
of  MaKystore  of  Hnrp. 

"Tliis  is  thr  first  time  that  a  pupil  of  our 
Musical  Institut  obtain  a  Diploma  of  Magystere 
at  the  age  of  14  years." 

After   these   academic   triumphs    the 
young   "  virtuous  "  proceeded    to    the 
st  of  Rome  :  — 


"  /,'.  me  (lUustrazione  di  Roma)  January  1909. 

"...at  the  noble  modesty,  at  the   audacious 

dignity  of  the  funrteeu  Professor  Loren/i   \vlio 

it  precede  with  trumpet  of  reclame,  he 

rupies  all  byfttoricttl    impassibility  of  Thomson 

ahhoriiig  whatever  meanness  quackish... 

...In  many  Concerts  we  see  the  young 
harpist  with  anxiety  voluptuous  of  oonqueror, 
to  obtain  the  apogee  of  agility;  the  rapid 
lighliaing  passings  on,  oE  his  celestial  instru- 
ment. fresh  under  his  magical  fingers,  and 
•  •Hani  wonileiful  music,  iluess,  ascend  to 
Heaven,  gently,  charming  as  a  caress  of  an 


On  his  ivturn  to  Florence  "it  is  abso- 
lutely impossible  to  say  tin-  enthusiasm 
that  the  valorous  boy  suscited  in  the 
execution  of  different  pieces."  The  crit  ic 
of  the  Pitlria  (I'rato)  also  admits  the 
failure  of  human  speech,  but  boldly 
attempts  the  impossible  :  — 

"...Here  we  are  before  one  of  those  phe- 
ns,  for  which  nothing  is  sulllcient  enough 
to  say.  A  delicate  boy  of  f,  urteeu  who  owns 
already  the  secret  to  take  away  with  the  touch 
of  his  little  hand,  from  a  very  difficult  instru- 
ment the  solemn  and  mysterious  wind  i.f  Art... 
wlni  is  ih,.  master  of  his  instrument,  and  im^ise 
on  it  with  simplity  as  a  child,  Imt  wi;h  sovc- 


AllfHiiinl.    "TlIK  SECOND   BREAKFAST   IS    BEIN(i   sK.KYEI)   Now.   Sill." 

Cabin  Passenger.  "Oooo  ORACIOUS  !     WHY,  1  HAVEN'T  HAH  MT  FIRST  Vhn  !  " 


reign's  surety  his  own  will,  and  he  subject  it  to 
his  soul..." 


Parma  was  perhaps  less  unbridled 
in  its  enthusiasm  than  Home,  but  its 
tribute  is  not  without  its  orthographical 
significance : — 

"...Mario  Ixiren/.i  very  young  indeed,  dis- 
played his  very  difficult  Programme  by  serious 
artist,  very  old  in  art.  The  IITIIVC  he  possess 
exact  as  correct  he  is  in  the  style  which  he 
translates.  The  touch  he  has,  is  full  of  ex- 
pression without  abandoning  studied  manners. 
He  surmount  with  cleverness  the  oclaves  so 
difficult,  the  tremulous  ai.d  trills  wiih  handsome 
execution  of  light  and  sliand. 

"  At  last  the  absolute  mastery  command  that 
he  shows  to  posses  of  the  instrument  make 
p  sitively  to  forget  that  we  find  before  us  to  a 
jier.-on  phisica  ly  MI  small.  He  is  an  artist  who 
speaks  and  moves  our  heart,  and  de  ight  our 
spirit..." 

"  Navy  perambulator,  nearly  new." 

.     '  North  \\'ilt«  llemlil. 

The  very  thing  for  Reggie  ! 


"The  other  day  at  the  meeting  of  the  Pres- 
bytery of  Hamilton,  attention  was  called  to  the 
fact  that  a  'church  member  and  communicant' 
had  desecra'i'd  the  sabbath  by  motoring  - 
miles   to  church,   although   he   had   places  i  f 
worship  close  at  hand  ....  Twenty  years  ago 
such  an  irregularity  would  have   been  n 
censured." — Truth. 

It  would  certainly  have  been  a  matter 
for  comment— twenty  years  ago,  before 
the  motor  deluge. 

London  has  recently  been  honoured 
by  a  visit  from  the  distinguished  com- 
poser \Vuoit.  We  gather,  however,  from 
the  notices  of  his  concert  that  he  is  a 
serious  musician  and  not  a  Merry  Widor. 


'•  I  \loM.-l-    SKU,'<  11    KOI!    A    C\M>II>ATB 
A   I  it  Ml  I  Ml*    IS    VIEW." 

\-'.r  tcr  Krfiren». 

This  is  good  hearing,  but  probably  the 
strain  of  calling  the  other  man  a  liar 
and  a  traitor  will  tell  in  the  end. 
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IN    CHAMBERS. 

AN    ACTION    FOR    LIBEL. 

LIBEL  is  the  opinion  you  express  of 
someone  else  when,  driven  at  last  by 
righteous  indignation  to'  abandon  con- 
ventional falsehood,  you  speak  out  your 
mind  with  fearless  honesty.  Libel  is 
also  the  opinion  someone  else  expresses 
of  you  when,  maddened  by  wicked 
jealousy  of  your  glaring  merits,  ho 
abandons  all  sense  of  truth,  decency  and 
honour,  and  gives  full  play  to  the  vile 
range  of  his  distorted  imagination. 

Your  dearest  friend  brings  the  ghastly 
production  to  your  notice,  and  blind 
with  fury  you  hurry  off  to  your  Solicitor. 
The  Solicitor,  in  a  slato  of  unimpassionod 
but  well-feigned  disgust  at  the  vileuess 
of  humanity,  hurries  off  with  you  to 
Counsel's  chambers.  Counsel, 
secretly  inclined  to  agree  and 
sympathise  with  the  other  side, 
makes  a  note  of  all  the  circum- 
stances, informs  you  that  he  has 
no  doubt  that  he  will  see  you 
properly  avenged,  and  wonders 
whether  we  ever  are  going  to 
have  fine  weather  again.  Being 
too  much  upset  to  address  your- 
self properly  to  this  subject,  you 
take  your  leave,  and  thereupon  a 
Young  Man  emerges  from  the 
background  and  sets  about  draw- 
ing your  Statement  of  Claim. 

A  Statement  of  Claim  is  a 
brief  but  accurate  narration  of 
the  facts  (be  the  law  what  it 
may)  by  the  Plaintiff.  The  State- 
ment of  Defence  is  a  brief  but 
accurate  narration  of  the  facts 
(be  the  law  what  it  may)  by  the 
Defendant.  The  odd  thing  about 
these  two  documents  is  that  they 
never  agree  upon  any  point,  ex- 
cept that  the  1'laiutiff  is  a  grocer, 
and  that  the  Defendant  docs 


the  instigation  of  the  devil,  wrote  of  the 
said  Jones : — 

'  SMITH'S  BUTTER  is  HIE  BEST  BUTTER," 

meaning  thereby"  (and  now  for  it!) 
"  that  Jones's  butter  is  not  BO  good  as 
Smith's  butter  ;  that  Jones's  butter  is  no 
butter  but  margarine,  and  the  worst 
known  kind  of  margarine  at  that.  That 
the  butter  of  the  said  Jones  is  not  good 
enough  even  to  be  margarine.  That 
the  said  butter  is  made  from  the  scrap- 
ings of  the  gutter  and  by  means  of 
sweated  labour.  That  the  butter  of  the 
said  Jones  is  vile,  poisonous  and  exe- 
crable. That  the  said  Jones  knows 
that  his  said  butter  is  vile,  poisonous 
and  execrable,  and  revels  in  the  thought. 
That  the  said  Jones  has  on  divers  occa- 
sions endeavoured  to  make  his  butter 


Counsel's  Young  Man's  Innuendo  un- 
moved, jots  a  Statement  of  Defence 
down  on  the  back  of  an  envelope.  The 
Statement  of  Defence,  which  means 
nothing  in  itself,  but  may  be  said  to 
mean  anything  convenient  at  the  trial, 
runs  thus : — 

"  1.  The  said  Smith  does  not  admit 
that  he  is  the  said  Smith. 

2.  The  said  Smith  does  not  sell  butter. 

3.  The  said  Smith  does  not  advertise 
the  butter  which  the  said  Smith  does 
not  sell. 

4.  The    advertisement,    whereby    the 
said  Smith  does  not  advertise  the  butter 
which  the  said  Smith  does  not  sell,  does 
not  bear  the  alleged  defamatory  or  any 
meaning. 

.r>.  The  said  Smith's  butter  is  the  best 
butter." 


TAKING    A    SPECIALIST'S 

Enquirer.  "I  SAY,  MATE,  "oo  is  THIS  'ERE 


carry  on  business  at  No.  9,999,  Strand. 

In  order  to  get  damages  for  a  libellous 
attack,  it  is  not  unimportant  to  show 
that  it  is  libellous.  As  it  generally  is 
not,  it  is  the  business  of  the  Young 
Man  to  make  it  so,  and  his  explanation 
of  what  the  double-faced  brute  meant 
by  his  apparently  innocent  statement  is 
called  the  Innuendo.  Jones  and  Smith, 
for  instance,  are  trade  competitors,  and, 
as  Smith's  custom  is  getting  better  than 
Jones's,  Jones  is  determined  to  have  the 
law  of  Smith  for  libel.  Wondering 
what  sort  of  a  fellow  Smith  really  is, 
the  Young  Man  starts  in  on  the  State- 
ment of  Claim,  gets  the  prefatory  facts 
stated  as  soon  as  possible,  writes  down 
the  words  that  were  actually  used,  and 
then  sets  about  the  pleasant  task  of 
innuendoing.  The  material  paragraph 
will  run  as  follows : — 

"The  said  Smith  falsely  and  mali- 
cionsly,  wantonly  and  cruelly,  ami  at 


worse,  but  has  found  the  same  impos- 
sible. That  the  said  Jones,  by  selling 
the  said  butter,  is  cheating  the  poor, 
robbing  the  widow  and  orphan,  and 
wilfully  exterminating  the  human  race. 
That  the  said  Jones  is  a  blackguard,  a 
liar,  and  an  abominable  cad.  That  the 
said  Jones  lias  been  twice  divorced  and 
has  served  a  term  of  penal  servitude  for 
forging  his  father's  signature.  That  the 
said  Jones  has  obtained  the  vast  in- 
heritance which  he  now  squanders  in 
profligate  living  by  the  poisoning  of  his 
elder  brother,  whom  he  did  by  guile 
induce  to  consume  a  portion  of  the 
said  abominable,  filthy,  and  loathsome 
(alleged)  butter." 

You  would  have  thought  that  Smith's 
Counsel  would  have  been  reduced  to 
silence  by  that,  but  not  a  bit  of  it.  If 
he  lias  a  Young  Man  on  the  premises, 
the  Young  Man  does  it,  but  if  not  the 
other  Counsel  himself,  reading  Jones's 


After  that,  of  course,  there  is 
nothing  more  to  be  said,  so  the 
pleadings  are  closed  and  the  case 
eventually  comes  on  for  trial. 
Eminent  Silk  for  the  Plaintiff 
Jones  leaves  no  doubt  in  the 
mind  of  the  lay  audience  of  the 
sweetness  and  purity  of  Jones's 
character  and  butter,  and  of  the 
indescribable  filth  of  Smith's 
nature  and  margarine.  Eminent 
Silk  for  the  Defendant  Smith 
convinces  them  that  Jones  is  an 
unprincipled  villain  (not  only  in 
the  matter  of  butter  selling)  who 
deserved  and  would  have  got 
the  harshest  treatment  at  the 
hands  of  Smith,  had  not  Smith 
been  one  of  those  perhaps  too 
charitable  persons  who  will  do 
no  man  an  injury,  however  richly 
he  may  merit  it.  The  Judge, 
who  seems  to  have  heard  all  that 
before,  suggests  to  the  Jury  that 
OPINION.  Jones  and  Smith  are  both  very 
decent  fellows,  a  little  carried 
away  by  their  feelings.  The 
Jury,  who  are  by  this  time  sick  to  death 
of  Jones  and  Smith,  think  privately  that 
they  are  both  fools,  and  return  a  verdict 
that  disappoints  the  one  and  is  far  from 
satisfying  the  other. 

Thateveningthepapersissueposters: — 

"  AMAZING  LIBEL  Scrr." 

Not  enough  of  these  are  sold  to  please 
the  publishers,  who  are  consequently 
very  cross  with  the  public.  Thai  portion 
of  the  public  which  does  buy  feels  itself 
grossly  duped,  and  is  very  cross  with 
the  publishers.  Everyone  is,  in  fact, 
very  cross  with  everyone  else,  and  does 
not  hesitate  to  say  so.  Everyone  else  is 
not  going  to  stand  such  abandoned  libel 
as  ensues,  and  hurries  off  to  his  Solici- 
tor, blind  with  fury.  The  Solicitor,  in  a 
state  of  unimpassioned  but  well-feigned 
disgust  at  the  vileuess  of  humanity, 
hurries  off  to  Counsel's  chambers.  Couu- 


sel 


[Thank  you.--Eo. 
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A    SERVANT  OF  THE  PUBLIC. 

Km;  years  ami  years  it  lias  been  a 
mystery  to  me,  and  1  have  no  doubt  to 
others,  where  tin!  Post  Office  get  their 
piMu-il-i  tlid-e  pencils  whicli  are  of  such 
value  that  they  are  chained  to  the  tele- 
graph c<miit<T  like  the  nail  brushes  at  a 
political  club  not  a  hundred  miles  from 
Northumberland  Avenue. 

From  what  mines  can  such  plumbago 
he  excavated  plumbago  warranted  to 
make  no  mark  save  l>y  intense  pressure, 
and  when  intensely  pressed  to  break  ''. 
1  have  bought  pencils  at  every  price  in 
retail  shops,  but  never  have  I  found 
anything  like  these.  They  are,  as  the 
dealer  said,  a  nniiiue. 

But  now  I  know,  for  I  have  met  a 
public  oflieial  who  gave  away  the  secret. 

"  Yes,"  he  said,  "I  am  a  specialist  in 
the  impracticable,  and  as  such  am 
adviser  to  government  departments  and 
railway  companies.  You  have  heard,  of 
course.,  of  the  "Corridor  Soap  "  used  on 
certain  lines,  the  great  merit  of  which 
is  that  it  "  won't  wasli  hands"  ?  Well, 
I  discovered  that,  soap.  It  took  me  a 
Ion;;  time,  but  I  found  it  at  last.  I  was 
I '.iid  a  handsome  commission,  by  several 
leading  companies  for  putting  them  up 
to  that  secret." 

"  Indeed,"  said  I. 

"  Yes,"  he  continued,  "  and  it  was  I 
who  brought  to  perfection  the  post  office 
pencil.  The  post-office  nib  is  mine,  tio, 
made  to  my  pattern  by  a  well-known 
lirm.  Have  you  noticed  the  post-office 
blotting-paper?" 

"I  have,"  I  said,  with  a  groan. 

"  Ah  !"  he  resumed,  his  eye  gleaming, 
"  that  was  a  great  find.  That  comes  from 
I'' ranee." 

"  From  France?" 

"Yes,  from  France.  They  under- 
stand had  blotting-paper  there.  And 
the  post-olliee  ink,"  he  continued 
"you  miijii,  think  that  became  thick 
in  course  of  time ;  but  it  doesn't. 
Ix't  me  tell  you  a  secret" — and  he 
whispered  in  my  ear.  "It  begins  like 
that !  It  's  a  kind  of  stirabout  from  the 
word  Go!" 

"  \o  !  "  I  crit  d. 

"  1  swear  it,"  ho  ^aid. 

FEATS    OK    FOIfiJETFULNESS. 

"t't MM;  s  Ci.KAif,"  in  the  last  of  his 
bewitching  cauteries  in  The  British 
I'.'"1/./;/,  records  a  number  of  feats  of 
memory  performed  for  the  most  part  by 
defunct  worthies.  It  is  some  consolation 
to  think  that  many  living  luminaries 
are  capable  of  feats  of  obliviousness 
Unite  equal  to,  if  not  surpassing,  the 
exploits  .so  carefully  chronicled  by  the 
vivacious  Claudius. 

Thus  wo  have  it  on  the  brst  authority 
that  Mr.  WINSTON  CnuRCHiu,  is  totally 


She.  "HADN'T  WE  BETTER  DO  TIIK  WAIKU-.  ..LOCK  HiX'M?" 

II,-.  "THAT'S  TIIK  WAY  TO  TIIK  TFI-PI.MK.   u\'r   IT?     WEI.I  ,  I   i>"N'r  >EKL  LIKE  IT  JUST  VKI.'' 


unable  to  recall  the  opinions  which  he 
expressed  with  the  utmost  conviction. 
and  even  passion,  little  more  than  three 
years  ago. 

Ixird  K.ISI  isi:itv,  again,  in  spite  of  bis 
notorious  sympathy  with  the  afflicted 
cabmen  of  London,  has  pathetically 
o"iil\r-sid  that  he  never  succeeded  in 
memorising  the  number  of  a  hansom. 

Captain  Kasher,  R.N.,  although  pos- 
sessed of  remarkable  literary  gifts,  is 
seldom  able  to  recollect  what  ho  has 
committed  to  paper  unless  at  least  twenty 
fair  copies  are  printed  for  the  use  of  the 
First  Sea  Lord. 

The  Marquis  TOWXSIIKNP,  though  care- 


fully instructed  in  the  Greek  tongue 
when  a  boy,  is  no  longer  able  to  repeat 
even  a  single  page  of  LIDDELL  and  SCOTT'S 
J>ii-l.'u>iiary  by  heart. 

.Mr.  SHAKY  LKK,  on  one  occasion  while 
crossing  the  Channel  in  a  fog,  tried  to 
while  away  the  hours  by  repeating  the 
whole  of  SHAKSPKISK'S  plays  by  heart, 
but  broke  down  in  the  middle  of  the 
Third  Act.  of  Titii*  Amlntni<-u-i. 

Lord  <'<>n;i  \i-.v  at  a  recent  meeting  of 
the  Statistical  Society,  owned  with  d<ep 
contrilinn  that  lie  could  no  longer  repeat 
the  list,  of  l>erb\  winners  since  the  year 
ITS",  iii  whicli  that  classic  race  was 
first  run. 
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ARMY    NOMENCLATURE. 

Instructor,  "Now  THEN,  XUMBF.R  THREE,  WHAT'S  A  FILE? 

Recruit  (after  deep  thought).  "  ANY  NUMBER  OF  MEN  LKSS  THAN  ONE." 

Instructor.  "LOOK  'ERE!     'Ow  MANY  MOKE  TIMES  DO  YOU  WAST  TO  BE  TOLD  AS  A  FILE  is  TWO  MEN?    Now  WHAT'S  A  DEFILE?" 

Kecrtiit  (brightening  up}.  "  Two  MEN  OF  P  COMPANY  !  " 


ANECDOTE  FOR  FATHERS. 

[Showing  how  the  practice  of  flying  (in  others) 
may  unsettle  a  boy's  mind.] 

(With  apologies  to  Words  icorth.) 

I  HAVE  a  boy  of  three  years  old  ; 

His  face  is  plain  as  it  can  be  ; 
His  nose  is  of  the  Roman  mould, 

But— he  belongs  to  me. 

One  morn  we  walked  in  Slieppey's  Isle, 
For  there  was  nothing  else  to  do, 

And  prattled  in  the  WOHDIS  WORTH  style 
Of  things  both  old  and  new. 

My  thoughts  were  in  another  place : 
I  thought  of  Brook  Green's  pleasant 
flats, 

Our  dear  old  dog,  the  porter's  face, 
The  "  Salve  "  on  the  mat.-,. 

It  was  the  sort  of  day  when  one 

Could  think  and  think  and  think  and 
think  ; 

The  heat  was  trying,  and  the  sun 
Seemed  to  suggest  a  drink. 

My  boy  was  walking  on  my  right ; 

The  name  I  call  him  by  is  Jim ; 
As  there  was  no  one  else  in  sight 

I  had  to  talk  to  him. 


The  lambs  were  getting  on  my  mind  ; 

The  heat  by  now  was  simply  vile  ; 
"  Brook    Green,"    said  I,    "  we  've  left 
behind, 

And  this  is  Slieppey's  Isle. 

"  My  little  lad,  which  like  you  best  ?  " 
Said  I  and  shook  him  for  a  while, 

"  Our  little  flat  in  London  (West) 
Or  this  here  Sheppey's  Isle  ? 

"  And  tell  me,  would  you  rather  be, 

My  precious  little  juvenile, 
In  Brook  Green  Mansions  (No  3) 

Or  here  in  Sheppey's  Isle  ?  " 

He,  hesitating,  looked  at  me, 

Then  answered  with  a  happy  smile  : 

"  Brook  Green's  played  out;  I'd  rather 

be 
Down  here  in  Sheppey's  Isle." 

"  Look   here   now,   James,  is    this    the 
truth  ? 

My  little  Jimmy,  tell  me  why." 
"  I  do  not  know,"  replied  the  youth. 

"  Why,  bless  my  soul !  "  said  I, 

"  Brook  Green  is  handy  and  all  that, 
And  suits  me  almost  to  a  T. ; 

Why  would  you  aluwge  the  little  flat 
For  Sheppey  by  the  sea  ?  " 


At  this  my  poor  boy  dropped  a  tear 
And  made  no  audible  reply  ; 

Ten  times  I  shouted  in  his  ear, 
"  Why,  Jimmy  ?  tell  me  why." 

At  last  he  found  his  tongue  again 
And  thus  to  me  he  made  reply, 

"  Cos  here  I  've  seen  a  naryplane, 
And  that '«  the  reason  why." 

"  When  a  sheep  is  seriously  out  or  otherwise 
injured  the  sheep  shall  •  immediately  report  the 
fact  to  the  person  in  charge  of  the  shed."- 
Otago  Daily  Timen. 

A  very  smart  lot  these  New  Zealand 
muttons,  and  we  wish  very  much  that 
this  class  of  reporter  might  have  been 
included  in  the  invitations  to  the 
Imperial  Press  Conference. 


Owing  to  the  arrival  of  CAHKERK  in 
England  and  the  unexpected  appearance 
of  NoitNABLE  for  Derbyshire,  a  certain 
Worcestershire  wicket-keeper  who  is 
justly  proud  of  his  name  has  gone  green 
with  envy. 

Great  Men's  Mascots. —I. 

"The  bearded  pard  of  Master  Francis 
Drake." — Bideford  Gazette. 
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ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 

ExTIIACTKD  FUOH   THE  DlARY   OF  TOBY,  M.P. 

IInii.fi-  of  <',niimi»in,  Monday t  May  lo. 

l''nr  .some  vivid  moments  there  seemed 
prospect  of  interruption  of  debate  on 
Hndgft  Devolutions  consequent  on 
Cn\M'i:u.oit  OK  K\rm;oi  Kit  being  lulled  to 
Clock  Tower,  placed  on  bread  ainl  water 
diet,  and  permitted  to  wear  .Mr.  CHAPLIN'S 
clothes  only  on  Sundays.  It  was  Cap- 
tain CiiAii;  who  created  the  scare.  Ever 
on  alert,  he  had  observed  report  of 
interview  conceded  by  CiUNCBUjOtt  OK 
K\cm:yuKR  to  a  morning  newspaper.  In 
it-;  course  CHAM  KI.IOU  reported  to  have 
said,  "Traders  who  think  they  are 
unfairly  treated  may  take  0110  of  two 
courses.  They  may  behave  as  business 
men  and  come  to  me,  or  they  may  be- 
have as  politicians  and  go  to  Mr.  AUSTEN 
I'M  \\uiKHk\iN." 

In  this,  which  he  described  as  "an 
attempt  to  intimidate  traders  sitting 
on  Unionist  lienches  into  crawling  on 
their  knees  to  the  right  lion,  gentleman," 
the  gallant  <  'a plain. perceived  a  breach  of 
privilege.  Fortunately fori&OTD-GBOBGK, 
Sn-:\KKR  did  not  view  incident  in  that 
serious  light.  But  it  serves  to  show 
how  in  the  midst  of  life  we  run  dire 
risk  of  being  immured  in  the  foulest 
dungeon  of  tin- 
Castle  keep. 

Not.  the  only  dis- 
In rliing  element  in 
the  c|iiiet  evening 
LimiMiKoiicK  pro- 
mised himself. 
About  half-past 
eight  discovery  was 
made1  that  his  place 
on  Treasury  Bench 
was  empty.  As 
matter  of  fad,  sole 
occupant  at  this 
moment,  \\as  the 
INT  ANT  SAMI'I.I  , 
"  and,"  as  JOYNSON- 
JlicKs  remarked 
with  motherly  soli- 
citude, "no  one  to 
look  after  it."  KIM- 
HKii  on  his  legs 
talking  at  large  on 
the  iniquity  of  high 
licences.  Not  dis 
posed  to  waste  his 
eloquence  and  ar- 
gument oil  empty 
Treasury  Bench. 

"Whero  is  the 
C]I\M-HI.LOII  OK  •IIH-: 
EXCHEQUER?"  he  in- 
quired, his  roving 
eye  engaged  for  a 
moment  in  attempt 
to  glance  under  the 

Table.        Evidently 


Ax  Ksia.isn  BULL. 

"I    will   anticipate    a    murmur   which    was 
raised  just  now." 

(Mr.  Sherwell.) 

LLOYD-GEORGE  wasn't  there.  In  order 
that  search-parties  might  go  forth, 
KIMIIKR  moved  to  report  progress.  BAN- 


BURY  seconded    motion,    drawing   vivid  I      Business 


picture  of  the  CIIXM-I .1  .t>,u  lounging  in 
his  private  room,  either  receiving  depu- 
tations or  enjoying  another  interview, 
whilst  "my  lion,  friend"  (KiMiint) 
was  willing  and  ready  to  impart  the 
true  principles  upon  which  a  Budget 
should  Ix!  founded.  As  KANUI.KY  spoke 
CiiAM-KUjOR  OF  THE  Kxc.UKQ.UKR  entered, 
with  weak  attempt  at  a  smile.  Gentle- 
men opposite  not  to  be  trifled  with. 
I'Xplanations  and  apologies  proved  un- 
availing. Division  on  motion  to  report 
progress  would  occupy  a  quarter  of  an 
hour,  would  serve  to  stretch  the  legs  of 
those  who  had  remained  in  attendance, 
and  would  bring  in  Members  who 
were  selfishly  dining.  Taken  accord- 
ingly, and  a  good  half-hour  wasted. 
Then  KIM  nut  resumed  his  speech  where 
he  had  left  off. 

AH  might  have  been  avoided  had 
Members  concerned  adopted  SHKUWKLL'S 
procedure,  described  in  phrase  that 
hugely  delighted  bored  House.  Coining 
to  particular  tuni  in  prodigiously  long 
speech,  he  complacently  remarked  : 
"  Now,  Sir,  I  will  anticipate  a  murmur 
which  was  raised  just  now."  I,IOM>- 
<!KOW;K'S  prophetic  soul  was  not  equal 
to  the  more  dillicult  task  of  anticipating 
KtiiBEii's  murmur  before  it  hurtled 
through  the  House. 


"MAKING  ci-  KOR  I.O.-T  TIMF.  IN  OINH.I.  r  «mi  ins  wu;." 
(Th.-  l.or.1  Chaiiivllor.) 


done. —  Committee  sat  up 
late  with  Budget 
Resolutions. 

House  oj  LorJx, 
Tni.iilni/.  —  If  the 
political  vulgarians 
who  go  about  the 
country  shouting 
"  Dowu  with  tin- 
House  of  Lords ! " 
were  occasionally  to 
look  in  upon  that 
assembly  engaged 
(without  fee)  upon 
the  nation's  work. 
they  might  be  dis- 
posed to  take  a 
juster  view  of  the 
situation.  Dayaft-'i 
day  noble  lords, 
with  exemplary 
punctuality,  meet 
at  a  quarter  pa-i 
four.  In  stately 
procession,  Jed  by 
BLACK  I  JOD,  followed 
by  the  Purse- Bearer, 
the  LOUD  Cnv 
i/tit  approaches  the 
Woolsack  and 
stiuightway  begins 
that  disputation 
with  his  full-bot- 
tomed wig,  which 
at  the  present  epoch 
is,  if  not  the 
important,  certainly 
the  most  persistent 
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procedure  during  a  sitting  of  the  House 
of  Lords.  On  sultry  days  in  early  stages 
of  incumbency  of  office  the  original  Radi- 
cal "  BOB  "  •  REID  used  to  assert  himself 
in  the  stately  person  of  the  LOUD  CHAN- 
CELLOR by  casting  aside  the  skirt  of  his 
gown  and  displaying  a  pair  of  terrestrial 
legs.  :  :  . 

"  And  before  the  Bishops  too  !  "  said 
Mr.  J.  G.  T AMK IT  with  pained  voice,  re- 
garding the  incident  from  the  niggardly 
pen  allotted  to  Commoners. 

Never  before  in  its  long  history  had 
similar  scandal  been  connected  with  the 
Woolsack.  Happily  it  is  a  thing  of 
the  past.  Whether  a  little  bird  whis- 
pered in  the  I/>RD  CHANCELLOR'S  ear  J .  G. 
TAI.BOT'S  remark,  or  whencesoever  hint 
came,  it  proved  effective,  liven  through 
the  summer  solstice  the  I/>RD  CHANCEI,- 
LOR'S  knees  are  decently  draped ;  but  the 
wig  still  nightly  suffers.  ; 

The.  LOUD  CHANCELLOR  installed,  there 
follows  an  interval  of  a  quarter  of  an 
hour  for  private  business.  This  custo- 
marily takes  the  form  of  whispered  con- 
versation among  the  half-dozen  Peers 
who  compose  the  House.  (It  is,  by  the 
way,  a  nice  and  significant  calculation 
that,  whereas  a  quorum  in  the  Commons 
requires  the  presence  of  forty  Members, 
in  the  Lords  three  Peers  suffice  to  make 
a  House.)  On  the  stroke .  of  half-past 
four  public  business  is  called  on.  On 
•an  average  of  two  nights  a  week  it  is 
in  a  state  analogous  to  that  of  snakes 
in  Iceland.  There  is  none.  Where- 
upon, with  extreme  gravity,  the  House 
adjourns.  BI.AOK  ROD  and  FtUBB-BEABEB 
re-appear.  The  procession  from  the 
Woolsack  is  re-formed,  and  the  LORD 
CHANCELLOR  strides  forth,  as  he  goes 
scattering  largesse  from  an  empty 
Purse. 

To-night  a  prolonged  and  laborious 
sitting.  No  fewer  than  four  Bills  dealt 
with.  BRASSEY  introduced  one  providing 
for  registration  of  firms  and  persons 
carrying  on  business  under  trade  names. 
Read  a  first  time.  Then  the  LOUD  ( 'n  \\ 
CELLOK,  rising,  withdrew  a  pace  aside 
from  the  Woolsack.  ONSLOW,  Lord 
Chairman  of  Committees,  popped  into 
the  Chair  at  the  Table,  and  before  you 
knew  where  you  were  the  Municipal 
Corporations  (Qualification  of  Clergy- 
men) Bill  passed  through  Committee. 
I  .HIM >  CHANCELLOR  returned  to  Woolsack 
and  made  up  for  lost  time  in  conflict 
with  his  wig.  ONSI.OW  popped  out  of 
the  Chair;  observing  this,  IV.vn  \\i>, 
with  pretty  wit,  introduced  a  Bill  pro- 
hibiting use  of  hop  substitutes  in  brew- 
ing. Done  with  you. 

Next  came  HAMILTON'  OF  DALZIEL,  hold- 
ing the  Electric  Lighting  Act  Amend- 
ments Bill  in  his  hand  as  if  it  were  a 
torch.  Third  reading  agreed  to. 

Then,  real  business  of  the  long  sitting 
grappled  with.  CAWDOR,  dramatically 


assuming  air  of  extreme  exhaustion, 
asked  how  long  the  Whitsun  holidays 
would  last.  CREWE,  leaning  wearily  on 
the  Table  as  if  collapse  were  imminent, 
replied  in  hoarse  tones  that  as  there  was 
prospect  of  sitting  later  than  usual  in 
August  perhaps  they  had  better  take  an 
exceptionally  long  holiday  at  Whitsun- 
tide. So  he*  made  it  a  month,  less  four 
days. 

With  gasp  of  relief  the  wearied  Titan 
of  the  Legislature  forthwith  adjourned 
at  twenty  minutes  to  five,  the  sitting 
having  lasted  ten  minutes. 

Jiiittincss  done. — Commons  sitting  till 
a  quarter  past  two  this  morning,  again 
pegging  away  at  the  Budget. 

TIi  ursday. — Budgets,  like  other  curses, 
sometimes  come  home  to  roost.  House 
just  now  rent  by  rumour  that  from 
Monday  next  the  price  of  "  nips  "  is  to 
be  put  up  at  the  various  bars.  All  very 


EXTIIEME  FAHAUSTIOX  is  THE  Loims. 
"  Please,  Sir,  how  long  holidays  shall  we 
have,  Sir  ?" 

(Earl  Cawck.r.) 

well  in  capacity  of  legislator  to  discuss 
analogous  operation  of  Budget  in  town 
and  country.  But  when  it  comes  to  a 
rise  of  a  halfpenny  a  glass  on  your  own 
refreshment,  it  is,  as  the  French  say, 
another  pair  of  sleeves. 

Understood  that  the  bar  -  tenders 
are  expected  to  extract  twenty  "  nips  " 
from  each  bottle  of  spirits  retailed. 
.IAVKS  O'CONNOR,  painfully  working  the 
sum  out,  arrives  at  conclusion  that  this 
means  an  additional  charge  of  tenpence 
a  bottle.  This  obviously  out  of  pro- 
portion to  increased  Budget  tax.  In- 
stead of  being  losers  under  new  order 
of  tilings,  a  pampered  Kitchen  Com- 
mittee will  add  to  their  ill-gotten  gains. 

This  shall  not  be  if  JAMES  O'Coxxon 
can  help  it.  Has  tabled  notice  of  inten- 
tion to  raise  question  at  earliest  oppor- 
tunity. First  impulse  was  to  submit  it 


as  one  of  urgent  public  importance  and 
claim  to  debate  it  011  motion  for  adjourn- 
ment But  the  Si'EAKEit  habitually  dis- 
countenances that  form  of  procedure. 
Will  therefore  piit  question  to  Chairman 
of  Kitchen  Committee. 

Business  done. — Irish  Votes  in  Com- 
mittee of  Supply. 


THE  SECRET  OUT. 

["  It  has  become  known  that  Herr  Richard 
Strauss  is  engaged  on  the  composition  <>[  a 
light  opera  to  bc>  called  Kylpia  and  der  Stern 
(Sylvia  and  the  'Slar),  the  libretto  of  which 
is  written  by  Herr  Hugo  v.  n  Hofnmnnstlml. 
Although  the  plot  is  kppt  secret,  it  has  trans- 
pired that  the  scene  is  laid  at  the  end  of  the 
18th  century,  a  period  which,  it  is  believed, 
should  lend  itself  well  to  light,  melodii.us  music 
and  handsome  costumes." — 'J  lie  Times.] 

HERE,  at  last,  perhaps,  is  the  new  idea 
for  which  Mr.  CEOKCJE  EDWAUDES  is  always 
seeking.  How  to  vary  the  monotony  of 
the  ordinary  musical-comedy  plot? — that 
is  his  problem.  He  tried  foreign  back- 
grounds, he  tried  stage  backgrounds,  he 
now  tries  shop  backgrounds.  But  here 
is  something  far  more  actual — news- 
paper and  political  backgrounds.  It  is 
all  the  fashion  now,  too.  Sylvia  and  The 
Star  is  only  a  beginning,  but  think  how 
amusing  it  might  be,  and  how  illu- 
minating ! 

Although  the  plot  is  secret  (that  stuff 
about  the  eighteenth  century  is  obviously 
to  put  you  off  the  scent)  we  can  tell  a 
little  of  "it.  Sijlria-(M\ss  GERTIE  MILLAR) 
is  the  fiancee  of  a  young  and  rising  Con- 
servative (Mr.  GEORGE  GROSS. \IITII,  jun.), 
who,  when  the  curtain  rises,  is  visiting 
at  Sylvia's  home,  where  May  Day  is 
being  kept  in  the  old-fashioned  way, 
with  certain  new  devices  introduced  by 
the  Smart  Set.  Among  the  guests  is 
the  editor  of  The  Mar  (Mr.  NAIMJY)  and 
the  chief  literary  critic  of  the  same  paper 
(Mr.  EDMUND  PAYNE\  Sylria's  mother, 
the  Countess  of  Gloot  (Miss  Coxxir. 
EDISSJ,  has,  it  seems,  literary  aspirations, 
and  she  has  written  a  novel  which  was 
highly  praised  in  The  Star  under  the 
title  The  Renascence  of  Nous.  Hence 
the  presence  of  Mr.  EDMUND  PAYNE. 

What  with  song,  dance  and  quip,  the 
First  Act  goes  merrily  on,  ending  up- 
roariously in  a  game  of  forfeits,  the 
penalty  which  falls  to  Sylvia's  lot  being 
the  task  of  editing  The  Star  for  a  week. 
Curtain. 

In  Act  II.  we  find  ourselves  in  The 
Star  office,  where  the  fun  is  fast  and 
furious.  Si/lria,  being  all  for  her  hus- 
band, and  assisted  by  him,  writes 
astonishing  leaders  against  the  Liberals, 
and  receives  astonishing  visits  from, 
among  others,  the  Prime  Minister  (Mr. 
().  B.  CLAKESCE)  and  the  Chief  Liberal 
Wliij)  (Mr.  WALTER  I'ASSMORE).  Needless 
to  say  all  comes  right  in  the  end. 

So  much   for   the   plot.     As   to  the 
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music,  we  can  of  course  say  nothing, 
but  it  is  significant  that  an  Italian  corn- 
only  a  year  or  so  ago  wrote  the 
score  of  an  opera  which  he  called 
Mil  ft  ha  and  Ilif  Mo<»i.  Verb.  san. 

Si//n'<f  funf  the  Xj.ar  is  doubtless  des- 
tined to  have  successors,  and  indeed 
wo  have  already  heard  of  librettists 
getting  hard  at.  work  on  Gertrude  and 
The  Globe,  l^reh/ii  aiiil  The  /v'miiiir/  .Vruv. 
I'd h/  mid  The  J',,11  Mull,  and  Winnie  and 
The  \\'e*hn\Hxier.  It  is  an  imitative  age. 


KIM'NKSS  AND    DUMB  ANIMALS. 

"  I  'i.i.  tell  yon  a  story,"  began  1'onker. 

"One  evening,  a  certain  Mr.  dec. 
Hartley  Bent worth  of  Cutler  Street  was 
going  homo  on  the  top  of  a  Walliam 
Green 'bus  when  it  got  into  a  b'ock  in 
tin  Strand.  Presently  he  looked  up  from 
hi*  )>a|>or  and  noticed  that  people  all 
a  I  >out  him  were  craning  their  necks  to 
866  what  was  going  on  further  down  the 
street,  while  -,n\  unreasoning  panic 
seemed  to  have  s-ized  all  the  horses. 
F.viileiitlv  something  unusiiid  was  taking 
H'"'1'  I'-ut  wliat  are  you  doing?" 

I'or  1'onker's  patient  listener  was 
stealing  to  the.  door  with  his  tobacco  jar, 
his  hair-pin  (or  smoker's  best  friend), 
and  the  evening  jiapor. 


"  It 's  another  Invasion  story,"  he  said 
coldly. 

"Wrong,"  retorted  Ponker.  "But 
you  are  right  in  supposing  that  I  am 
telling  you  a  story  with  a  purpose.  Sit 
down  and  be  quiet. 

"  '  What  is  the  matter  ? '  asked  Mr. 
Bentworth  of  the  driver. 

'There's  an  elephant  asleep  in.  the 
middle  of  the  road,'  said  the  man,  'so 
we  .shall  have  to  go  round  by  the  Em- 
bankment.' " 

(Rather  a  mild-spoken  driver,  thought 
the  audience.) 

"In  consequence  of  this  delay  Mr. 
Bentworlh  arrived  home  ten  minutes  late. 
In  the  front  garden  he  came  upon  the 
gardener,  who  was  talking  to  the  post- 
man. l!o;Ji  had  pale  faces,  and  seemed 
frightened. 

"  '  Anything  wrong,  \VilliamV  '  a.-ked 
Mr.  Bentworth. 

'  '1  IITC  's  a  strange  beast  in  the  gar- 
den eating  the  s.vect  peas,'  replied 
William.  '  Like  this  ;  '  and  lie  in- 
flated his  chet-ks  and  regarded  his 
master  wiili  a  vicious  l.vr. 

' '  An  unprincipled-looking  monster,' 

thought  Mr.  B-nit  worth ;  '  I  .should    not 

like  to  meet  him  without  a  gun.'     Then 

|  it    occurred    to    him   that   William  was 

I  trying  to  look  like  a  hippopotamus,  and 


was  succeeding,  upon  the  whole,  pretty 
well. 

"  So  he  advised  the  gardener  to  buy 
a  penny  bun,  and  lure  the  animal  out 
by  the  tradesmen's  entrance.  Then  he 
went  indoors. 

"  '  My  dear,'  he  told  his  wife,  '  I  am 
hot  and  flurried,  so  I  shall  have  a  bath 
before  dinner.' 

'"Oh!  don't,'  said  Mrs.  Bentworth, 
looking  up  from  her  drawn-thread 
work.  '  There 's  a  crocodile  in  the  Lath, 
and  he  made  such  a  funny  noise  when  1 
disturbed  him.  I  don't  think  he  is  quite 
so  good-tempered  as  the  last  one  we  had 
staying  with  us, — the  one  that  bit  the 
milkman's  leg,  I  mean.' 

"Mr.  Bentworth  sighed,  and  asked 
what  there  was  for  dinner.  As  if  in 
answer  to  his  question  the  cook  hurst 
into  the  room,  and  said  : 

'"  Please 'm,  I'm  sorry,  but  shall  I 
send  out  for  some  cutlets?  A  cata- 
mount has  taken  the  leg  of  mutton  and 
is  worrying  it  under  the  dresser.  And 
nurse  says  has  anyone  seen  Master 
Preddyr 

"  No  one  had  seen  Master  Freddy. 
N/o  one  ever  did  see  him  again." 

''  Yes  '•:  "  said  a  tired  voice  presently. 

"Oh!  that 'sail." 

I'.'i'ker's   listener   rose    and   felt    his 
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pulse.  It  seemed  normal.  "  You  said 
it  was  a  story  -with  a  purpose,"  he 
complained. 

"  It  is,"  said  Ponker. 

"  Well,  what  have  you  told  it  me  for?" 

"My  good  i'ellow,"  explained  Ponker, 
'•  there  are  a  lot  of  well-fed  people, 
paying  the  tax  on  unearned  incomes 
and  wearing  hygienic  wool,  who,  be- 
cause they  have  nothing  to  worry  about, 
worry  about  everything.  They  have 
been -writing  to  the  papers  again  to  say, 
'  Sir,  surely  in  this  enlightened  age  the 
public  conscience  should  revolt  against 
the  keeping  of  wild  animals  in  captivity 
at  the  Zoo.1 " 

"  But  you  know  very  well  they  don't 
mean  that  the  animals  should  be  let 
loose  upon  London,"  expostulated  Pon- 
ker's  kindliest  critic. 

"  Then  kindly  tell  me  precisely  what 
they  do  mean." 

"  Oh !  that  they  should  be  repatriated, 
perhaps." 

"  But  many  of  them  are  Zoo-born, 
and  as  to  the  others  isn't  it  kinder  to 
feed  a  rhinoceros  with  buns  than  to  send 
it  to  meet  ROOSEVELT  in  Africa  ?  " 

"  Well,  perhaps  the  lethal  chamber 
jj 

"  But  that  means  wanton  slaughter, 
and  these  people  are  humanitarians." 

"At  all  events  they  are  quite  harmless 
cranks,"  said  Ponker's  listener  with  an 
air  of  finality. 

"  No  cranks  are  harmless,"  exclaimed 
Ponker  sternly;  "  cranks  are  the  bacilli 
of  national  degeneracy,  and  some  day, 
when  it  is  too  late,  England  will  wake 
to  the  fact,  and — - — ' 

But.  Ponker's  hitherto  patient  listener 
was  stealing  softly  from  the  room  with 
his  tobacco-jar,  his  hair-pin  (or  smoker's 
best  friend),  and  the  evening  paper. 


MY  PARTNER, 

1  IE  missed  the  put :  he  missed  it  clean  : 
He  missed  it  on  the  eighteenth  !green  ! 
When  all  the  fate  of  all  the  game 
Impended  on  his  careful  aim. 
The  grass,  though  just  a  trifle  keen, 
Was  smooth  and  soft  as  velveteen; 
Six  inches  only  lay  between 
The  hole  and  him,  but  all  the  same 
He  missed  the  put. 

And  now  when  I  recall  the  scene, 
And  think  how  mad  I  must  have  been, 
I  marvel'  that  I  overcame 
The  sudden  impulse  to  exclaim  : 
"  <  'onfound  the  Venerable  Dean, 
He  missed  the  put !  " 

"  About  300  spectators  attended  the  liarnsley 
^iii'i-n's  ( I  rounds  on  Saturday  on  the  occasion 
of  n  long  knock  piggy  match  for  .£50." — Weat- 

lf  any  of  them  have  seen  An  English- 
man'x  Home  how  they  must  despise  the 
waster  who  spends  his  afternoon  looking 
on  at  a  football  match. 


AT   THE    PLAY. 

"  LOVE  WATCIIES." 

'•  FREDERICK  HARRISON  and  CHARLES 
FROHMAN  present  Miss  BII.LIE  BURKE  in 
Loire  Watches."  So  ran  the  announce- 
ment, suggesting  at  the  start  that,  in 
the  opinion  of  these  gentlemen,  Miss 
BII.I.IE  BI-RKE  and  not  the  play  was  "the 
thing."  And,  indeed,  as  far  as  the  play 
was  concerned — a  trite  farce,  described 
as  a  comedy,  on  the  hallowed  lines  of 
one  of  the  old  love-and-jealousy  schemes, 
and  adapted  from  the  French'  into  the 
American  —  they  were  well  justified. 
Whether  they  were  equally  justified  in 
the  matter  of  Miss  WILLIAM  BURKE  must 
remain  a  question  of  taste,  notwithstand- 
ing the  repeated  assurances,  on  the 
authority  of  the  book,  that  Jacqueline 
(the  character  she  played)  was  "  adora- 
ble." Miss  BURKE  has  a  certain  pretti- 


DONNA  fe  MOBILLIE  BUHKE. 


ness  and  piquancy  (or  what  passes  for 
piquancy  in  America),  and  she  was  ex- 
traordinarily vivacious  ;  but  her  gmnin- 
cries  were  rather  ungainly,  and  for  much 
of  the  time  she  had  the  air  of  a  poupce 
with  springs  wound  up  almost  to  the 
snapping  point.  She  was  there,  of 
course,  to  make  things  hum,  but  '  her 
restless  mobility  never  allowed  me  to 
recover  from  the  mental  strain  which  1 
suffered  in  trying  to  make  out  who  was 
who  all  through  a  First  Act  that  seethed 
with  obscure  French  names,  though  it 
had  little  else  of  French  in  it. 

Subsequent  Acts  were  relieved  by  the 
quiet  humour  of  Mr.  ERNEST  LAWFORD  in 
the  part  of  another  Ernest,  a  lack-  love 
pedant  ;  but  the  value  of  the  things 
which  were  said  both  by  him  and  about 
him  depended  often  upon  their  sugges- 
tion of  the  improprieties  which  were 
left  unsaid  when  the  original  was 
bowdlerised. 

The   entrance,  early  in   the  play,  of 


that  intelligent  actress,  Miss  HENRIETTA 
WATSON,  inspired  hopes  of  something 
good  and  in  the  English  language ;  but 
she  disappeared  after  a  few  seconds,  and 
never  recurred.  Even  so,  we  saw  more 
of  her  than  of  a  certain  other  character 
described  as  a  dancer  and  even  a  "  living 
picture."  This  lady,  a  creature  of  rare 
promise,  whose  mere  mention  suggested 
the  most  intriguing  possibilities,  never 
appeared  at  all. 

As  for  the  merry  widow,  Lue'ic  dc 
Morfontaine,  as  played  by  Miss  MAUDE 
ODKLL,!  must  confess  thather  fascinations 
appeared  to  me  to  afford  an  inadequate 
ground  for  jealousy  on  the  part  of  any 
young  wife. 

1  am  assured  that  Miss  GLADYS  UNGEK'S 
adaptation  has  had  an  encouraging  suc- 
cess in  the  U.S.A.;  If  it  has,  then  it 
only  confirms  me  in  the  comfortable 
conviction  that  the  ideals  of  American 
humour  are  not  the  same  as  ours. 

0.  S. 
"  LIGHT  o'  LOVE." 

Apparently  the  Actor-Manager  system 
flourishes  in  Vienna  also.  Liebelel  (of 
which  a  translation  was  produced  at  the, 
Afternoon  Theatre  last  Friday)  was,  I  am; 
almost  sure,  written  to  the  order  of  fin- 
Austrian  Manager,  that  his  wife  might1 
have 'an  opportunity  to  show  her  genius/ 
Possibly  the  Manager,  himself  took  the 
I  art  of  Frits  ;  improbably,  however,  as, 
Fritz  was  dead  in  the  Third  Act.  But  in! 
any  case  it  was  on  Christine  that  all  eyes 
throughout  the  play  were  riveted. 

Christine,  the  daughter  ,of  a  poor 
musician,  was  desperately  in  love  with 
Fritz,  a  gentleman  of  leisure.  Of  Frits  ti 
feelings  for  her  I  cannot  speak  for' 
certain  (that  is  the  weakest  point  of  the 
play  as  it  was  acted),  but  off  the  stage 
lie  had  bet  n  pursuing  an  intrigue  with 
an  invisible  lady  in  black  velvet.  Tlie 
lady's  husband  discovered  "the  letters";' 
and  the  inevitable  duel  was  arranged  (off 
the  stage).  This  took  place  a  day  or 
two  later  (off  the  stage),  and  Fritz 
was  killed.  Meanwhile  we  had  been! 
watching  Christine. 

The  First  Act,  showing  a  supper  party 
in  Fritz's  rooms,  should  have  been  de- 
lightful, for  besides  Fritz  and.  Christina 
there  were  present  Theodor  and  Mizi,', 
two  jolly  young  people  gaily  played  by 
Mr.  CHARLES  MAUDE  and  Miss  MARGARET 
BI'SSE.  But  the  tragic  demeanour  ofj 
Mr.  HENRY  AINLEY  overawed  us,  and  we| 
were  afraid  to  laugh. 

The  Second  and  Third  Acts  took  place 
in  Christine's  rooms.  Nothing  happened,, 
and  we  saw  little  of  Frits ;  but  various 
people  came  on  and  talked  to  Christine 
about  him — telling  her  that  all  men! 
were  like  that,  and  that  she  would  soon 
get  over  it,  and  that  he  would  come; 
back  to  her,  and  that  he  had  been" 
killed,  and  that  he  really  did  love  her, 
and  was  buried  yesterday,  and  so  forth. 
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Ami  for  two  Acts  wo  watch  her  to  see 
how  she  likes  it. 

Though  much  in  each  Act  is  excellent, 
tin;  play  is  liailly  balanced  as  a  whole. 
After  the  Kii-ht  Art  interest  dies  out  in 
the  story,  and  centres  instead  on  the 
actress. 

It  was  something  of  an  ordeal  for  Miss 
M\],'.,M;LI  1  1  u  ~i  A\.  and  she  came  out  of 
it.  well.  Ju  real  lite  I  have  never  seen  a 
n  in  agony,  so  that  I  rannot  eay 
that  her  performance  was  unnatural.  It 
was  artilicial  certainly,  hut  under  the 
i  if  great  emotion  people  do  become 
artificial.  Anyhow,  her  conception  of 
the  part  was  the  correct  one.  Mr. 
AIM.KY'S,  I  thought,  was  not.  The 
whole  point  of  the  play  must  have  been 
that  Fr'iiz  was  a  careless  follow,  who  had 
only  been  amusing  himself  withGhrutMM. 
"  Ho  spoke  of  j'ou  too,"  says  Theodor,  in 
describing  the  last  scenes,  and  Christine 
seiy.es  hysterically  upon  the  "  too."  Mr. 
AiNi.i.v,  to  judge  by  the  way  he  went  on 
in  the  Second  Act,  would  have  talked 
of  her  exclusively.  Upon  iny  word,  I 
thought  lie  really  loved  her.  M. 

RUS  IN  TJIIBK. 

["Mr.  Joseph  Kels,  tlie  energetic  founder  of 
tip-  \  aeant  l.mil  Cultivation  Society,  is  trying 
to  illililco  tin1  l.oml.Hi  County  Cminrll  to  grant 
tlir  use  "f  vaeunt  land  in  Aklwych  and  Kings- 
wiiy,  f  r  conviTHion  into  small  holdings."  — 
Daily  LVjiiviw.] 

I  'VK  found  a  spot 

Where  Cupid  might 
Have  built  a  cot 

For  Psyche  ; 
There  runs  about 
The  sacred  site 
A  paling  Ftout 

And  spikey. 

1  Fen;  perfect  peace 

And  quiet  reign, 

Here  mortals  cease 

J'Yom  weeping, 
Hero  sorrows  lire 
And  here  I  fain 
\Vould  start  with  thee 
Hboaakflepiog. 

Here,  nothing  loth, 

Through  life  we'd  go, 
Arcadians  both 

Together; 

You  M  c(  ok  and  dust 
And  wa-h  and  sew 
Whilst  I  discussed, 
The  weather. 
You  M  milk  the  cow 
With  skilful  hand, 
Ami  see  the  sow 

Had  plenty, 
\Vhile  my  cigar 

Would'  fill  the  Straud 
With  dreams  of  /ur 
' 


If  joys  so  fair 

Should  lose  their  /cst, 


Jl-irold  (<ijter  pralonjed  inspectian}.  "  HE  ISN'T  VK»V  IMKWESTIN',  is  HE,  MABS  ?  " 


As  folk  declare 

They  will  do, 
]f  we  grew  cross 

And  felt  depressed 
And  grown  with  moss 

And  mildew, 
\Vliy,  there's  the  plav  ! 

Should  Nature  pall 
AYe  \l  leave  our  gay 

EtoM-bowan, 

The  cow  we  'd  tie 
Within  her  st .ill 
And  off  wo  'd  lly 
To  ours. 

And  if  there  came 
Some  hap,  sweetheart, 

Our  burning  flame 
To  smother, 


1  f  cruel  fate 

Drove  us  apart 
And  made  us  hate 
Kaeh  other ; 
If  this  should  be 

(As  may  it  not !) 
Just  think  how  we 

Should  score,  love! 
Before  our  eyes 

The  cure  we  've  got — 
The  I>aw  Courts  i 

Next  door,  love. 


"  Alan  MarnliaV*  viniii^'r  lir.lhcr  is  nearly 
as  t;ill  as  hiihsi'lf."-    The  Sportsman. 

We  -i  e  nothing  uuieh  in  a  man's  being 
nearly  as  tall  as  himself,  1ml  wo  know 
at  least  one  cricketer  who  is  a  bit  above 
himself. 


SCO 


PUNCH,   OR  THE  LONDON   CHARIVARI. 


[MAY  19,  1909. 


OUR    BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By  Mr.  Punch's  Staff  of  Learned  Clerks.) 

DOI'RTLESS  you  have  in  your  time  said  some  harsh  tilings 
about  solicitors,  but  you  cannot  imagine  what  nasty  remarks 
other  people  have  made  until  you  read  Leares  of  the  lancer 
Hranch  (SMITH,  ELDER).  Mr.  CIIUISTIAN,  a  Bachelor  of  Ixuvs, 
intent  on  learning  the  worst,  has  read  and  noted  every 
book  in  which  the  word  "attorney"  occurs.  He  has  un- 
earthed all  the  unprofessional  writings  of  the  Profession,  and 
not  a  solicitor,  whose  pea  has  ever  run  away  from  his 
precedents,  lias  escaped  his  notice.  If  at  times  the  humour 
of  the  author  and  his  solicitor  friends  inclines  to  rotundity 
(like  the  humour  of  all  good  men  of  the  Law)  the  reader 
learns  much  that  he  should,  but  does  not,  know  about  a  host 
of  writers  whose  names  have  been  on  the  Rolls.  Indeed, 
nearly  all  deceased  men  of  literary  note  (including  an  editor 
of  Punch)  seem  at  one  time  or  another  to  have  sat  upon  an 


office  stool  and  written,  "This 
ment  of,  etc."  The  book 
deals  thoroughly  but  plea- 
santly with  the  attorney  in 
every  trying  circumstance — 
as  an  author,  as  a  man  of 
importance,  as  a  theme  of 
poetry,  and  even  as  an  at- 
torney. In  it  appear  Messrs. 
Dodson  and  Fogg  side  by 
side  with  THEOBALD  (attorney 
and  literary  critic),  Mr. 
Barnes  Oarew  with  CHARI.ES 
JKREMIAH  WELLS  (attorney 
and  poet);  but  quite  the 
most  delightful  of  all  is  the 
candid  Egyptian  who  prac- 
tised early  in  the  B.O.'S  and 
described  one  of  the  parties 
to  an  agreement  as  "  Mr. 
Blank  of  Blank,  middle 
liciglit  with  a  poor  heard." 
Every  solicitor  must,  every 
barrister  should,  and  I  hope 
most  laymen  will,  read  the 
book,  if  only  to  learn  that 


is  the  last  will  and  testa- 


in  the  book)  over  a  lot  of  unattractive  people,  not  easy  to 
realise,  and  not  always  worth  realising.  Two  characters, 
Diiriil  and  1'icc,  might  have  redeemed  it,  but  one  dies  early 
and  the  other  remains  a  mere  suggestion. 

I  don't  know  whether  the  book  contains  portraits  of  Mrs. 
FiiAXKAr'rf  private  friends  or  enemies  under  assumed  names. 
There  is  one  apparent  reference,  of  a  disagreeable  kind,  to 
a  certain  marriage  that  has  made  matter  for  social  gossip ; 
and  it  may  well  be  that  some  of  the  superfluous  minor 
characters,  of  whom  we  learn  particulars  that  appear  to 
serve  no'ver}-  useful  purpose,  are  drawn  from  the  ranks  of 
her  acquaintances.  If  this  be  so,  she  will  be  wrong  to  reckon 
upon  a  very  wide  interest,  on  the  part  of  ilie  public,  in 
personal  references  of  which  only  a  very  limited  number 
possesses,  or  is  likely  to  worry  about  possessing,  the  key. 

Nearly  a  quarter  of  a  century  ago,  at  the  close  of  twenty 
years'  management,  Sir  SQIJIUE  and  Lady  BANCROFT  used  the 
first  opportunity  of  well-earned  leisure  to  write  an  account 


of  their  career. 


-.  _  |        .  .  *•     I  I  °V         •*•     I  C't/l 

the   real   complaint  against  BCASDUAUS ! " 

solicitors  is  that,  by  the  mis — 

fortune  of  birth,  they  are  not  angels,  but  mere  men. 


THE    SPREAD    OF    POLITICAL    INTELLIGENCE- 

First    Preparatory   Schoolboy    (to    second    ditto).  "ISN'T    THE    BUDGET 


The  interest  of  the  public  was  pleasant!  v 
testified  by  demand  for  seve- 
ral editions,  a  "run  "  in  its 
way  something  akin  to  that 
of  Caste  and  School.  The 
book  being  out  of  print,  to 
the  joint  authors  came  the 
happy  thought  of  re-writing 
it,  with  addition  of  the  mel- 
lower reflections  of  later 
years.  A.S  now  presented, 
The  Bancrofts  (MURRAY)  com- 
prises a  record  of  sixty  years. 
To  the  charm  of  its  personal 
qualities  is  added  some- 
thing in  the  way  of  a  his- 
tory of  British  drama  in  the 
latter  part  of  the  nineteenth 
C3ntury.  The  work  naturally 
takes  the  form  of  a  duo- 
logue. Sometimes  the  lady 
speaks,  anon  the  gentleman, 
who,  I  regret  to  observe, 
though  playing  fair  through- 
out, has  the  last  word.  That 


If  it  had  occurred  to  the  author  of  An  Incompleal  Etonian 
(HEINEMAKN)  to  call  her  new  book  after  herself,  instead  of  after 
her  hero,  a  good  name  for  it  would  have  been  An  Incompleat 
Grammarian.  Here  are  samples  of  her  slip-shod  style : 
"  Everywhere  his  feet  had  trodden  was  the  better  for  his 
passing ; "  "  she  was  everything  of  which  Vanessa  had  no 
experience  and  was  unable  to  place ;  "  "  he  had  been  too 
long  used  to  play  the  cuckoo  for  him  to  lightly  contemplate 
building  a  nest."  She  shows  a  marked  singularity  in  her 
treatment  of  plurals  in  -a  :  she  speaks  of  "  this  phenomena," 
and  "a  different  strata;"  she  says  that  "the  effluvia  of 
dead  and  rotting  things  was  in  his  nostrils."  Here  and 
there  she  uses  a  word  in  a  sense  peculiar  to  herself :  con- 
fuses agley  with  agog  ("  he  found  the  trade  all  agley  with  a 
new  discovery");  and  talks  of  "those  high  fallacious  hopes 
integral  to  his  youth."  Finally,  her  punctuation  is  that  of  a 
child  who  doesn't  know  the  difference  between  a  comma  and 
a  semicolon.  This  illiteracy  of  manner,  almost  unbelievable 
in  a  writer  of  "  FRAXK  DAXIIV'S  "  experience,  sets  one  against 
the  matter  of  her  book.  But  anyhow  it  is  riot  a  great 
performance.  She  wastes  her  cleverness  (for  there  are  ideas 


both  stood  in  the  first  rank 
of  their  profession  is  a  fami- 
liar fact.  That  both  write 
well  is  proved  again  in  the  pages  of  this  portly  book.  It 
presents  a  story,  simply  told,  of  a  strenuous  life  crowned 
with  rare  measure  of  success.  Whilst  necessarily  indicating 
the  triumphs  of  its  authors,  a  delicate  reserve  pervades  the 
narrative,  saving  it  from  the  deadly  sin  of  self-glorification. 


"  Hertford  is  another  boat  that  is  making  considerable  improvement. 
Several  of  the  crew  rowed  courses  whilst  others  restricted  themselves 
to  a  sharp  bout  from  Iffley  to  the  Red  Post." — Sunday  Times. 

They  mustn't  forget  to  meet  on  the  first  day  of  the  races. 


0  ruddier  than 


"  Once  again  Sir  Charles  Sautley  appeared  to  sing 
the  Cherry.' " — Musical  News. 

What  he  actually  sang,  as  distinct  from  what  he  appeared  to 
sing,  we  cannot  say.  Possibly  it  was  "  0  ruddier  than  the 
rhubarb." 


"The  picture  shows  the  royal  train  leaving  Dover.     It  was  drawn 
l>y  i he  engine  which  was  on  show  last  year  at  the  White  City." 


A   creditable    performance, 
thought  it  was  a  photograph. 


Daily  Mirror. 
For   the    moment    we   almost 


MAY  I'D,  1909.] 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON   CHARIVARI. 


361 


CHARIVARIA. 

si  i:  lli:\l;v  OK  1,'n-s,  who  lias  jnsl 


passed  his  examination  at  ill  •  Com- 
mercial Aca'le.iu  ;i<  ('..logne,  intends  to 
cuter  on  a  commercial  career.  Jt  is  only 
jnsl  to  KIM;  l,i:oi>oi.it  OK  lil.l.'iu  \l  to 
point  out  that  them  is  no  groat  novelty 
in  tills.  *  * 

"I  am  not  wedded  to  my  scheme," 
said  Mr.  Ll.ovn  (  ii:oi;<;K,  in  (lie  course  of 
the  debate  on  the  Itudget.  Tliis  con- 
lirms  the  opinion  of  many  persons  that 
it  is  tin-  most  .unholy  alliance  ever  entered 
into  liv  a  Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer. 

V 

Mr.  Asoi  mi's  retort  to  the  bankers' 
memorial  against  the  llndget  was  that 
taxation  was  higher  in  Germany.  Ye-. 
hut  in  Germany  tha  tax-payer  get-  the 

Dreadnovghti  that  he  asks  for. 

*  * 

"More  and  more  of  us  are  discovering 
the  charms  of  birdnehting  as  an  adult 
pastime,"   says  Mr.    \Y.    |!;.v  u 
in  a  natural  history  aiticle  i::  Tin' 
Mail.     The  only  drawbacks,  Mr.  Li  »\i 
(_ii:on<;K.  informs  us,  are  the  nasty  pecks 
you  sometimes  get  from  the  birds  you  rob. 

We  understand  that  our  new  Army 
airship,  which  is  shaped  like  a  fish,  is 
to  be  called  "  The  (  'otl-y,"  as  a  compli- 
ment to  the  gentleman  of  that  name 
who  has  done  so  much  for  military 

aeronautics.  *  + 

* 

Mr.  W.  A.  Ihitii),  of  Lennoxlove,  Kast 
Ixithian,  Tin-  l''.ri»-ext<  informs  us,  has 
returned  from  a  big  game  shoot  in 
Africa  with  two  fine  live  lions,  which 
have  been  housed  on  his  estate.  Jt  may 
not  l>e  generally  known  that,  a  brace  of 
Mimg  active  lions  is  far  more  effective 
than  the  same  number  of  house-dogs. 

V 

It  is  being  asked  in  art  circles 
whether  the  Chantrcy  Trustees  intend 
to  make  any  further  purchase  this  year 
than  that  of  Sir  LAWHK.M  K  AI.MA-TAIU:M\'S 
picture,  for  which  they  gave  £1,750. 
The  answer  is  that  they  have  reached 

the  Limit.  *  * 

* 

The  l)?r\l  has  been  withdrawn.  This 
perhaps  is  just  as  well,  for  it  has  spoilt 
the  re].  ut  at  ion  of  at  least  one  lady.  "I 
went  to  Tlir  ]>crll  last  night  and  enjoyed 

it,"  was  the  phrase  that  ruined  her. 

*  * 
* 

It  is  rumoured  that  a  certain  dramatic 

author  approached  "The  Follies"  with 
the  proposal  that  they  should  pot  his 
play,  and  receive.  1  1  lie  reply  that  they  did 
not  pot  bad  meat. 

*  * 

"Sueet  Seventeen"  writes  to  us 
about  a  very  serious  grievance,  but  once 
more  v\e  mn-l  say  that  we  refuse  to 


•*• 


The  Itatsman.  "Tu.i.  VKU  wm-.     You  BE  KNGLAND,  AXO  I'M.  BE  VNTUI:  TiimrEr!" 


interfere  in  what,  after  all,  is  a  purely 
domestic  affair.  "Sweet  Seventeen" 
wrote  a  sex  novel  last  year,  and  it  has 
just  been  published  anonymously.  Her 
mother  now  refuses  to  allow  her  to  read 
it  on  the  ground  that  it  is  not  fit  for  her. 

V 

The  descriptive  writer  has  been 
brightening  up  cricket  again.  This 
time  it  is  the  special  reporter  of  The 
Illolx'  who  tells  us  how,  in  the  exciting 
match  at  the  Oval.  BiYWAKD  gamely 
stood  his  ground  "  with  wit-kets  falling 
like  chaff  before  the  reaper."  Your 
reaper  needs  a  very  tricky  swerve  to 
distinguish  husks  from  grain. 

Clothes  would  appear  to  be  Incoming 
an  obsession  with  the  wife  of  a  certain 
distinguished  Minister.  She  is  now 
going  to  spend  her  \Vhitsun  holiday  at 
Old  Clovellv. 


We  venture  to  draw  Mr.  SII:IIIIN 
CoLEniiXiK.'s  attention  to  the  following 
passage  in  a  contemporary  :  "  In  accord- 
ance with  ancient  custom  the  hounds  of 
the  Coleman  Street  Ward  of  the  City  of 
London  were  lieaten  yesterday." 

%* 

"  Henry  iu  Search  of  a  \\  ife  '  is  an- 
nounced as  the  Title  of  a  fortlK-oming 
novel  by  Mr.  CofRi.AVr>i;n,  and  we  are  all 
eager  to  know  whether  it  will  prove  t<>  !*• 
an  historical  romance  with  . HENRY  VIII. 
as  hero. 

Describing  the  short  hole  on  the  new 
Moretown  links,  (!olf\tt<j  says: — 

"The  pin  is  distant  frmn  llic  t«  :.!K>III  a 
lumdrrd  and  forty  yards  or  thereby,  and  is 
oval  in  shape,  its  length  being  nearly  twice 
it*  breadth.  One  of  the  narrow  ends  faee«  the 
!'•<>.  anil  is  on  the  !• 

Good  golfers,  however,  rarely  pay  much 
alU'iition  to  the  peculiarities  of  the  ]  in. 
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BLANCHE'S    LETTERS. 

/'n/-/,-  Lnnc. 

Divun;sr  D.M'ii\-i:,-  Quite,  :ui  amusing 
function — "Tea  and  Tailoring"- — is  to 
come  of!  in  a  few  days'  time  on  the 
Terrace  of  what  old-fashioned  people 
call  the  House  of  Commons.  It's  a 
men's  affair,  really,  hut  of  course  we 
shan't  be  shut  out, ! 

A  certain  Berlin  Schneider,  who  claims 
to  have  revolutionised  the  tailor's  art, 
is  to  give  a  show  of  his  "  creations  "  on  a 
number  of  mannequins  he's  brought 
over.  People  are  simply  raving  about 
his  things,  and  calling  them  "extra- 
ordinarily ingenious,"  especially  an  even- 
ing coat  which,  by  removing  the  tails, 
can  be  worn  as  a  dinner-jacket,  and  a 
frock-coat  that,  turned  inside  out,  be- 
comes a  dressing-gown  !  I  hear  that, 
when  the  show  is  over,  the  tfchncider- 
in-chief  is  to  make  a  little  speech  (after 
booking  orders  from  a  number  of  Free 
Trade  Members),  in  which  he  will  say 
that  the  Derrace  of  the  House  of  Com- 
mons is  the  finest  show-room  in  the 
world,  that  he  is  very  grateful  for  the 
use  of  it,  and  that,  with  all  the  generous 
help  and  encouragement  he  's  had,  he 
feels  gonfident  of  being  able  to  remove 
the  unjust  prestige  so  long  attached  to 
British  tailoring  !  I  disapprove  of  the 
whole  thing  ;  but  really,  you  know,  my 
dearest,  in  the  present  state  of  things 
it  'a  counted  simply  poisonous  form  to 
stick  up  for  your  country  and  give  a 
thought  to  its  trade  and  things. 

Norty  's  immensely  disgusted  with  the 
matter.  He  says  his  only  consolation  is 
that  the  Schneider  couldn't  have  a  worse 
ad.  for  his  "creations  "  than  some  Mem- 
bers of  the  Government  will  give  him 
by  wearing  them  !  He  means  to  ask  a 
lot  of  questions  and  make  a  lot  of 
speeches  about  it  in  the  House,  and  give 
it  'cm  hot ;  as  he  says  himself,  "  I  '11 
give  'em  the  length  of  my  tongue,  if 
they  '11  give  me  the  length  of  thei- 
ears !  " 

Everyone's  giving  dances  just  now; 
but  I've  knocked  'em  once  more  with 
my  party  of  a  night  or  two  ago.  I  sent 
out  the  ordinary  cards,  "  Mrs.  Multimill 
at  Home,"  with  "Dancing"  in  one  corner 
of  the  card,  but  in  the  other  corner  was 
"  Bare  Feet."  Wasn't  it  a  dilly  idea  ? 
It  all  went  with  a  bang.  Reporters  were 
killing  each  other  to  get  in  and  make 
pars,  and  take  snapshots.  1  'in  still  roar- 
ing at  the  remembrance  of  how  some  of 
the  people  looked.  How  they  could  <lurc 
to  come!  Beryl  Clarges  refused  owing 
to  "  another  engagement."  I  knew  she'd 
have  that  "other  engagement."  She 
wears  fives,  you  know,  and —  But  I 
won't  say  any  more  ;  1  'm  nboce  detract- 
ing from  other  women,  I  hope  ! 

Lota  of  kind  things.were  said  of  some 
feet  that  I  won't  particularise  further; 


and  Ray  Rymingtan  has  made  sonic 
verses  to  "  My  Ladye  of  the;  Shell-pink 
Feet,"  the  opening  line  of  which,  "  Pink 
shells,  pink  shells  on  the  sea-shore,"  is 
dreadfully  reminiscent,  I'm  afraid,  of 
one  of  the  panto,  songs. 

I  've  got  a  new  Cause,  my  dear  !  Isn't 
that  lovely?  And  you'd  never,  never, 
never  gr.ess  what  it  is !  The  Planet 
Mars  ! !  That  dear,  clever  creature  who's 
given  up  his  whole  life  to  Mars  is  over 
here  just  now,  and  is  a  great  draw  for 
dinner.  He 's  got  a  most  glorious  plan, 
and  I  'm  going  to  help  him  carry  it  out 
for  all  I  'in  worth,  and  make  others  help 
too.  He  's  going  to  set  up  enormous 
megatelephones  in  all  the  English- 
speaking  countries,  and  then,  when  Mars 
and  the  Earth  are  nearest  to  each  other, 
we  're  all  to  shout  together,  "  Are  you 
there?"  Isn't  it  a  screaming  idea?  I 
can  hardly  wait  till  it 's  time  to  do  it,  I 
want  to  hear  the  answer  so !  Norty 
says  that,  even  if  they  arc  there,  it 
doesn't  follow  that  they  speak  English  ; 
and  how  should  we  like  to  hear,  in 
answer  to  our  "Are  you  there?" 
"  lioreclit,"  or  "Jatcohl"?  He's  a  hor- 
ribly aggravating  boy. 

That  poor  dear  Oldpark  is  being  led 
such  a  life  by  his  Texan  countess. 
She 's  always  grubbing  in  the  Muni- 
ment Chamber  down  at  Oldpark  and 
springing  family  privileges  and  tradi- 
tions on  her  husband  that  are  quite 
news  to  him.  She 's  found  out  now  that 
CHAULES  THE  SECOND  or  RICHARD  THE  THIRD, 
or  one  of  the  others  who  wanted  money 
and  borrowed  from  the  Oldpark  of  those 
days,  gave  him  in  return  the  privilege 
of  coming  to  Court  "in  full  panoply, 
with  blowing  of  trumpets  and  flying  of 
flags."  "  What's  a  panoply,  anyhow  ?" 
asked  the  Countess  when  she  'd  mastered 
it  so  far.  "  I  '11  order  one  right  away  ; 
and  we  '11  use  all  our  privileges  at  the 
next  Court,  trumpets,  flags,  and  all ! " 
"  Oh  !  "  screamed  poor  Oldpark,  "  those 
rotten  old  privileges  have  been  waived 
for  centuries."  "Ain't  I  saying  so  all 
the  time  ?  "  she  said  ;  "  and  they  '11  be 
waved  again,  those  flags  will,  before 
we're  many  weeks  older.  Some  of  my 
folks  will  be  over  by  then,  and  I  want 
the  whole  crowd  to  see  Hypatia  Oldpark 
go  to  Court  with  all  her  privileges,  and 
the  vurry  best  panoply  that  can  be  got 
for  dollars  !  "  She 's  unearthed  some 
old  suits  of  armour,  too,  and  means  to 
have  a  tournament  down  at  their  place, 
with  lists  and  heralds  and  largesse  and 
all  that  sort  of  thing,  and  a  Queen  of 
Love  and  Beauty — herself,  of  course  ! 
She  wants  to  force  that  poor  wretched 
Oldpark  into  a  suit  of  armour  and  make 
him  hold  the  lists  against  all  comers. 
Bosh  says  the  Society  for  the  Prevention 
of  Cruelty  to  Husbands  ought  to  step  in. 

D'you  know,  my  dear,  what  is  the 
newest  way  out  of  any  particularly  bad 


holy  you  've  got  into?  Lapse  of 
memory  !  1  see  Punfli  has  something 
this  week  about  "Feats  of  Forgetful- 
ness."  It's  been  trieil  with  immense 
success  in  several  rather  bad  eases 
lately.  Wee-Wee  was  telling  me  to-day 
she's  a  ghastly  heap  of  bridge-debts  on 
her  shoulders  and  doesn't  know  how  on 
earth  she's  going  to  pay  them.  She 
s;iys  the  only  way  out  of  it  that  she  can 

e  is  to  have  a  lapse  of  memory,  and 
forget  who  she  is  herself  and  who  every- 
one else  is. 

Talking  of  lapses  of  memory  reminds 
me  that  trance-performers  are  quite  the 
rage  just  now,  and  I've  discovered  a 
wonderful  pair  of  trance  -  performing 
sisters  and  brought  them  out  at  an 
afternoon  party  I  gave  last  week.  I  'd 
a  big  crowd  here,  and  I  told  them  before 
the  performance  began — for,  of  course, 
it 's  the  very  essence  of  these  trance- 
affairs  to  impress  upon  the  audience  that 
the  people  can't  do  it  in  a  normal  state 
— "Now  this  girl  who's  going  to  play 
can't  really  play  a  bit,  and  this  girl 
who  's  going  to  dance  doesn't  know  the 
first  thing  about  dancing."  And  then 
they  were  hypnotised,  and  the  girl  who 
can't  play  played  a  merveille,  and  the 
girl  who  can't  dance  did  an  extraordi- 
nary dance,  a  mixture  of  the  Salome 
and  the  Cachuca !  Everyone  was  in 
fits,  and  I  was  simply  loaded  with  cou- 
grats  at  having  found  such,  a  pair  of 
marvels.  Only  Beryl  looked  sniffy  ;  .so  1 
said  to  her,  "I  hope  you  believe,  my 
dear,  that  it 's  all  on  the  square,  and 
that  the  girls  really  can't  play  and 
dance  in  a  normal  state?"  And  she 
said,  "  Why,  of  course,  I  believe  it, 
dearest.  I  'm  quite  sure  they  can't  play 
or  dance  in  a  normal  state— or  in  any 
oilier  state!  " 

C'est  une  cliatte  comme  il  y  en  a  pen, 
n'cst-cc-pas? 

Ever  thine,  BLAN«  in:. 


How  the  Empire  is  Run. 
letter    from     the     Durham     County 
Education  Committee  to  a  Headmaster  : 

"In  reply  to  your  letter  of  the  14tli  iiiM. 
asking  for  permission  to  grant  a  day's  holiday 
011  the  24th  inst,  I  beg  to  inform  you  that  it 
will  b  >  placed  before  the  District  Sab-Committee 
whirl)  meets  on  that  date." 

Whereupon   the  clerk   put  on  his  coat 
again  and  went  out  to  lunch. 


From  the  report  of  a  local  committee 
of  the  Y.M.C.A.  :— 

"  Very  large  numbers  of  visitors  \vrro  llun 
attracted  to  the  place,  many  riding  in  dai'y 
friiin  the  surrounding  districts;  but,  on  tin; 
whole,  the  condition  of  tin  so  animals  and  the 
cure  taken  of  them  was  good." 

Intending  visitors  will  be  glad  of  this 
information. 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI.— MAY  i'C,, 


AN   EARLY   SILLY   SEASON. 

Tire  Si  \SniiM.  "WELL,  IF  THIS  SORT  OF  TIIIXG  KEKPS  OX,  IT'LL  MKAN  A  M'l.I.  AUGUST  FOR  ME. 
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I'oliiiifoii  (to  Jones).  "1  SAY,  OLD  MAN,  HAVE  YOU  A  LOOSE  FIVER  ABOUT  YOU?" 

Jones.  "  WHY— ER— woui.ii  YOU  BKI.IKVE  IT,  I  MET  SMITH  JUST  NOW,  AND  UE  HAD  THE  NERVE  TO  ASK  ME  rou  IT." 

I'lihiiifon.  "  Hr.  nor  ir,  OF  touitsE?" 

.1  m\rs.  "  N-NO,  HE  UIUN'T!     I  TOLD  HIM  I  OWED  IT  TO  YOC!"  Ilobinson.  "An!" 

Jones.  "Birr  I  FIND  I  WAS  MISTAKEN.     I  DOS'T  OWE  YOU  A  sou!     I'VE  PAID  vt  EVF.BY  CENT  I'VE  BOIIROWED  OF  YOU,  AM>  I-HOMISF  YO0 

IIKIIE    AND    NOW     NEVKIl  TO     rEVTER   YOU   AOAIX    FOR     MONEY.      IT   WAS    A    SHAME— A    BEASTLY    SHAME— BUT    DON'T    BE    AI.AItMED,    IT'LL  KOT   («  <  I  I! 

M:\IX!     (luoDDAv!"  Robinson  {<H;:ihj}.  "  GOOD  DAY  !  " 


'I  I  IK   LATEST  DEMENTIS. 

["Mr.  William  O'Hrien,  lately  M.P.  for  Cork, 
lrlc<;ra|ihs  fruiu  Florence  that  the  report  ill  The 
Catholic  Herald  tliat  he  intends  to  reside  per- 
manently in  Jerusalem  is  'an  absurd  inven- 
tion.' " — Daily  Mail.] 

Mil.  JOHN  DIU.ON,  M.P.,  lias  wired  to 
The  Observer  to  state  that  the  allegation 
that  he  has  gone  to  Jericho  at  the 
request  of  his  constituents  is  a  gross 
exaggeration  of  the  facts.  What  really 
happened  was  that  Mr.  TIM  Hi:  u.v 
hearing  the  rumour  about  Mr.  O'BniEN, 
genially  observed,  "I  wish  JOHN  I>u.i.ox 
would  go  to  Jericho." 

On  enquiry  at  the  House  of  Commons 
on  Friday  no  confirmation  could  be  ob- 
tained of  the  exhilarating  report  that  .Mr. 
SWUT  MVCNUII.L,  Mr.  JOSIMI  \\'I:IK.U. -<n>. 
and  Sir  HI:M;Y  COTTON  liave  arranged  to 
go  lion-hunting  in  Somalihuul  without 
guides  when  Parliament  rises.  The 


rumour  appears  to  have  had  its  origin 
in  the  fact  that  in  one  of  his  fascinating 
speeches  on  the  taxation  of  land  values — 
a  subject  which  he  always  contrives  to 
render  as  entertaining  as  a  Palain  lloyul 
farce — Mr.  JOSIAII  WDOWOOD  declared 
that  there  were  always  lions  in  the  path 
of  reform,  but  that  they  caused  no  alarm 
to  him  or  those  who  thought  with  him. 

Mr.  HALL  CAI.NK  has  telegraphed  to 
The  Stratford-on-Aron  Merrnri/  that 
there  is  absolutely  no  foundation  for 
the  report,  sedulously  circulated  at 
Portsmouth  and  other  seaports,  that  he 
is  the  author  of  It  WHIN'S  [Alters. 

('apt.  BACOX,  U.N.,  his  cabled  to  Tht 
Ai-nnj  mid  \nr;/  (ItizHtc  to  contradict 
the  report  that  he  is  the  author  of  the 
novel  Incomparable  Rcllairs,  which,  as 
everybody  ought  to  know,  was  written 
by  Mr.  and  Mrs.  K<.I:I;I<>N  (Viu;.  Capt. 
BiOOB,  who,  we  understand,  has  just 
issued  a  special  edition  dc  lui-c  of  50 


copies  of  his  Essays,  characterises  as  a 
"  preposterous  figment "  the  statement 
that  lie  intends  to  retide  permanently 
on  the  top  of  Fisher's  Peak  in  Colorado. 
Sir  Jons  FISHER  has  sent  a  remarkable 
telegram  to  the  editor  of  The  Em  to  say 
that  there  is  absolutely  not  the  faintest 
shred  of  truth  in  the  extraordinary 
statements  (1)  that  he  was  responsible 
for  the  dramatisation  of  Thr.  Bath 
Comedy  under  the  title  Street  Kitty 
Bellalrs;  (2)  that  he  was  going  to  be 
raised  to  the  peerage  with  the  title  of 
Lord  BAOOX  of  Silver  Streak. 


The  Mark  of  a  Gentleman. 

From  a  story  in  Printer's  Pie  : 
"  His    suit    case    was  a  handsome    one  ot 
crocodile  skin  with  heavy  cilver  filling,  aud  I 
instinctively  saw  that  he  was  a  gentleman. ' 

Alas,  how  few  of  us  pass  the  test. 
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THE  SECRET  OF  THE  ARMY  AEROPLANE 

[Mr.  WILLIAM  i  i:  t,)ri.r\  wishes  to  denj 
indignant);  that  the  following  tale  was  writtei 
by  him.  On  the  contrary,  he  identities  himsel 
completely  with  the  proprietor  of  The  Daili 
Mail  in  deprecating  the  publication  of  scan 
stories.  As  the  proprietor  of  The  Da'ilij  Mai 
truly  says,  such  stories  "  place  England  am 
Englishmen  in  a  ridiculous  and  humiliating 
light  before  the  Uennan  people."  At  the  same 
time  Mr.  LE  QfEL'x  is  bound  to  confess  tlia 
the  story  printed  below  bears  an  astonishing 
resemblance  to  his  latest  imaginative  work 
Spies  of  the  Kaiser — a  book  only  just  published, 
but  written  in  the  days  of  his  hot  and  unre- 
generate  youth,  many  weeks  ago.] 

"Yns,"  said  my  friend,  Ray  Raymond, 
as  a  grim  smile  crossed  his  typically 
English  face,  looking  round  the  cham- 
bers which  we  shared  together,  though 
he  never  had  occasion  to  practise, 
though  I  unfortunately  had,  "  it  is  a 
very  curious  affair  indeed." 

"  Tell  us  the  whole  facts,  Ray,"  urged 
Vera  Vallance,  the  pretty  fair-haired 
daughterof  Admiral  Sir  Charles  Vallance, 
to  whom  he  was  engaged. 

"  Well,  dear,  they  are  briefly  as  fol- 
lows," he  replied,  with  an  affectionate 
glance  at  her.  "  It  is  well  known  that 
the  Germans  are  anxious  to  get  hold  of 
our  new  aeroplane,  and  that  the  secret 
of  it  is  at  present  locked  in  the  inventor's 
breast.  Last  Tuesday  a  man  with  his 
moustache  brushed  up  the  wrong  way 
alighted  at  Basingstoke  station  and 
inquired  for  the  refreshment  -  room. 
This  leads  me  to  believe  that  a  das- 
tardly attempt  is  about  to  be  made  to 
wrest  the  supremacy  of  the  air  from 
our  grasp." 

"  And  even  in  the  face  of  this  the 
Government  denies  the  activity  of  Ger- 
man spies  in  England  !  "  I  exclaimed, 
bitterly. 

"Jacox,"  said  my  old  friend,  "as  a 
patriot  it  is  none  the  less  my  duty  to 
expose  these  miscreants.  To-morrow 
we  go  to  Basingstoke." 

Nest  Thursday,  then,  saw  us  ensconced 
in  our  private  sitting-room  at  the  Bull 
Hotel,  Basingstoke.  On  our  way  from 
the  station  I  liad  noticed  how  ill-pre- 
pared the  town  was  to  resist  invasion, 
and  I  had  pointed  this  out  bitterly  to 
my  dear  old  friend,  Ray  Raymond. 

"  Yes,"  he  remarked,  grimly  ;  "and  it 
is  simply  infested  with  spies.  Jack, 
my  surmises  are  proving  correct.  There 
will  be  dangerous  work  afoot  to-night. 
Have  you  brought  your  electric  torch 
with  you  ?  " 

"  Since  that  Rosytli  affair,  I  never 
travel  without  it,"  I  replied,  as  I  stood 
with  my  back  to  the  cheap  mantel-shelf 
so  common  in  English  hotels. 

The  night  was  dark,  therefore  we  pro- 
ceeded with  caution  as  we  left  the  inn. 
The  actions  of  Ray  Raymond  were 
curious.  As  we  passed  each  telegraph 
pole  he  stopped  and  said  grimly,  "Ah,  I 


thought  so  ;  "  and  drew  his  revolver. 
When  we  had  covered  fifteen  miles  we 
looked  at  our  watches  by  the  aid  of  our 
electric  torches  and  discovered  that  it  wa 
time  to  get  back  to  the  hotel  unless  we 
wished  our  presence,  or  rather  absence, 
to  be  made  known  to  the  German  spies  ; 
therefore  we  returned  hastily. 

Next  morning  Ray  was  recalled  to 
town  by  an  urgent  telegram,  therefore 
I  was  left  alone  at  Basingstoke  to  foil 
the  dastardly  spies.  I  stayed  there  for 
thirteen  weeks,  and  then  went  with  my 
old  friend  to  Grimsby,  he  having  received 
news  that  a  German  hairdresser,  named 
Macdonald,  was  resident  in  that  town. 

"  My  dear  Jack,"  said  my  friend  Ray 
Raymond,  his  face  assuming  that  sphinx- 
like  expression  by  which  I  knew  that  he 
had  formed  some  theory  for  the  de- 
struction of  his  country's  dastardly 
enemies,  "  to-night  we  shall  come  to 
grips  with  the  Teuton  !  " 

"  And  yet,"  I  cried,  "  the  Government 
refuses  to  admit  the  activity  of  German 
spies  in  England  !  " 

"  Ha  !  "  Baicl  my  friend  grimly. 

He  opened  a  small  black  bag  and  pro- 
duced a  dark  lantern,  a  coil  of  strong 
silk  rope,  and  a  small  but  serviceable 
jemmy.  All  that  burglarious  outfit 
Belonged  to  my  friend  ! 

At  this  moment  the  pretty  fair  girl  to 
whom  he  was  engaged,  Vera  Vallance, 
arrived,  but  returned  to  London  by  the 
next  train. 

At  ten  o'clock  we  proceeded  cautiously 
:o  the  house  of  Macdonald  the  hair- 
dresser, whom  Ray  had  discovered  to  be 

German  spy  ! 

"  Have  you  your  electric  torch  with 
rou  ? "  inquired  my  dear  old  college 
:rieud. 

"I  have,"  I  answered  grimly. 

"  Good  !     Then  let  us  enter"!  " 

"You  mean  to  break  in?"  I  cried, 
mazed  at  the  audacity  of  my  friend. 

"  Bah  !  "  he  said.  "  Spies  are  always 
towards !  " 

Therefore  we  knocked  at  the  door, 
t  was  opened  by  two  men,  the  elder  of 
vhom  gave  vent  to  a  quick  German 
mprecation.  The  younger  had  a  short 
>eard. 

"  You  are  a  German  spy  ?  "  inquired 
Jay  Raymond. 

"No,"  replied  the  bearded  German  in 
rery  good  English,  adding  with  mar- 
vellous coolness,  "to  what,  pray,  do  we 

'e  this  unwarrantable  intrusion?" 

"  To  the  fact  that  you  are  a  spy  who 
las  been  taking  secret  tracings  of  our 
Army  aeroplane  !  "  retorted  my  friend. 

But  the  spy  only  laughed  in  open 
lefiance. 

"  Well,  there's  no  law  against  it,"  he 
eplied . 

"  No,"  retorted  Ray  grimly,  "thanks 
o  the  stupidity  of  a  crass  Government 
here  is  no  law  against  it." 


'•  My  God  !  "  I  said  hoarsely. 

"  But  my  old  friend  Jacox  and  I,"  con- 
tinued Ray  Raymond,  fixing  the  miser- 
able spy  with  his  eye,  "have  decided  to 
take  the  law  into  our  own  hands.  I 
have  my  revolver  and  my  friend  has  his 
electric  torch.  Give  me  the  tracings." 

"  Gott — no  !  "  cried  the  German  spies 
in  German.  "Never,  you  English  cur  !" 

But  Ray  had  already  extracted  a  letter 
from  the  elder  man's  pocket,  and  was 
making  for  the  door!  I  followed  him. 
When  we  got  back  to  our  hotel  be  drew 
the  letter  from  his  pocket  and  eagerly 
examined  it.  I  give  here  an  exact  copy 
of  it,  and  I  may  state  that  when  we  sent 
it  to  His  Majesty's  Minister  for  War 
he  returned  it  without  a  word  ! 

"  Berkeley  Chambers, 

Cannon  Street,  E.C. 
Diun  Sin, — In  reply  to  yours  of  the 
20th  ult.  we  beg  to  say  that  we  can  do 
you  a  good  line  in  shaving  brushes  at 
the  following  wholesale  prices  : 

Badger   ....     70s.  a  gross. 
Pure  Badger    .     .     75s.  a  gross. 
Real  Badger    .     .     80s.  a  gross. 
Awaiting  your  esteemed  order  which 
we   shall    have    pleasure   in    promptly 
executing. 

We  are,  Sir, 

Yours  obediently 

WILKINSON  and  Ai.i.nt  rr. 
Mr.  James  Macdonald." 

That  letter,  innocent  enough  upon  the 
face  of  it,  contained  dastardly  instruc- 
tions from  the  Chief  of  Police  to  a 
German  spy  !  Read  by  the  alphabetical 
code  supplied  to  every  German  secret 
agent  in  England,  it  ran  as  follows  : 

(Phrase  1)  "  Discover  without  delay- 
secret  of  aeroplane's  successful  descents." 

(Phrase  2)  "  Forward  particulars  of 
best  plan  for  blowing  up 

(1)  Portsmouth  Dockyard. 

(2)  Woolwich  Arsenal. 

(3)  Albert  Memorial." 

(Phrase  3)  "Be  careful  of  Jack  Jacox. 
Ho  carries  a  revolver  and  an  electric 
;orch." 

"Ah!"  said  my  friend  grimly,  "we 
ivere  only  just  in  time.  Had  we  delayed 
.onger,  England  might  have  knelt  at 
:he  proud  foot  of  a  conqueror  !  " 

"  I  la  !  "  I  replied  briefly. 

Next   morning   we    returned    (o   the 

ambers  which  we  shared  together  in 
London,  and  were  joined  by  Vera  Val- 
lance, the  pretty,  fair  daughter  of 
Admiral  Sir  Charles  Vallance,  to  whom 
my  old  friend  was  engaged.  And,  as  he 
stroked  her  hair  affectionately,  I  realised 
thankfully  that  he  and  I  had  indeed 
been  the  instruments  of  Providence  in 
foiling  the  plots  of  the  German  spies ! 

HIT   HOW   WILL   IT  ALL  EXD  ? 
WIIF.X   WILL   GERMANY   STD1KE  ? 

[It  will  end  now,  before  our  readers 
strike.— EPITOR.]  A.  A.  M. 


MAY  L'O,  1909.] 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


307 


THE     ART     OF     LISTENING. 

Mow  T>  AiTr.Ait   ivn:i.i.[t.i.sr  TO — 


(1)  A  YOUNG 


(f     A    1!\.  IN.;   Mvs; 


(3)  A  MEMBER  OF  FARLIXUKNT; 


(I      AN    A    lOIl- 


DOS 
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CROSS-EXAMINATIONS   FOR   THE   HOME; 

On,  LITTLE  ARTUUK'S  ROAD  TO  KNOWLEDGE. 
(Little  Ai-thiu;  aged  12;  His  sister  Mabel,  aged  18.) 

Little  Arthur.  Have  you  ever  been  in  love,  Mabs? 

Mabel.  You  queer  little  atom  !  What  a  funny  question 
to  ask! 

L.  A.  But  have  you,  Mabs? 

M.  No,  of  course  not.     Why  should  I  ? 

L.  A.  I  don't  know,  Mabs  ;  but  aren't  you  old  enough  ? 
I  mean,  oughtn't  you  to  be  falling  in  love  with  somebody  now 
you're  eighteen? 

I/.  Oh,  it  doesn't  go  like  that,  you  know,  Arty.  Some- 
times people  never  fall  in  love,  and  sometimes  they  wait 
until  they're  much  older  than  I  am. 

7^.  A.  Don't  you  want  to  be  in  love,  Mabs? 

M.  No,  not  a  bit. 

L.  A.  But  isn't  it  very  jolly  to  be  in  love  ? 

M.  No,  I  shouldn't  think  so.  People  who  are  in  love 
always  strike  me  as  too  silly  for  words. 

L.  A.   Well,  anyhow,  Uncle  John  doesn't  think  they  're  silly. 

M.  What  has  Uncle  John  been  saying  about  it  ? 

L.  A.  1  asked  him  yesterday  about  it,  and  he  said  it  was 
just  the  rippingest  thing  in  the  world.  He  said  it  was  much 
better  than  drinking  champagne,  or  riding  a  steeplechase,  or 
getting  your  debts  paid. 

.!/.  Well,  I  don't  drink  champagne  or  ride  steeplechases, 
and  I  don't  owe  anybody  money,  so  what  Uncle  John  said 
doesn't  appeal  to  me. 

L.  A.  No,  Mabs,  I  thought  it  wouldn't ;  but  he  said  much 
more  than  that.  He  said  when  people  were  in  love  they  were 
so  bucked  up  that  they  felt  they  could  hug  anybody,  but  they 
only  wanted  to  hug  one  person  really,  and  if  she  didn't  want  to 
hug  them  back  they  felt  miserable,  but  it  was  much  jollier 
being  miserable  about  that  than  being  happy  about  anything 
else,  because  when  she  did  come  round  and  give  you  a  wink 
you  went  up  top  notch  again  in  double-quick  time.  That's 
what  Uncle  John  said. 

.17.  Silly  old  Uncle  John !  I  don't  believe  he 's  ever  been 
in  love  himself. 

L.  A.  But,  Mabs,  you  said  just  now  that  it  was  the  people 
who  were  in  love  who  were  silly.  Didn't  you  say  that,  Mabs  ? 

.17.  I  daresay.     What  then  ? 

L.  A.  Well,  if  you  don't  believe  Uncle  John  has  ever  been 
in  love  yon  shouldn't,  call  him  silly. 

M.  Oh,  he's  silly  in  a  different  way. 

L.  A.  Xo,  I  don't  think  he  is  really,  Mabs. 

M.  What  do  you  mean  ? 

/>.  A.  Only  that  Uncle  John  said  he  'd  back  himself  against 
anybody  else  for  falling  in  love.  He  said  he'd  got  a  heart 
as  big  as  a  hippopotamus— room  for  all  and  plenty  to  spare. 
He's  never  been  out  of  love,  he  says,  since  he  was  ten  years 
old.  He  was  born  so,  he  thinks,  and  he  can't  help  it — the 
little  dears  are  too  much  for  him.  But  lie's  going  to  try  and 
go  on  bearing  up  when  they  won't  have  him,  because  it  's 
always  one  down  t'other  come  up  with  him,  so  he  's  always 
kept  busy. 

M.  Uncle  John  ought  to  1*}  ashamed  of  himself  to  put  such 
notions  into  your  head. 

I..  A.  1  didn't  mind,  Mabs.  I  like  Uncle  John  to  talk  like 
that.  Oh,  and  he  said  they  were  all  one  to  him,  but  there 
was  always  one  who  was  more  so  than  the  others.  He  said 
he  dreamt  the  other  night  he  was  left  on  a  desert  island  with 
Mix.  ( iaynor,  and  after  a  dozen  years  or  so  he  began  to  fall 
in  love  with  her  all  right,  but  he  woke  up  just  before  he 
could  tell  her  about  it.  He  said  that  was  the  bravest  thing 
he'd  ever  thought  of  doing,  and  many  a  man  had  got  the 
V.C.  for  less  ;  but  he  wasn't  particularly  proud  of  it,  because 
he  was  like  that  and  couldn't  be  different. 


A/.  Oh,  he  said  that,  did  he?     Anything  else? 

L.  A.  Yes  ;  he  said  if  ever  F  reduced  a  woman  to  despair 
by  trifling  with  her  young  affections  he 'd  come  and  smash 
me,  even  if  it  was  Mrs.  Uaynor.  But,  I  say,  Mabs ! 

M.   Well? 

L.  A.  When  people  fall  in  love  with  one  another  isn't  it 
because  they're  beautiful  and  nice  ? 

M.  Something  of  that  sort. 

L.  A.  And  when  they  fall  in  love  like  that  they  marry, 
and  then  they  go  on  loving  one  another  till  they  die,  don't 
they  ? 

M.  Where  did  you  get  all  that  from? 

L.  A.  Out  of  a  book  ;  but  is  it  true,  Mabs  ? 

M.  Oh,  1  daresay  it 's  true  enough. 

L.  A.  Then  do  you  think  Mrs.  (iaynor  was  ever  beautiful 
and  nice?  Because  1'apa  doesn't  think  she  was,  and  I  don't 
think  so  either. 

M.   1  'in  inclined  to  agree  with  you  and  Papa. 

L.  A.  Then  \\liy  did  Mr.  (.iaynor  marry  her? 

M.  i  "m  sure  I  can't  say.     You  VI  better  ask  him. 

/,.  .1.  Uncle  John  said  it  was  bec.uise  she  had  pots  of 
money,  and  he  supposed  Mr.  (iaynor  thought  iit'ty  thousand 
down  was  better  tban  a  straight  uoso  and  a  pleasant  temper. 
But  I  think  it  must  be  dreadful  to  marry  when  you  "re  not 
in  love,  because  then  you  go  on  not  being  in  love  for  ever 
and  ever. 

M.  You  seem  to  know  a  lot. 

7>.  A.  I'm  glad  you  think  so,  Mabs,  because  I  try  very 
hard  to  learn  about  things.  But  I  say,  Mabs,  are  you  in 
love  ? 

M.  You  asked  me  that  before,  and  I  told  you  I  wasn't. 

L.  A.  But  you  said  people  fell  in  love  with  one  another 
because  they  were  beautiful  and  nice,  and  I'm  sure  you  're 
beautiful  and  nice,  Mabs. 

M.  Of  course,  if  you  think  so,  Arty,  I  must  be. 

L.  A.  Yes,  Mabs.  And  the  other  day  you  told  Lucy 
Harding  that  Dick  Stanier  was  the  handsomest  and  nicest 
man  in  England. 

M.  You  little - 

L.  A.  And  if  he 's  that,  Mabs,  you  must  love  him  fright- 
fully. I  don't  see  how  you  can  help  it.  Have  vou  told  him, 
Mabs  ? 

M.  You  absurd  little  creature.  Told  him?  There's 
nothing — 

L.  A.  Oh,  yes,  there  is,  Mabs.  But  perhaps  he  ought  to 
say  something  lirst  ? 

M.  Well,  it's  considered  usual. 

L.  A.  All  right,  Mabs,  I  Tl  tell  him  what  you  said  about 
him,  and  then — 

.17.  If  you  dare  to  do  any  such  thing  I  '11 — 

L.  A.  And  then,  Mabs,  perhaps  he  '11  toe  the  line.  That 's 
what  Uncle  John  called  it. 

M.  Uncle  John  's  very  vulgar  ;  and  if  you  dare  to  breathe 
a  word  to  Dick,  I  '11  come  and  smash  you.  So  there. 

L.  A.  All  right,  Mabs,  I  won't.  But  you  do  love  him,  don't 
you  ?  And  you  "re  not  too  silly  for  words,  are  you  ? 

M.  There  's  Mamma  calling  you.     Run  away  quick. 


From  a  hoarding  in  the  Harrogate  District — • 
OAKI.ANE  (;AHU;K. 

Ol'KN    DAY    ASD   XlGHT. 

\\*K  M;VI:I!  si.i-:i:i'  ton  VOCR  <  UNXKSIEXCE. 

We  are  in  sympathy  with  these  garage-keepers  ;    we  also 
never  sleep  for  anybody's  convenience  but  our  own. 


"The  winner  takes  £120,  the  secoml  lias  £50  to  console  him,  and 
there  are  substantial  prizes  for  others  who  follow  them  home." — Keening 
News. 

By  following  the  winners  home  the  others  ought  at  least  to 
make  sure  of  a  drink. 
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To    A    MAYFLY. 


[  "  t  ;  .  >  very  wes 

OnVrt  oil  lly-lisllrrs,  ;il)il    is  a  lliill^'  tu  Ijr  follgllt 
a^aiiis!."      I'liili/  V'r/r:/rn/<A.  \ 

1  1  \MIMIlliK      \M)-,ils      arc      ill      summer's 

keeping, 

Sunshine  's  sloe] 
On  banks  of  .May. 

has  taken  her  Hiiiles  and  Weeping 
I  her  lln'  hills  and  lar  away  ! 

Now,   I'.phemera.  now  \ou  tdaddcn 
Si  reams,  and  madden 

The,  11.  online  rise  ; 
CraflicM  monsters  now  ;ire  liaJ  on 

By  the  veriest  tyro's  Hies  ! 

NO-A   I'nmi  Memory's  mist  ami  vapours 
(iiit  tlial  tapers, 

By  Fancy  thrown, 
I  >n>|>-  you  here  on  my  liooksaml  papers  — 

(iossamer  wraith  —  so  lightly  blown  ! 

Till  I  see  in  your  green-coat  flicker 
lirooks  that  bicker 

And  si  reams  that  swell; 
And  an  elderly  pulse  goes  <|iiieker 

I  nder  your  old-time  magic  bjx'll  ! 

Far  too  Ions;  on  the  links  1  've  striven, 
Tee'tl  and  driven, 

(And  cursed  mishap!) 
Far  t(x>  long  has  my  time  been  given 

To  the  cult  of  my  handicap  ! 

lias  my  wrist  lor  your  gentler  science 
Si  ill  compliance 

To  work  my  will  ? 
Can  I  look  for  the  old  reliance 

In  its  flexible  easy  skill  ? 

Or  lias  Philistine  usage  ruslcd 
Tendons  truslcd 

Of  old  to  ply, 
When  your  delicate  legions  dusted 

Pool  and   shallow  —  the   green-drake 
fly? 

I  la  !  the  ruler  I  deftly  dandle  — 
<  'hums  of  Vandal 

Amusements  flee, 
As  it  turns  to  a  split-pane  handle  :  — 

Wait  till  Saturday,  then  you  '11  see  ! 


"Mr.  George  Orauvillo  Bankes,  of  Folke- 
stone, lias  been  appointed  Liberal  a^i'iii  fur 
tin-  Curkoriniiiitlt  division,  at  a  salary  of  .'lilt) 
]>er  annum. 

IF  ir  nisviTF.uts  ir's  EC/.EJIA." 

Yorkshire  Past. 

The  comment  was  quite  uncalled  for. 


"  A  blackbird  has  buill  its  nt-st  on  Mr.  Ll.iyil- 
(irorjr(.'s  ncw  Jionso  at  Criccieth."-  -  Daily 
Mirror. 

This   will   make    bird's-nesting    easier 
than  ever. 


MisrvKK  AT  WAI.SM  i. 


Hirmiiujliiiiii  Diii/i/  Mail. 
It  will  happen  sometimes,  and  then  tlu> 
only  thing  to  do  is  to  catch  him  again. 


/ 


\ 


l''irfl  Xi*»1*man.    "  DlD  THAT   'OB8E  WIN   VhK   I'l'T   YKK    MOXET   OK?" 

>Vi-< 'ii'l  SpartHtnun.  "  X",  'r.  «*s  MM  HKD  FEU  LOITKIMN'." 


The  Everywhere  Ship. 


(f.alcft 

HARI'EXDEX.  —  A  suspicious  -  looking 
foreigner  was  seen  here  yesterday  on 
the  common.  A  watch  was  kept  on  him, 
and  he  was  seen  after  dark  in  an  unfre- 
quented spot  to  be  busy  with  a  cigar- 
shaped-  looking  object  which  had  a 
brilliantly  coloured  band  round  the 
middle.  Every  now  and  then  a  light 
would  appear  at  the  end  of  the  object 
and  almost  immediately  go  out,  to  the 
accompaniment  of  guttural  expletives 
in  a  foreign  tongue.  The  object  is  of  a 
brownish  colour  and  seems  to  require 
constant  attention  from  its  owner. 
Three  do/en  wooden  matches  and  a 
lwx  with  foreign  words  on  it  were 
found  near  the  spot  where  the  stranger 
was  observed  at  work  on  the  instrument 


descii!)ed  above,  and  it  is  thought  that 
he  was  engaged  in  making  strenuous 
efforts  to  get  it  going.  Intense  excite- 
ment prevails. 

hiii-f.  The  coloured  baud  referred  to 
(which  also  has  foreign  words  on  it)  has 
just  been  found  and  forwarded  to  the 
Board  of  Trade. 


The  Literal  y  Touch. 
From  a  publisher's  advertisement : 

"  In    the  field  of   pnre  and  natural   fiction, 
Curtis  Yorke  is  well  ahead  of  her  compeers." 


Golf  Notes. 

"1  ilon'l  tliink  tliat  iu  a  month  nf 

•  wtcr  <•  ultl   have  done  83  last  Thurs- 
day."— Hirm'iHtjham  Daily  Mail. 

Perhaps  in  a  month  of  Thursdays  she 
might  do  it  next  Sunday. 
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Jluld    Thief.   "Ell      Kit  — BEG   PARDON,   Guv'uOR,   I   MUST   'A'   MISTOOK  THE   NUMBF.lt   0'    MY   EOOM  !" 


IN    MEMORIAM. 

(Storgc 


HORN  1828.     Dim  MAY  KSrir,  100!". 

MASKED  in  the  beauty  of  the  Mny-d;i\vii's  birth, 

Death  came  and  kissed  the  brow  still  nobly  fair, 
And  hushed  that  heart  of  youth  for  which  the  earth 
Still  kept  its  morning  air. 

Long  time  initiate  in  her  lovely  lore, 

Now  is  he  one  with  Nature's  woods  and  streams, 
A\  hereof,  a  Paradisal  robe,  he  wore 
The  visionary  gleams. 

Among  her  solitudes  he  moved  apart  ; 

The  mystery  of  her  clouds  and  star-sown  skies, 
Touched  by  the  fusing  magic  of  his  art, 
Shone  clear  for  other  eyes. 

When  from  his  lips  immortal  music  broke, 
It  was  the  myriad  voice  of  vale  and  hill  ; 
"  The  lark  ascending  "  poured  a  song  that  woke 
An  echo  sweeter  still. 


Yet  most  we  mourn  his  loss  as  one  who  gave 
The  gift  of  laughter  and  the  boon -of  teais, 
Interpreter  of  life,  its  gay  and  grave, 
Its  human  hopes  and  fears. 

Seer  of  the  soul  of  things,  inspired  to  know 

Man's  heart  and  woman's,  over  all  he  threw 
The  spell  of  fancy's  iridescent  glow, 
The  sheen  of  sunlit  dew. 

And  of  the  fellowship  of  that  great  Age 

For  whose  return  our  eyes  have  waited  long, 
None  left  so  rich  a  twofold  heritage 
Of  high  romance  and  song. 

We  knew  him,  fronted  like  the  Olympian  gods, 

Large  in  his  loyalty  to  land  and  friend, 
Fearless  to  fight  alone  with  Fortune's  odds, 
Fearksa  to  face  the  end. 

And  he  is  dead.     And  at  the  parting  sign 

We  speak,  too  late,  the  love  he  little  guessed, 
And  bid  him  in  the  nation's  heart  for  shrine 
Take  his  eternal  rest. 


ITNCII,  oi;  Tin'.  LONDON  CIIAIIIVAIII.    MAY  LV,,  1900. 


GEOEGE   MEREDITH. 
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ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 

F.MI'A'  n.n  FROM  THE  DIARY  OK  Tour,  M.I'. 

linn;-!'  a!  ('illiniums,  Monday,  May  17. 
-  The  Pia.Mii.u,  talking  just  now  aliout 
tbi  lludgci,  | cr-insively  assuring  City 
capitalist*  that  the  average  of  Income 
Taj  is  a  fraction  inulcr  1  \\<l.  in  the 
|Miuml,  was  dist urlied  liy  the  vision  of 
something  lilack  Hashing  to  and  fro  in 

I  immediate  neighbourhood  of  I'Yoni 

Hcnch  nppo-iie.  At  first  thought  it 
1  was  a  liinl  seeking  sanctuary  in  the 
'home  of  Liherty.  On  looking  up  dis- 
covered it,  was  only  I'M  KH\<I  P-\M;I  i:v 
waving  his  silk  liat. 

At  the  moment,  replying  to  argument 
that  increased  taxation  would  drive 
capital  out  of  the  country,  PREMIER  was 
remarking  that  if  capitalists  betook 
themselves  to  Franco  they  would  pay  at 
the  rate  of  1*.  5<Z.  in  the  pound,  whilst  in 
Prussia  a  man  with  .*_">,000  a  year  is 
mulct  at  the  rate  of  a  2s.  Income  Tax  with 
near  pr.  sped,  of  increase.  What  PKCK- 
HAM (with  the  assistance  of  his  hat) 
wanted  to  point  out  was  that,  though 
Income  Tax  may  be  higher  in  scale, 
(ierman  Government  stocks  are  not 
charged  with  it. 

PREMIER  a  dangerous  man-to  interrupt. 
8wift  came  the  reply,  crushing  to  the 
Peckham  patriot. 

"  I  am  shocked  to  hear  that  the  hon. 
Baronet  holds  such  stocks." 

PECKIIAM,  replacing  hat  on  head, 
pressed  it  defiantly  over  his  massive 
brow. 

Since  a  little  incident  that  happened 
the  other  day,  PKCKHAM  never  loses 
sight  of  his  hat.  On  memorable  occa- 
sion refer ied  to,  alx>ut  to  leave  theUouse 


"  WHAT  XKWR    ON    TIIK    lilH.TO?"    OR,    ME. 

Qunnun'a  "  IMIKKIUNKR." 
'Distributing  S.MIIO  small  rhiuijje  of  p<>lilir;il 

economy." 
(Mr.  Chiozza  Money.) 


''  \ 


Mr.  liirrcll.  "1  can  only  Hay  lliat  in  a  matter  of  this  kind  I  prefer   the   evidence   of   a 
policeman  to  that  of  a  cardinal."     (iMud  laughter.) 


when  CHIOZZ.V  MO.VEY  rose  to  distribute 
some  small  change  of  political  economy, 
he  couldn't  find  his  hat.  Was  certain 
that,  the  bench  being  nearly  empty, 
he,  when  he  came  in,  placed  it  on  the 
seat  to  his  left  hand.  Where  was  it? 

At  the  corner  of  the  bench  sat  that 
esteemed  veteran  Member  known  to  his 
light-hearted  neighlxnirs  as  TIIK  BCZZARD, 
happy  in  the  privilege  of  not  hearing 
more  than  one-half  said  in  prolonged 
debate.  On  the  Front  Bench  below, 
with  radiant  smile  and  cartwheel  carna- 
tion, sat  MAIIK  LOCKWOOD.  He  was  the 
man;  always  up  to  mischief;  had  hidden 
the  hat. 

"  Come  DOW,"  said  PECKIIAM,  thumping 
him  on  the  back,  "  none  of  your  larks." 

With  <  vident  sincerity,  MARK  pro- 
tested he  knew  nothing  about  the  hat. 

' 'Perhaps  you  left  it  outside,"  he 
said. 

With  another  glance  round  and  under 
the  Iwnches,  PECKIIAM  hurried  out. 
Searched  all  his  old  familiar  ways ; 
came  back  hatless. 

"  Yon  should  have  borrowed  a  blood- 
hound," said  MARK, when  result  of  search 
was  reported. 

As  he  sat  moodily  halfway  down  the 
bench  PKCKIIVM'S  eye  fell  upon  'I'm:  l!i  /.- 
ZARD  still  closely  following  debate.  I  le. 
happy  man,  possessed  his  hat  and  wore 
it  on  his  head.  Something  in  the  shape 
attracted  attention.  Casually  drawing 


nearer,  PCCKIIAU  had  his  first  impression 
confirmed.  There  was  no  strawberry 
mark  about  it,  but  it  undoubtedly  wax 
his  long-lost  hat.  In  a  moment  of 
absence  of  mind,  impressed  by  cogency 
of  S>x  AUSTEN'S  latest  speech  on  Budget 
Resolutions,  TIIK  l.i  /./AKI>  had  stretched 
forth  his  hand,  taken  up  I'M-KIIAM'S  bat 
and  put  it  on.  Nothing  in  discrepancy 
of  size  suggested  mistake. 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,"  PECKIIAM  loudly 
whispered  in  his  ear,  "but  you're 
wearing  my  hat." 

"  Yes,"  said  THE  BUZZARD,  nodding 
genially,  thinking  he  was  being  compli- 
mented on  his  mastery  of  intricacies  of 
the  Budget,  "  I  'm  beginning  to  get  my 
head  into  it." 

"  Dear  old  chap,"  said  PECKHAU,  ten- 
derly brushing  with  coat-sleeve  the  nap 
of  recaptured  hat,  "he's  so  deaf  he 
doesn't  know  one  hat  from  another." 

Business  done.—  Income  Tax  Reso- 
lution agreed  to  by  encouraging  return 
of  Ministerial  majority. 

House  of  ]joiils,  Tiicmliiy. — Whilst 
perforce  still  waiting  for  eight  Divad- 
nonghtg,  noble  lords  have  turned  their 
attention  to  condition  of  the  Army.  V.  - 
tenlay  Yoi  M;  \\'inn<s  ,  pened  fire  with 
attack  on  Territorial  Force.  Described 
it  as  totally  failing  in  object  for  which 
it  was  designed.  Putting  assertion  in 
another  way,  XEWTON  roundly  declared 
that,  "  except  for  a  few  simple-minded 
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persons,  bewildered  by  tlie  bra/en  clap- 
trap of  Mr.  HAI.DAXE,  no  one  is  under 
any  illusion  as  to  our  military  position." 
Yoi  NO  \YK\IYSS  invited  House  to  pass 
Resolution  calling  upon  Government  to 
take  inunediate  steps  to  place  Army  iu 
impregnable  position  of  defence. 

Situation  a  little  embarrassing  for 
noble  lords  on  Front  ( )pposition  Bench. 
If  they  supported  motion  it  would,  prac- 
tically pledge  them,  when  in  office,  to 
establish  and  maintain  an  army  of  a 
million  men.  Moreover  alleged  situation 
awkward  for  them.  The  BOY  Buns, 
writing  on  his  golden  wedding  day, 
comes  to  assistance  of  his  nonagenarian 
friend,  Yoi  \r.  A\"I:MYSS.  Whenever  he 
d CM  res  to  cite  the  lowest  condition  of 
British  Army  in  respect  of  capacity, 


THE  HAT  OF  FREDERICK  (BASBUUY)  THE  UIIEAT. 

'Yes,  I'm  beginning  to  get  my  head  into  it." 

(Sir  Francis  Powell.) 

organisation  and  general  efficiency,  BOIH 
goes  back  to  the  period  when  it  was,  and 
had  with  brief  interval  been  for  fourteen 
years,  in  hands  of  late  Government.  At 
it  again  yesterday. 

"I  have,"  he  wrote  to  Yoi  xc;  WEMYSS, 
"  no  hesitation  in  stating  that  our  armed 
forces  as  a  body  are  as  absolutely  unfitted 
and  unprepared  for  war  as  they  were  in 
1899-1900." 

F.-M.  MIDI.ETON  winced.  CAWDOK, 
Leader  of  Opposition  pro  lent,  in  absence 
of  LiHBDOWNE  from  cause  which  all 
regret,  beseeches  Yoi  xi;  \\"I;MY>S  not  to 
divide.  Such  course  would,  he  said, 
"  place  noble  lords  in  an  invidious  po.M 
tion."  That  not  a  consideration  to 
which  WI.MYSS  is  habitually  amenable. 
Flourishing  Bom's  letter  as  if  it  were  a 
battle  flag,  insists  on  division.  AYhere- 
npon  ex-Ministers  lice,  followed  by  loyal 
lords,  and  down-trodden  Government  to 
their  amazement  find  themselves  victor. 
iu  Division  Lobby  by  majority  of  four. 


Attack  resumed  to-day  under  different 
auspices  with  other  results.  That  man 
of  war  BKDKIKD  conies  to  the  front. 
Demonstrates  that  the  Army  is  in  abso- 
lutely rotten  state.  Demands  instant 
searching  enquiry.  CREWK,  smilingly 
watching  the  President  of  the  Xoo- 
logical  Society  in  this  new  rule, 
Himmed  :  — 

"  Duke  HnnFORn  was  a  soldier  bold 

And  used  to  war's  alarms  ; 
But  a  cannon  ball  took  oft  his  leg-i, 
So  he  laid  down  his  arras." 

That  of  course  merely  a  trope.  So  far 
from  laying  down  his  arms,  the  gallant 
Duke,  backed  by  full  force  of  Oppo- 
sition, carried  them  to  victory.  Front 
Bench  unreservedly  supported  motion 
for  enquiry,  and  CISKWK,  leading  into 
Division  Lobby  his  forlorn  score  of 
fighting  men,  was  beaten  by  a  majority 
of  half  a  hundred. 

Business  done. —  Commons  do  further 
talking  round  Budget  Resolutions. 
MOOIIE  throws  lurid  light  on  operation 
in  Ireland  of  Stamp  Duties  charged  on 
sales  of  property.  "  Every  time  a  man 
dies,"  he  said,  "  the  tax  must  be  paid." 
LLOYD-GEORGE,  always  open  to  reason,  is 
evidently  struck  by  unfair  incidence  of 
the  impost  in  cases  where  a  landowner 
contracts  inconvenient  habit  of  fre- 
quently dying. 

House  of  Commons,  Wednesday. — 
CATHCART  WASOX  as  broad-minded  as  he 
is  vast-shouldered,  as  high-principled 
as  his  stature  is  lofty.  Ever  tries  to  do 
the  fair  thing  as  between  man  and  man 
— or  even  woman.  Admits  that  this 
afternoon  he  carried  his  method  a  little 
too  far.  On  motion  to  consider  Lords' 
amendments  to  India  Councils  Bill, 
CHATTERJEE  RuiBEHQBD  opposed  and 
insisted  on  Division.  WASON,  making 
the  full  circuit  of  the  Chamber,  voted 
in  both  Lobbies,  ranging  himself  with 
the  "Ayes"  in  one,  adding  corpulence 
to  the  "Noes"  in  the  other. 

Theoretically  nothing  could  be  fairer  ; 
in  practice  the  procedure  is  not  to  be 
commended  as  effacing  a  vote.  SARK 
says  the  next  thing  we  shall  hear  about 
Cvnu'ART  is  that  he  has  paired  with 
himself. 

At  Question  time  angry  debate  sprang 
up  round  Captain  BAHIX'S  letter  to  First 
Sea  Lord,  in  which  he  spoke  disrespect- 
fully of  an  hon.  Member  alluded  to  as 
"the  bellicose  BELI.AIUS."  In  accordance 
with  Admiralty  practice,  the  letter  was 
printed  and  a  number  of  copies  struck 
off.  One,' misappropriated, reached  B.B., 
who  on  and  off  has  been  fluttering  it  at 
Question  time  for  several  days.  The 
merry  men  who  circle  round  that  may- 
pole WnrrERTON  naturally  take  the  matter 
up.  Bombard  ADMIRAL  McKi-;xxA  with 
questions. 

Time  was  when,  in  accordance  with 
spirit  of  reasonable  rule  that  requires 


"  J "ACCUSE  !";    on,  JUSTIFIABLE  INIHUXATIO:!. 

(Lieutenant  Oarlyon  Bellairs  is  vilified  in 
privately  printed  Admiralty  |i:i|*-r  and  receives 
apologies  from  Sir  John  Fisher.) 

notice  of  questions  addressed  to  a 
Minister,  supplementary  questions  were 
strictly  limited  or  sternly  repressed. 
Useful  object-lesson  to-day  of  effects  of 
alteration  of  system.  For  full  ten 
minutes  unseemly  wrangle  raged,  in- 
creasing in  heat  and  noise.  Questions 
repeated  in  slightly  varied  terms 
brought,  repetition  of  reply  from  bad- 
gered Minister.  Meanwhile  at  least  a 
dozen  Members  who  had  obeyed  Stand- 
ing Order  and  given  printed  notice  of 
questions  found  themselves  shut  out  by 
the  time  rule. 

Business  done. — Death  Duties  de- 
plored.   

Cricket  Notes. 

From  the  day's  results  :  — 
"Yorkshire    v.   Kent,    at    lx?eds- Yorkshire 
won  by  an  innings  and  88  runs. 

Leicestershire   v.  Kent,   at   Leicester —Kent 
on  by  an  innings  and  81  runs." — Dally  Xe;rn. 

The  experiment  having  proved  popular, 
Kent  proposes  next  season  to  play  twelve 
simultaneous  matches  blindfold. 

"  Cricket  attracts  fewer  spectators  and 
more  readers  than  does  any  other  spec- 
tacular sport,"  says  an  authority  in  the 
same  paper.  This  may  explain  why,  a 
little  lower  down  the  column,  he  con- 
fidently refers  to  RHODES  as  "  our  leading 
left-handed  batsman."  He  must  try  to 
get  away  to  a  cricket-match  one  of  these 
days.  RHODES  is  the  big  man  with  the 
long  black  beard. 


"Smart  footman;  22  years'  good  character; 
age  23." — Bath  Chronicle. 

What  an  "abandoned  life  he  must  have 
led  in  his  first  year ! 
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OUR    "MOUNTED"    FORCES. 

Trooper  (new  to  the  trai/8  of  the  Territorial  Army).  "Now  WHAT  BECOMES  o'  IIIF>E  'OBSES  WHEN  WE  DREIK  UP  CAMI-?* 
Horse  Cotitraetor.  "  WHY,  BLESS  TEE,  THEY  VE  GOT  TO  GO  AMD  'oss  FOUU  OR  FIVE  CAMPS  AFTER  THIS  ! " 
Trooper.  "TuF.s  I  SUPPOSE  IN  TIME  OF  WAB  'BOUT  six  OF  us  WOULD  'AVF.  TO  RIDE  ost  "OBSE?" 


LITERARY  NOTES. 

Mtssits.  l!i,i  1:1;  ASH  KM  KI:  will  shortly 
bring  out  a  volume  of  exceptional  interest, 
entitled  7i'o;/<i/  Munli-n-xKcs,  being  a  series 
of  enchanting  studies,  beginning  with 
Si.MiiiAMis,  of  famous  queens  and  prin- 
cesses who  were  compelled  by  the  exi- 
gencies of  their  exalted  situation  to 
imbrue  their  hands  in  the  gore  of  their 
fellow-creatures.  The  name  of  Messrs. 
Bluer  and  Bluer  is  a  guarantee  for  the 
high  moral  tone  that  is  a  feature  of 
those  remarkable  studies,  which  have 
been  written  by  Mrs.  Glorvina  Blougrain, 
the  famous  American  Feminist,  and 
illustrated  by  Signor  Amiibale  Sguar- 
cione. 

Serious  Memoirs,  as  Mr.  SHORTM:  once 
observed  in  a  memorable  phrase,  are 
always  sure  of  a  cordial  welcome',  and 
the  public  will  be  glad  to  hear  of  the 
latest  venture  in  this  field  of  the  enter- 
prising lirm  of  Odder  and  Odder.  This  is 
iml  hing  less  than  The  Li f cot  h>l,i  Munic:; 
by  the  l\ev.  Professor  Jonah  Joskin, 
Professor  of  lloinantic  Criminology  in 


the  University   of  Seattle.     By  a  con- 
catenation of  mischances,  the  name  of 
LOI.A  MOXTKZ  has  coaie  to  be  regarded 
with  a  certain  amount  of  misgiving  by 
most  country  congregations,  but   it    is 
j  pleasant  to  learn  that  her  memory  lias 
been  entirely  cleared  of  these  aspersions 
i  by  the  efforts  of  Professor  Joskin,  and 
the  name  of  Messrs.  Odder  and  Odder 
!  on  the    title-page  is   itself  a   sufficient 
!  guarantee  of  the  perfect  propriety  which 
characterises  the  contents  of  this  fasci- 
|  nating  Memoir. 

Messrs.  Broader  and  Stouter's  summer 
I  programme  teems   with  attractive    an- 
;  nouneements,  none  more  so  than  that 
which    relates     to    their    forthcoming 
volume.   Stars'   awl   Saint*;    or,   From 
',('dttilti>ii  to  CiU'iiIien.     The  scheme  of 
•  the  book   is  to  alternate   lives   of  the 
!  Saints  with  those  of  luminaries  of  the 
ballet  and  the  lyric  stage,  and  a  special 
feature  of  the  work  is  that,  while  the 
lives  of  the  Saints  are  written  by  lay- 
men, those  of  the  "  divas  "  are  composed 
;  by  divines.     The  result,  of  this  method 
ha-.  l>een,  in  the  language  of  the  puh- 


!  lishere  themselves — and  who  can  know 
better? — "to  evoke  an  atmosphere  of 
vertiginous  spirituality  which  has  the 
effect  of  bringing  all  right-minded 
readers  violently  and  voluptuously  to 
the  side  of  the  angels." 

Messrs.  Offley  and  (iarbidge  announce 
a  sumptuously  illustrated  volume, entitled 
/.'(••//  l-'iiiririt :  Sttiil'u'x  in  Feminine  Fag- 
filiation.  This  deeply  interesting  and 
severely  scientific  work  contains  a  series 
of  monumental  monographs  on  the  most 
remarkable  women  in  history.  It  may 
suffice  if  we  mention,  inter  alias,  the 
EMPRESS  CATIIKIIINE  OF  RUSSIA,  Mrs.  Ti  P- 
pF.it,  LICIII:/IA  lii'iHUA,  Mrs.  Ew»v,  SAPPIIO, 
L-uly  HAMIUUX,  Mrs.  OIIMISTON-  CHANT, 
LA  MM/",  Mrs.  CutniK  NATION,  Qi  IT.N 
KI.IXMIKIII,  Mrs.  KI.ISOK  CJi.YS,  SARAH 
Bi.i;\iiARnT,  Miss  MACD  ALLAK,  Miss 
CiinisrABEi.  PASKHI  I:ST,  and  Miss  MAIMI: 
( '<  ii.'M.i.i.  In  view  of  the  fact  that  this  is 
a  volume  which  will  be  read  and  re-read, 
the  publishers  have  issued  a  special 
indestructible  edition,  printed  on  as- 
sheets  and  bound  in  sterilised 
porpoise-hide  with  steel  conn-r-. 
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INTERNATIONAL  AND  IMPERIAL  CRIME 
EXHIBITION,  1910, 

AT   TIIE   GltKAT   Bl.ACK    ClTY. 

EXHIBITIONS  are  becoming  so  popular, 
and,  at  any  rate  with  regard  to  side- 
shows, so  remunerative,  that  intense 
rivalry  is  expected  in  the  near  future, 
and  also  a  good  deal  of  ingenuity  in 
hitting  upon  new  subjects  to  illustrate 
by  stall  and  entertainment.  No  one 
will  therefore  be  surprised  to  learn 
that  preparations  are  already  far  ad- 
vanced for  the  opening,  in  May,  1910, 
of  the  great  Criminal  Exhibition  at 
llounslow  Heath.  As  the  sympathetic 
co-operation  of  Scotland  Yard  has  been 
enlisted,  the  success  of  the  Exhibition 
is  already  assured,  and  even  a  hasly 
sketch  of  its  scope  and  features  will 
reveal  the  unique  and  transcendent 
interest  of  the  exhibits. 

To  begin  with,  the  promoters  have 
been  happily  advised  in  securing  the 
best  convict  bands  and  choirs  from  all 
the  great  prisons — the  Princeton  Sym- 
phony orchestra  and  the  Holloway  Pill- 
harmonic  Choral  Society.  By  a  wel- 
come deviation  from  the  established 
convention,  long  hair  will  be  conspicuous 
by  its  absence.  This  circumstance,  to- 
gether \v  ith  the  suppression  of  performers' 
names,  nothing  but  numbers  being  used, 
is  expected  to  win  for  the  Exhibition 
the  cordial  support  of  a  novelty-loving 
public,  fed  up,  to  use  an  Americanism, 
with  the  hirsute  extravagance  and  dis- 
cordant polysyllables  of  the  ordinary 
musician. 

The  Lake,  a  splendid  sheet  of  water, 
has  been  laid  out  so  as  to  illustrate  the 
history  of  penal  settlements.  It  will 
contain  a  miniature  Devil's  Island  and  a 
reduced  Botany  Bay,  and  visitors  will 
be  able  to  go  for  trips  in  real  galleys, 
rowed  by  live  criminals  chained  to  the 
oars.  There  is  also  to  be  a  baby  Bospho- 
rus,  on  which  sack-and-bo\vstring  trips 
at  3d.  a  head  (or  body)  will  take  place 
all  day  long.  Connected  with  the  lake, 
in  the  form  of  a  sinuous  loop,  is  a  stream 
happily  named  the  Turpintine,  after  the 
famous  highwayman. 

Arrangements  have  been  made  for  the 
erection  of  a  charming  Siberian  village, 
in  which  authentic  anarchists,  some  of 
them  of  the  highest  rank,  will  be  seen 
at  work  in  specially  refrigerated  cells. 
The  entrance  fee  to  this,  as  the  York- 
shireman  said,  will  be  "Nowt." 

The  Hip  Flap  will  give  place  to  a 
gigantic  treadmill,  from  the  upper  steps 
of  which  an  unparalleled  view  of  London 
will  be  obtainable.  This  -will  be  known 
as  "The  (Jolden  Stairs." 

A  very  interesting  booth  will  be  de- 
voted to  kleptomania  in  all  its  branches, 
with  trained  kleptomaniacs,  many  of 
them  titled,  visiting  sale  counters  and 
showing  how  it  is  done.  Scotland  Yard 


are  promising  a  number  of  the  more 
sensitive  police  to  illustrate  the  arrest  of 
kleptomaniacs  and  the  expression  of 
surprise  (and  possibly  relief)  on  dis- 
covering that  it  is  no  vulgar  case  of 
theft,  but  a  highly  specialised  disease 
more  common  among  the  well-to-do  than 
the  poor. 

A  phrenologist  will  be  in  attendance, 
with  a  candle,  to  feel  the  bumps  of 
magistrates. 

The  ]>nily  Muil  building,  better  known 
at  the  last  Exhibition,  if  we  remember 
aright,  as  the  Copper  Cupola,  will  not 
be  lacking,  but  in  the  Crimes  Exhibi- 
tion it  will  take  the  form  of  an  arena  for 
performances  of  "Bobbing  the  Mail 
Daily." 

In  a  model  of  the  Marylebone  Police 
Court  a  gramophone  will  give  recitals 
at  intervals  of  Mr.  PLOWDEN'S  best  things. 

In  the  Irish  village  will  be  shown 
cattle-driving  every  afternoon  and  even- 
ing, real  peasants  and  real  "  hazels " 
being  employed  under  the  supervision 
of  Mr.  (iisxKi.i,.  In  another  part  of  the 
Exhibition  Irish  crime  will  be  manufac- 
tured in  the  usual  way. 

It  is  expected  that  lew  pavilions  will 
be  more  popular  than  that  devoted  to 
Sherlock  Holmes,  under  the  control  of 
Sir  ARTHUR  CONAN  Dovi.i:.  Detectives  at 
work  will  there  be  seen  through  smoked 
glass.  Traces  of  crime  invited.  Sir 
ARTHUR  will  draw  inferences  from  foot- 
prints and  cigar-ash  from  3  to  11  daily. 

But  perhaps  the  most  popular  show 
of  all  will  be  the  factory  of  spurious 
china,  embellished  with  portraits  of  the 
most  successful  dealers  in  this  ware  and 
their  clients.  Any  Sevres  or  Dresden 
articles  copied  while  you  wait,  so 
closely  as  to  defy  detection. 

The  Truth  pillory  for  magistrates  will 
be  erected  between  the  rabbit-snaring 
compound  and  the  wife-beaters'  home. 

On  its  artistic  side  the  Exhibition 
will  be  unusually  strong.  Portraits  of 
all  the  most  eminent  peculators  in  the 
history  of  the  world  will  be  on  view,  and 
a  whole  gallery  will  be  devoted  to  busts 
of  the  best  bankrupts.  Arrangements 
have  been  made  with  The  Daily  Mirror 
for  constant  relays  of  portraits  of  popu- 
lar swindlers.  Naturally  a  prominent 
place  among  the  works  of  art  will  be 
given  to  I'APHAKI.'S  cartoon  of  the  "  Death 
of  Ananias,"  and  ALFRED  STKVKNS'  "  False- 
hood plucking  the  Tongue  from  Truth." 
Among  the  artistic  crimes  will  lie  an 
exact  model  of  the  Albert  Memorial. 

Arrangements  for  catering  have  been 
placed  in  the  hands  of  the  firm  which 
now  gets  everything  of  this  kind.  In 
addition  to  their  ordinary  restaurants 
they  will  have  a  specially  select  one  for 
ex-convicts,  called  The  Oakum  Club. 
Free  skilly  will  be  served  on  the  opening 
day,  at  which  it  is  expected  the  Duke  of 
Allguile  will  preside. 


AN    EMBARRASSMENT    OF    RICHES. 

I  HAVK,  adjoining  my  garden,  a  plot 
of  land  of  the  agricultural  value  of,  say, 
ten  shillings  per  annum.  Upon  it  I 
gra/e  one  goat,  and  sometimes — when 
nobody  is  looking — practise  putting  and 
very  short  approaches.  My  children  also 
have  the  use  of  it  for  the  purpose  of 
playing  horses.  Hitherto  I  have  re- 
garded my  possession  of  it  with  a  mild 
complacency,  but  now  I  picture  myself 
strolling  round  my  estate  some  morn- 
ing, looking  for  a  stalk  of  grass  long 
enough  to  clear  my  pipe,  when  1  see 
approaching  me  a  saturnine  young  man 
withablack  bsg.  Thinking  he  has  come  to 
sell  a  sewing  machine  or  wants  to  mend 
the  clocks,  I  put  on  my  stern  look  and 
say,  "  Not  to-day,  thank  you."  It  has  no 
effect  upon  him.  It  never  has  at  the  iiivt 
go-off.  80  I  repeat  it  in  a  higher  key. 

"1  have  come,"  he  says  coldly,  "to 
assess  your  mineral  wealth." 

"  ( )li !  that  need  not  detain  you  long," 
I  say  cheerfully,  as  I  dive  into  my  trousers 
pocket.  "Four  and  ninepence  hall- 
penny." 

"  I  was  not  referring  to  what  you  have 
gotten,"  says  he  in  his  supercilious  way. 
"  Another  kind  of  collector  will  look 
after  that.  But  what  have  you  got  in 
the  ungotten  line?  No  doubt  there  is 
a  rich  seam  of  coal  under  here." 

I  hope  the  refining  influences  of  my, 
early  training  will  never  wholly  desert 
me,  even  in  the  presence  of  a  Land  Tax 
Inquisitor. 

"  If  you  are  looking  at  that  lump  of 
Wallsend,"  I  reply  pleasantly,  "it's 
merely  a  piece  I  threw  yesterday  from 
my  bedroom  window  to  drive  a  snail  otf 
my  putting  green." 

"I'll  put  down  'coal,'"  says  he, 
writing  in  his  note-book, "and  it's  open  to 
you  to  disprove  its  existence  if  you  can." 

"  If  I  ,'an  ?     But  how  can  I '/  " 

He  shrugs  his  shoulders.  "  You  must 
sink  a  bore." 

"  With  all  the  pleasure  in  the  world." 
I  reply  heartily.  "  I  have  a  brick,  and 
a  piece  of  string,  if  you  will  have  the 
goodness  to  take  off  your  collar  and 
accompany  me  to  the  river,  I  know 
where  there  is  a  deep  hole- 
But  he  is  naturally  impervious  to 
insult. 

"  And  now  as  to  your  other  ungotten 
minerals,"  he  remarks,  as  he  sharpens 
his  pencil. 

"It  might  be  as  well,"  I  say  in  my 
most  biting  manner,  "if  you  were  to 
tell  me  at  once  how  far  down  you  pro- 
pose to  assess  me.  I  have  always  under- 
stood that  the  other  end  of  my  little 
property  is  in  a  liquescent  or  molten 
state.  It's  almost  sure  to  embrace  a 
little  brimstone  and  lava;  I've  seen 
quite  nice  brooches  made  of  lava,  si)  it 
ought  to  lave  a  certain  value." 
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I  luirl  my  ^aroasins  at.  linn  in  vain. 
lie  writes,  and  gix-s  i in  his  way  ;  uii'l  in 
ilni-  time  I  scr  inysi  II  receivinga  demand 
iintc  tor  untold  thousands. 

\Viili  tliis  weighing  upon  nn-   it  may 
readily  bo  imagined  how  im|  o— i  Mr  it  i- 
I'nr  me  In  earn  an  income  big  enough  to 
<:ili<l'y    tlic    standard    of    the    siq 
c.'llei  or.       What,     tin-     I  iovemmcnt    is 
in  this  way  will  never  by  known. 
But,  I   ilo  know  that  rapacity  -  nnetimes 
its  own  ends. 

Four  thousand  miles  down  from  my 
putting-green,  and  all  mine!  And  to 
I)'1  light  heartedly  assc—ed  l>y  tin-  only 

pii— ible t  hod, — guess-work!   Suppose 

they  guess  radium?  With  radium  :.t 
its  present  figure  I  he  IIH  -re  suspicion  of 
half  an-ounce  of  it  would  be^ar  me. 
And  then  there  is  ungotten  iridium  and 
tellurium  to  be  considered,  tosuy  nothing 
of  --laiiiiium,  molybdenum  .  .  . 

And  it  would  take  I  don't  know  how 
many  generations  of  us  to  di£  4,000 
miles  in  order  to  disprove  tin-  Aistence 
of  these  tilings.  And  remote  posterity, 
claiming  n-bate,  would  be  sure  to  be 
repulsed  by  some  Statute  of  Limitations. 

The  man  who  wrote  my  1-atin 
(irammar  did  well  to  remark  tlxit 
"riches  are  dug-up,  an  incitement  to 
evil.'1  Hut  he  never  guessed  the  curec 
of  riches  before  they  are  dug  up. 
I  wish  to  have  nothing  to  do  with 
them.  I  only  ask  to  bo  left  with  "  Wat 
Tyler'1  (I  have  just  re-named  tbc  goat 
alter  the  man  who  has  now  become  my 
favourite  character  in  history)  in  the 
enjoyment  of  the  simple  rind  or  top- 
crust  of  my  holding,  with  a  little  green 
turf  on  which  to  disport  ourselves 
through  our  brief  span  of  sunshine. 

Would    the    C'luincellor   of    the    K.\ 
chequer  grudge  me  a  mere  crust  ? 


THK  ECONOMIST'S  FK1MND. 
A  i\\i,  it  is  well  known,  will,  when 
you  can  get  one,  carry  two  persons  for 
the  same  price  and  the  same  tip  as 
one,  and  three  and  four  at  an  i-xtra  six- 
pence each  for  any  distance.  This  being 
so,  it  has  occurred  to  an  enterprising 
and  ingenious  stationer  in  Jernvyn 
Street  (where  the  economical  bachelors 
for  the  most  part  dwell)  to  print  a 
number  of  placards,  which  Ii3  retails 
at  sixpence,  each  bearing  a  different 
•I  inspired  by  the  Muse  of  Parsi- 
mony, or,  at  any  rate.  Thrift. 


1  am  going  to  I/srd's. 
Share  my  cab? 


is  the-  lettering  on  one.  This,  it  is  felt, 
will  meet  a  very  real  want,  especially  on 
'lays  of  important  matches,  such  as' the 
-M. ('.('.  and  Australians,  when  ti:;1  pru- 
i  of  (axis  between  ('lul)-laiid  ami 


°v 

OVERHEARD    IN    THE    NEIGHBOURHOOD    OF 

Small  lioij  ilo  Xcir  7J»i/\  "  HKIIE,  yir  '     S.»  K  is  AX  ICE." 
\i'ir /.'.»/.  "I'AN'I-;   IIUKX'T  AXY  MOM.I." 

Nl/lrJ/   llnii.    "(Ill,    T1UT  's    Al.l.    KliillT.       1  'l.l.    l.i:su    VoU    S'iMl    " 


ETON. 


.  .lohn's  Wood  Road  is  continuous, 
most  of  them  containing  only  one  pas- 
senger. The  fare  from  Sr".  .laraes's 
to  Ixml's  is  two  shillings.  By 
displaying  this  placard  you  can  get  it 
halved  and  brought  down  to  one — no 
small  thing.  Again  : 


I  am  going  to  the  Horse  Show. 
Share  my  cab  ? 


This,  it  is  expected,  will  be  very  popular, 
and  one  can  easily  supply  others  from 
one's  own  imagination. 

Of  course,  the  prosperity  of  the  scheme 
depends  largely  upon  the  success  with 
which  one  can  hire  a  taxi.  At  present 
London  is  full  of  them  (we  arc  told),  but 
how  to  get  one  is  a  recurring  problem. 

The  Martyrs. 

"Aftor  linrning  lii-m-ly  for  .111  hour  nn<l 
a-lialf  ilnj  lirt-nu-u  L'.iiucU  tl.i-  iipi«-r  li:i- 
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OUR    BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By  Mr.  Punch's  Staff  of  Learned  Clerks.) 


the  scene  of  a  novel  is  hud  iu  India,  one  can 
predict  pretty  certainly  that  the  heroine  will  be  a  light- 
hearted  and  light-beaded  Circe.  She  will  break  men's  hearts 
as  readily  as  the  more  stolid  stay-at-home  citizen  breaks  the 
shell  of  his  breakfast  egg;  she  will  live  in  a  constant  round 
of  gaiety,  in  which  a  good  many  overworked  Anglo-Indians 
may  find  it  diilionlt  to  recognise  their  adopted  atmosphere. 
The  feather-brained  type  of  woman,  who  has  withal  a  pretty 
correct  eye  for  the  main  chance,  is  well  to  the  fore  in  The 
l''li/i>irj  Months  (Smra,  ELDER);  but  Miss  FRANCES  M.  I'KAIJD 
is  too  experienced  a  novcli&t  not  to  weight  her  story  —  which 
is  the  old  one  of  two  women  and  a  man  —  with  more  sub- 
stantial characters.  \\  ith  every  desire  to  be  chivalrous,  I 
regret  to  say  that  my  sympathies  are  entirely  on  the  side  of 
the  man.  To  be  rejected  by  the  first  lady  and  jilted  by  the 


Personally,    when    1    am    given  a   volume   of  well-written 

short   stories.    I    rejoice;    but    the    attitude    of    publisher! 

towards  such  has  long   convinced   me  of    my  singularity  in 

this  respect.     The  1'nblic,  they  siy,  will  r.ot  read,  or  at    leisi 

buy,  anything  below  the  dimensions  of  a   novel.     If  this  is 

really  the  case.  I  can  only  assure  the  Public,  very  respectfully, 

that   in   making   an  exception    in   favour  of   MAII>  STKI'M'.Y 

I'UVSON'S  The  Slttirirui/  <>}  Honour  (Mll.l.s  AXI>  BOON)  it   will 

be  providing  itself  with  several  excellent  quarters-of-an-honr. 

|  Mrs.  l!\ws;i\  lias  what  may  be  truthfully  called  a  "telling" 

way  with  her;  she  can  give  to  her  tales  a  suggestion  of 

freshness   and    reality  not    often   found    within  the   narrow 

I  limits  prescribed   by   the   magazine   of    fiction;    and,  even 

;  though  circumstances  compel  her  to  marry  off  a  fresh  hero 

;  and  heroine  at  the  cud  of  every  twenty  pages  or  so,  there  is 

always  an  element  of  the  unexpected  in  her  method  of  doing 

I  it.     One  or  two  of  the  stories,   perhaps,  are  not  quite  free 

j  from   a   suspicion    of    hasty   writing.      In   A   Visit    to   lln- 

\Enfhanli-esK  (a  capital   tale  otherwise)  it  seemed  odd   that 


"To  Varsity  Blues,  Cricket  or  Football— Wanted,  in  a  Preparatory  School,  a  Young  Man  of  pruveil  athletic  powers.     The  i-las*  .,f 
degree  is  immaterial,  as  the  staff  is  very  strong  at  present."— Add.  in  "  The  Spcctalui:" 

PICTURE  OF  THE  SUCCESSFUL  APPLICANT  BEINT,  PRESENTED  TO  THE  STAFF. 


second  is  surely  bad  fortune  enough  for  any  hero;  but  the  hero,  meditating  iipon  the  unchanged  aspect  of  Bond 
Miss  PKARD  is  implacable,  for  she  nearly  kills  him  in  a  Street,  which  he  finds  just  the  same  as  before  he  went 
railway  accident  before  dismissing  him  to  the  House  of;  out  fifteen  years  ago  to  make  money  "  in  a  desert-place," 


Commons.  Nor  does  she  inform  us  whether  his  cracked 
skull  and  bruised  affections  are  salved  by  the  narcotic  air  of 
Westminster.  It  is  a  sorry  fate  for  the  central  figure  of  a 
well-written  book. 


When  FIIANK  T.  Bru.EX  puts  out  from  shore 
He  always  finds  what  he  's  cruising  for, 
And  that 's  a  yarn  of  vigour  and  grit 
With  a  genuine  ocean  swell  to  it. 

Which,  with  a  lass  behind  it  all, 
We  get  in  Beyontl  (from  CIIAP.\I\N  AND  HAM.), 
So  what  are  the  odds  if  he  sometimes  slips 
In  matters  that  don't  pertain  to  ships? 

An  occasional  n-lm  where  a  whom  should  be 
Is  a  thing  of  little  account  at  sea. 
Though  laud-locked  lubbers  (as  you  and  I) 
May  set  inordinate  store  thereby. 


should  on  the  very  next  page  be  greeted  by  a  young  lady 
who  says,  "  I  was  only  a  scluxJ-girl  when  you  saw  me  six 
years  ago."  That  worried  me  a  little.  Was  she  concealing 
her  age,  or  what  ?  Perhaps  Mrs.  UAWSOX  will  explain  in  a 
subsequent  volume,  which  I  shall  be  delighted  to  read. 


Once  more  from  the  offices  of  The  Sphere  comes  our  annual 

feast  of  I'riiiters  I'le  ;   and  once  more  Mr.  Hu;n  Srorns\vt i; 

is  to  be  felicitated  on  the  contributions  which  he  has  gathered 
from  many  willing  hands  to  make  up  this  "Festival  Souvenir 
of  the  Printers'  Pension,  Almshouses,  and  Orphan  Asylum 
Corporation."  Never  was  known  a  Pie  so  rich  in  the 
variety  of  its  ingredients,  so  succulent,  so  satisfying.  Let 
everybody  cut  of  it  according  to  his  capacity,  at  a  covering 
charge  of  one  shilling  anil  no  questions  asked.  1  should  add 
that  it  differs  from  your  cake,  for  you  can  eat  your  Pie  and 
have  it  too.  But  you  mustn't  let  anybody  else  have  it.  He 
must  buv  one  for  himself. 
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WK  ;iro  getting  on  at  list. 


torn  airships  (iivat   Britain  is  now 


Ill    |'li:n: 


prtncept. 


V 


Meanwhile  some  surprise  ha*  been 
expressed  tliat,  although  a  Herman 
balloon  which  was  taking  part  in  tlic 
llnrlingham  race  attempted,  in  its 
descent,  to  demolish  an  Knglishman's 
Home  near  Bow.  not  a  single  newspaper 
mobilised  its  war  eomeBpondents. 


The  carriage  was  full, 


\  iew  to  iis  amelioration.  At  last,  appa- 
rently .  something  practical  i-  to  be  done. 
"  In  order,"  we  read,  "  to  check  the 
over-production  of  yarns  in  Lancashire 
the  Whitsuntide  holidays  will  be  ex- 
tended to  ten  davs." 

It  is  denied  that  since  the  burglary  at 
Charterhouse  School  a  number  of  the 
boys  have  been  leavingthcir  lexicons  and 
text -books  about  in  tempting  position-. 

V 

Pretty  manners,  and  especially  respect 
for  age,  are  so  rare  nowadays  that  we 

Lird    CIIAIJII.S    l!i:ia  sioi.n    thinks    we   were  peculiarly  gratified  at  an  incident 
made  a  mistake,  when  the  first  Dirml-   which  came  under  our  notice  in  a  Tube 
,i,iii</lit  was  constructed,  to  drawattention   the  other  day. 
to  that  vessel.      We  be- 
lieve that  as  a  matter  of 
fact   it  was  intended  at 
one  time  to  disguise  her 
as   a   torpedo-boat,  but 
the  proposal  was  found 
to  be  impracticable. 

And  lx:>rd  CIIAKI.KS 
tells  us  that,  if  we  can 
(Mine  to  an  arrangement 
with  our  Colonies  and 
keep  the  two -Power 
standard,  "  we  can 
smoke  our  cigars  and 
smile."  What,  with 
cigars  at  li«'.  owing  to 
the  Budget?  We  fear 

not.  *  * 

* 

Mr.  II  AI. HANK'S  an- 
nouncement that  there 
is  to  be  a  census  of 
horses  has  caused  some 
uneasiness  in  equine 
circles.  The  silly  crea- 
tures imagine  they  are 
going  to  ba  taxed. 

* 

A  sensational  plot 
has,  we  hear,  just  been 
disclosed  to  the  police 


It  is  rumoured   in   the  mn-ii  d  world 
that    a    ei'ilain  eminent   Double  \'< 
about    to    i.-Mir   ;i   circular   stating  that 
in    spile   of   llie    Budget    his   prices  will 
remain  the  ximc  as  heretofore. 


TIIK  NEW  TI;I;I;OI;. 

Mr.  I'nitcli'x  Meteoritical  Department 
has  pleasure  in  recommending  the  fol- 
lowing protective  devices  for  use  in 
connection  with  airships  :  — 

1.  Till-:  KNOI.ISII MAN'S  Ik  INK.  -You  can 
walk  beneath  this  portable  roof— light 
but  strong,  running  on  ball  liearings, 
;i-speed  gear  and  go  abroad  with  per- 


fect safety. 


Hang  your  luggage  on  the 
-hooks  in  the  dome,  and 
save  cab  fares.     A  per- 
fi-ct    substitute    for    the 
old-fashioned  umbrella. 
It  will  pay  you  to  buy 
a  Dome ! 

Mr.    T.      lioo.-KVELT 

writes:—  "There  are 
no  airships  here ;  but 
thanks  a  thousand  tinier ! 
The  very  thing  1  wanted ! 
Close  the  bomb-proof 
door,  and  lions  can  do 
nothing  with  you.  I 
fell  off  the  cow-catcher 
last  week,  and  wasn't 
hurt  any.  I  shall  never 
go  out  again  without 
one  of  your  Domes. 
Bully !  " 

i'.  A  Cheaper  Article 
—Tin:  I*NI:I  MATH  HI:I.- 
\i  i:  i — -for  Glancing 
Shocks.  Special  ar- 
rangements for  Heads 
of  1'auiilies. 


Vnxtci:  •'  WHAT  V  'i ins,  JOHN?" 
Gardener.  "IT'S  A  HREAD-Fm  IT  TREE,  SIB.' 
The  Master.  '•  INDEED!  A  cmiofs  PLANT.     WELL.  WE'D  BETTEK  NOT  LRT  THE  KAKKII 


'.'>.  Aviators  should 
note  this!  Till-:  Snnsu 
SHOCK-AiisoKiiKit.  Power- 


Wllll    HIM    oii'lMoSALI.Y.    l:.-l'i:elAt.l.Y   WIIEX    WE    HAVE   MSITOBS.'1 


whereby  a    number    of  ~~ 
SulVragettes  were  to  gain  entrance  to  10, 
Downing  Street,  by   pretending  to   be 
foreign  mannequins. 

* 

"  A  man  can  get  drunk  once  a  week 
fairly  safely,"  said  the  City  Coroner  at 
an  inquest.  "It  is  the  constant  nip- 
ping that  does  the  harm."  Well,  the 
Children  Act  will,  anyhow,  do  some- 
thing to  protect  the  little  nipper  against 
himself. 


V 


Bishop  TIVKKH,  of  Uganda,  started 
life  as  a  painter,  we  are  told,  and  exhi- 
bited at  the  Royal  Academy.  Reformed 

artists  are,  we  believe,  extremelv  rare. 
*  * 

Thai  the  author's  profession  is  in  a 


KNOW   ABIHT    IT.       IT     MK.I11     ASXHY     HIM.       AND,    OK    COURSE,    WE    SHALL     HA\  E     l«     DEAL  I  f til      Springs,       held       in 

plac?  within  our  spe- 
-  cially  designed  cos- 
tume, extending  instantly  in  every 
direction  on  being  released.  You  can 
positively  enjoy  the  sensation  of  the 
longest  fall,  and  anticipate  the  inevit- 
able bump  with  pleasure. 

Unsolicited  testimonial  from  Mr.  WH.- 
iti'R  WiiidiiT  : — "  Say  !  I  came  an  Orville 
cropper  to-day,  but  I  was  all  Wright. 
I  wear  your  patent  suit  in  spring, 
summer,  and  fall.  Thought  you  might 
like  these  easy  puns." 

4.  Absolutely     indispensable!      Our 

P.V1KXT     I'Alt ACIR-TK     TltOl  sl;l:~.       Kxpaild 

as  you  descend.    Air-tight  scams.   Rub- 
ber facings. 


and  a  youth  was  standing  in  front  of  a 
small  boy  in  spectacles.  Suddenly  the 
latter  said.  "  Excuse  me,  Sir,  but  how 
old  are  you  ?  "  "  Fifteen,"  answered  the 
youth.  "Well,  I'm  only  fourteen," 
answered  Spectacles,  rising.  "  Take 

my  seat,  I  pray  you." 

*  * 

"What's  that  cap  for?"  asked  the 
customer  of  the  hatter,  pointing  to  the 
latest  monstrosity.  "  For  shooting,  Sir," 
said  the  hatter.  "  Then  I  should  do  so 

at  once,"  remarked  the  customer. 

*  * 

M.  CAMBOK,  speaking  at  the  French 
Chamber  of  Commerce  in  London,  as- 


sured his  audience  that  the  French  tariff       5.  Try  our  PATENT   VEKTICAL    ACTION 
changes  were  not  aimed  at  Great  Britain.    MVIIIM;  (ii\.  and  keep  your  rights  to 


bad    way  cannot   be   denied,  and  from  j  Well,  let  us  hope  that  there  will  be  no  I  the  Empyrean  respected.      Easy  terms 
time  to  time  proposals  are  made  with  a   erratic  marksmanship.  Ion  the  Maxim  Hiram  Payment  System. 
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A    HARMONY    IN    SPLITS. 

[Colonel  MAKK  LOCKWOOD,  in  the  regrettable  absence  of  the  Chan-man 
of  the  Kitchen  Committee,  announced,  aniiil  much  laughter,  that  the 
"  sii|»>r -tu\  "  of  \<l.  on  every  glass  (if  whisky  supplied  to  the  Hons- 
ha-1  Ijci'ii  reduced  by  one-half,  and  that  the  charg:  would  be  3.J<7.  for 
short,  measures  and  OJd.  for  long  ones.  l!y  buying  a  doublo  portion 
Members  could  save  one  half-penny  on  the  cost  of  two  single  portions. 

The  following  lines  are  supposed  to  be  addressed  to  the  gallant 
Colonel  by  a  member  of  the  opposite  Party.] 

COLONEL  !  you  have  the  cause  of  Peace  at  heart ; 

The  recent  spirit-crisis  proves  you  rich  in 
Those  qualities  that  so  become  your  part 

As  Acting-Chairman  of  the  Commons  Kitchen-- 
Stern scion  of  a  warrior  breed, 

Yet  like  a  mother  in  ouv  homely  nescl ! 

What  time  you  filled  the  void  we  all  deplore, 

Due  to  the  absence  of  Sir  A.  JACOIIV, 
Changed  was  the  voice  that  in  the  battle's  roar 

Would  cry, "  Vce  victis! "  ("  To  ths  vanquished  woe  be ! ") ; 
Soft  were  the  tones  and  even  fluty 

In  which  you  dwelt  upon  the  whisky  duty. 

Thanks  to  the  Budget,  we  were  asked  to  blow 

An  extra  penny  piece  on  every  portion  ; 
Whether  we  took  a  short  or  lengthy  go 

There  was  the  same  intolerable  extortion  : 
13nt  you  have  halved  the  iiscal  fee, 

And  oh,  the  blessed  difference  to  me  ! 

Our  drams,  moreover,  as  you  pointed  out, 
If  in  a  double  dose  we  shrewdly  bought  'em 

(As  would  be  natural  in  a  session's  drought 
Likely  to  last  well  on  into  the  Autumn), 

Should,  by  a  simple  calculation, 
Save  us  a  solid  sou  on  each  potation. 

And  here,  as  in  a  glass,  I  roughly  trace 

The  solvent  you  have  sought  for  party  passion  ; 

I  recognise  a  subtle  means  of  grace 

In  the  long  draught  that  men  may  split  their  cash  on  : 

When  rival  wits  their  toddy  share, 
They  constitute  the  true  ideal  "  pair." 

Drowned  in  a  blend  of  barley,  malt  and  rye, 

Behold  our  hot  imaginations  cooling  ! 
The  two  Front  Benches,  seeing  eye  to  eye, 

Shall  join,  by  means  of  spirituous  pooling, 
In  harmonies  of  whisky-soda, 

Capped  by  a  clinching  undiluted  coda.*  0.  S. 

a  Musical  Term.  "  A  few  measures  added  beyond  the  natural  ter- 
mination of  a  composition." — Webster. 


IN    CHAMBERS. 

THE  CHOICE  OF  A  PEOFESSION. 

IK  the  following  discussion  took  place  at  all  (which  you  are 
not  bound  to  believe)  it  must  be  admitted  that  it  was  not  a 
business  matter.  Jones,  Senior  and  Junior,  were  personal 
friends  of  Counsel,  and  came  to  consult  him  upon  the  matter 
as  such.  To  be  a  barrister  does  not  deprive  a  man  of  the 
greatest  pleasure  in  life,  the  advising  of  friends  gratis  upon 
the.  better  conduct  of  their  own  private  affairs.  The  fact 
that  the  giving  of  advice  took  place  in  chambers  does  not 
make  the  matter  a  professional  one,  but  does  justify  its 
inclusion  in  the  present  series. 

It  appears  tbat,  for  as  long  as  Jones  Junior  could,  Jones 
Junior  had  avoided  the  subject  of  what  he  was  going  to  be. 
But,  though  Jones  Senior  loved  his  son  with  a  great  love  he 
could  not  contemplate  with  equanimity  the  prospect  of  main- 
taining him  in  leisured  ease  for  ever.  The  time  had  at  last 


arrived  at  which  a  choice  of  professions  for  Jones  Junior 
became  imperative. 

"Jones  Senior,''  said  Jones  Junior,  "what  am  I  going 
to  be?" 

"  Be  a  Pwt,"  said  Jones  Senior. 

"Not  if  I  know  it/'  said  Jones  Junior,  with  unconscious 
vptness. 

"If  you  will  not  be  a  Poet,"  said  Jones  Senior,  "be  a 
Socialist.'' 

"Father/'  said  Jones  Junior  reprovingly,  "I  am  seiious.  " 
And  Jones  Senior,  not  being  able  to  see  for  the  life  of  him 
why  a  Socialist  should  not  be  a  serious  Socialist,  ceased  sug- 
gesting. Jones  Junior  thereupon  went  through  the  category 
of  professions,  and  had  no  dilliculty  in  showing  how  1111- 
suited  he  was  for  each- of  them.  Jones  Senior,  who,  unlike 
most  fathers,  was  amenable  to  argument,  sorrowfully  admitted 
the  truth  of  his  son's  words,  and  matters  seemed  to  have  come 
to  a  permanent  iinp<ixi«-,  when  .Tones  Junior  was  struck 
with  a  brilliant  idea.  Who  could  deny  that  the  practice  of 
Crime  was  a  profession  at  once  engrossing, original,  lucrative 
and  sporting?  That  was  the  pith  of  Jones  Junior's  sugges- 
tion, and  Jones  Senior,  whose  moral  fibre  was  of  the  weakest, 
at  once  fell  in  with  it.  It  was  at  this  point  that  Counsel 
was  consulted. 

The  first  question  that  he  naturally  put  was  as  to  which 
side  of  the  profession  Jones  Junior  should  adopt — Felony  or 
Misdemeanour.  "  Without  advancing  an  opinion  as  to  the 
merits  of  either,"  said  J.J.,  "I  refuse  from  the  outset  to 
devote  my  life  to  mere  Misdemeanours,  a  course  of  conduct 
which,  to  the  uninformed  layman  at  any  rate,  appears  to 
consist  of  little  else  than  eating  potatoes  with  your  knife,  and 
unpunctuality.  Xo,  if  I  go  in  for  Crime  I  go  in  for  Felony  ; 
and  if  I  go  in  for  Felony  I  go  in  for  Murder." 

"Well  spoken,  Sir,"  said  Counsel;  "but  do  you  quite 
realise  what  Murder  is?  I  have  here  a  small  handbook 
which  will  give  us  a  precise  definition  of  that  trade.  '  The 
word  murder  is  derived  from  the  Germanic  MORTII  ..." 

"  We  may  perhaps  omit  that  part,"  said  Jones  Senior. 

' ' .  .  .  It  consists  of  (1)  unlawfully  (2)  killing  (3)  a  reason- 
able creature  (4)  who  is  in  being  (5)  and  under  the  King's 
Peace  (0)  with  malice  aforethought  .  .  .'" 

"  Is  there  much  more?"  asked  Jones  Junior,  anxiously. 

' ' .  .  .  (7)  the  death  following  within  a  year  and  a  day.' '' 

"  Dropping  for  a  moment  the  other  six  points,  what  may 
'  malice  aforethought '  be  ?  " 

"I  will  read  that  to  you,"  said  Counsel.  But  at  the  end 
of  the  first  twenty  minutes'  reading  the  Joneses  interrupted, 
"  We  do  not  on  the  whole  think  that  we  can  manage  it." 

Counsel  felt  bound  to  agree  with  them.  "Not  only  is 
there  that  complication,  but  the  slightest  slip  will  turn  all 
your  efforts  into  mere  Manslaughter,  and  there  is  always  the 
danger  that  you  might  in  the  end  achieve  a  Homicide,  which 
might  not  only  be  Fxcusable,  but  actually  Justifiable.  Lot 
us  try  Burglary." 

"  That  is  a  good  idea,"  said  Jones  Senior,  not  because  he 
thought  Counsel  clever,  but  because  he  had  just  thought  of 
that,  himself. 

"'.  .  .  Breaking  and  entering  at  night  with  intent  to 
commit  some  felony  therein  a  dwelling  house,  a  church  or  a 
walled  town.'  How  would  that  suit  you?" 

"The  idea  of  the  'walled  town'  is,  of  course,  childish," 
said  J.J.,  "  but  the  other  part  seems  more  feasible,  i  think 
I  will  take  Burglary." 

"  Without  any  desire  to  banlk  you  of  your  choice,  I  must 
remind  you  that  not  only  does  the  barest  description  of 
'  breaking  and  entering '  till  sixty-three  pages,  but  there  is 
also  required  a  Mens  fiea." 

"  And  what  is  a  Mens  llea  ?  " 

"  Much  the  same  as  Malice  Aforethought,  only  a  chapter 
and  a  half  longer." 


PUNCH,  on  TIIK  LONDON  (•II.MMVAIM.-JUKB  L*. 


THE   YOUNG   LIONS   OF   THE   PRESS. 

TiuiT.sn  LION.  "WELCOME,    BOYS!      WE'VE    ARRANGED    FOR    YOU    TO    HAVE    A    ROl'ND    OF 
DINNER^,   LUNCIIKONS,   (iARDKN-PAKTIKS    —AND    CONFERENCES.' 

CHORUS  OF  IMPERIL  GIKSI^.  "  SPLENDID!— ER— NEED    WE    GO    TO    THE    CONFERENCES?" 
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Mrs.  Jonah  Q.  Pcrkafat  her  first  risk  to  rdriu 
.Vuitr.--  d'Hatcl.  "  FIRST  FI.OOII  ON-  TIIK  KIGIIT,  MAHAMI,." 


ii  i  Mtiiin-  d'llnti'l).   "S\Y      Mi    •OEiMWB,  ""  *r  I.S  IilxIXG-HOOM  ?  " 
Mra.J.Q.  I',  (iritli  relief).  "On!  YOU  SPEAK  Ksoi.isn  ?  " 


''  Burglary  is  off,"  said  J.J.  decisively.  "  I  must  be  a  mere 
thief." 

'"Larceny  consists,'"  read  Counsel,  '"of  (1)  taking  and 
(21  carrying  away,  or,  if  a  Bailee,  (3j  appropriating  (4)i 
another  person's  (f>)  personal  chattel  (6)  of  some  value 
(7)  without  claim  of  right  (8)  with  intent  to  deprive  that 
other  person  of  the  whole  benefit  of  his  title  to  the  chattel 
.d  .  .  .'" 

"  That  will  do.  Even  allowing  for  the  prolixity  of  thej 
writer,  due,  no  doubt,  to  his  love  of  ostentation,  I  refuse  to] 
h:ive  anything  to  do  with  Larceny.  Have  you  nothing; 
easier  than  that?" 

"  If  you  would  only  be  content  with  a  Misdemeanour," 
said  Counsel,  "you  might  well  be  nn  Incorrigible  Rogue 
and  Vagabond." 

"Jones  Senior,"  said  Jones  Junior,  "this  is  becoming 
absurd.  I  think  after  all  I  will  be  a  Poet." 


You  were  not  meant  to  know  an  earthly  coop, 
Nor  pace  terrestrial  runs. 

And  so,  in  death,  'twas  but  the  baser  part 

(That  had  not  known  the  thrill  of  joy  and  pain, 

The  hope  to  soar,  the  ecstasy  of  art,  — 
Your  legs,  to  make  it  plain)  — 

Twas  only  these  that  served  our  simple  clay, 
And  passed  the  boundaries  of  human  lips  ; 

And  I  have  dined  on  one  of  them  to-day 
With  ijommes  dc  tcrrc  in  chips. 


01>K  TO  A  SO-CALLED  SIM!  1X0   CHICKEN. 

I  <>\(!  since,  in  stately  progress  through  your  yard, 
From  all  things  underfoot  you  felt  revolt, 

Skyward  you  fix.  d  your  passionate  regard, 
An  other-worldly  poult. 

Your  voice  as  well,  that  ushered  in  the  morn, 
And  roused  the  farmer  from  his  rural  crib, 

Clear  as  the  clurion  of  a  motor-horn 
(And  reproduced  ad  lib.) — 

This  also  marked  you  from  the  common  group 
Of  mortal  creatures  with  their  few  brief  suns  ; 


But  not  the  breast  !—  where  beat  the  ardent  soul 
Which  made  you  challenger  of  rival  kings  : 

Tltat  mounted  up  to  some  ethereal  goal, 
Uapt  on  your  seraph  wings. 

"  How  do  you  know,"  the  careless  scoffer  seeks, 
"  What  after-world  awaits  domestic  brutes  '(  " 

"Have  I  not  dined  "  (I  answer)  "  here  for  weeks 
On  limbs  as  tough  as  boots  ?  " 

And  when  the  waiter  hears  my  murmured  plaint 
lie  tells  me  (with  that  low  respectful  cough, 

As  who  should  speak  of  some  departed  saint) 
The  nobler  parts  are  off. 

"  Off  !  "    How  he  puts  it  in  a  single  word  ! 

I  see  you  cast  your  mortal  coil  and  rise, 
Leaving  no  relic  of  the  carnal  bird 

Save  amputated  thighs. 
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OOR    JAMIE. 

[Mr.  Punch  is  unable  to  explain  tlie  following 
articlo.  He  sent  his  special  Sporting  Corre- 
spondent to  Birmingham  (at  great  expense)  to 
report  the  Test  Maich,  ami  this  is  all  that  Iw 
has  nveivtd  in  exchange.  Whether  his  corre- 
spondent read  Mr.  JAMKS  DOUGLAS'S  book,  A dcen- 
turcs  in  I.ond'iti,  during  the  luncheon  intervals, 
and  unconsciously  assimilated  that  writer's 
style1  ;  or  whether  the  expert  article  intended 
for  this  paper  is,  by  some  accident  of  the  post, 
now  in  the  offices  of  The  Morning  Leader, 
Mr.  Punch  cannot  presume  to  say.] 

HAIR-BREADTH  ESCAPES  IN  BIRMINGHAM. 

THE  other  morning,  being  afflicted  by 
the  crudity  of  the  Carlton,  I  drifted  into 
Birmingham.  A  vast  crowd  of  men 
was  pursuing  its  way  with  single  intent- 
iiess  of  purpose  in  one  direction.  They 
looked  neither  to  the  right  nor  to  the 
left.  They  did  not  even  look  at  me. 
My  curiosity  was  stimulated.  Where 
was  this  vast  crowd  drifting?  Moved 
by  a  whim,  I  followed  them.  This  was 
indeed  an  adventure.  What  on  earth 
was  going  to  happen  ? 

And  then  suddenly  it  flashed  on  me 
that  I  had  stumbled  upon  a  "  Test 
Match."  A  game  of  crickets  between  the 
glorious  manhood  of  this  happy  isle 
"set  in  a  silver  sea"  and  the  equally 
glorious  manhood  of  that  other  island, 
Australia.  In  my  boyhood  there  used 
to  be  a  calch  question  we  asked  one  of 
the  other,  "  Which  is  the  biggest  island 
in  the  world  ? "  When  the.  answer 
came,  "  Borneo,"  or  whatever  it  might 
be,  then  swift  as  a  razor-stroke  flashed 
the  triumphant  retort,  "  No,  Australia." 
Perhaps  the  objection  would  be  made, 
and  sustained  by  childish  recourse  to 
fisticuffs,  that  Australia  was  not  an 
island,  but  a  continent — I  cannot  re- 
member. At  any  rate  England  was  now 
playing  Australia  at  this  game  of  crickets, 
on  this  ground  at  Birmingham,  whither 
J  had  drifted. 

Two  men  armed  with  blades  of  willow 
stand  at  the  wickets.  Twoothers — clothed 
in  white  smocks,  the  emblem  of  Justice 
find  Truth  --stand  by  to  see  fair  play. 
The  ends  of  their  dark  trousers  project 
from  beneath  their  white  smocks  as  if  to 
show  that  they  are  but  human  after  all. 
Indeed  my  neighbour  informs  me  in  a 
whisper  that  when  just  now  old  LILLEY 
appealed  for  a  leg-snap  the  men  in  the 
white  smocks  would  not  allow  the 
appeal.  Verily,  to  err  is  human. 

''  Blooming  beggar  must  have  been 
blind,"  says  my  neighbour. 

I  tell  him  that  Justice  is  proverbially 
blind. 

Round  the  wickets  eleven  men  are 
placed  at  craftily  cunning  angles.  One 
of  them,  strange  to  say,  is  swathed  and 
gauntlet-ted,  though  the  day  is  warm. 
It  gives  him  a  strangely  overdressed 
appearance.  Yet  in  a  subtle  way  it 
makes  one  feel  that  whatever  comes  he 


will  bo  ready  for  it.  Beside  him  the 
others  look  bare,  unclothed.  Uproari- 
ously nude.  This  over-dressed  man  is  a 
very  JASON  among  them,  lie  reminds 
me  of  Pelican.  lie  reminds  me  of 
HARRY  LADDER. 

I  ask  my  neighbour  to  point  out 
this  LILLEY  to  me.  There  he  is,  over 
there.  It  is  our  swathed  and  gaunt- 
letted  friend.  The  over-dressed  man. 
So  that  is  GEORGE  LILLEY. 

The  ball  is  bowled.  It  flies  through 
the  air  with  the  swiftness  of  the  swallow 
and  the  subtle  swoop  of  the  snipe. 
The  batsman  flings  his  bat  at  it 
viciously,  as  one  slashes  at  a  thistle. 
There  is  a  click.  And  then  echoing 
over  the  sward  comes  LILLY'S  voice, 
"How's  that?" 

It  is  a  wonderful  voice,  of  a  modulated 
resonance  that  would  touch  a  TETRAZZINI 
to  tears.  It  has  echoing  deeps  in  it  like 
velvet  darkness,  and  the  syllables  are 
soft  plumes  of  sound.  On  the  upper 
register  it  writhes  into  discordance,  but 
on  the  lower  it  is  a  plastic  harmony. 
It  lingers  and  stirs  and  embraces  and 
clings.  It  stabs  but  leaves  no  scar.  It 

is  all  violet  voluptuousness.  It 1 

shall  get  it  soon  .  .  . 

There  is  a  r.igged  volley  of  appeal 
from  lesser  voices.  The  man  in  the 
white  smock  bites  it  into  silence.  "Out," 
he  snaps.  And  in  the  interval  of  waiting 
for  the  next  batsman  my  companion 
points  out  A.  C.  MACLAREN  to  me. 

So  that  is  MACLAREN.  "  ARTHDR,"  my 
neighbour  calls  him  familiarly.  It  is  a 
friendly  game,  this  game  of  crickets.  I 
shall  call  him  ARTHUR,  too.  Am  I  not 
initiate  now  ?  One  of  the  great  cricket- 
loving  manscape  of  England  ? 

ARTHUR  MACLAREN.  I  wonder  what  the 
"C"  stands  for.  COLUMBUS,  possibly; 
or  CATO.  No,  surely  it  is  CROMWELL — 
the  leader  of  men.  For  this  ARTHUR 
MACLAREN  dominates  his  fellows  as  a 
pretty  actress  at  the  Carlton  dominates 
the  swain  who  attends  her  thither.  He 
is  a  clean-cut  king  among  men.  One 
perceives  that  he  is  a  fighter,  iron-grey 
and  doughty.  He  should  be  wearing 
a  plume  in  his  helmet,  a  breastplate 
of  gold  ;  gleaming  greaves  should  be 
on  his  calves.  At  the  least  he  should 
have  the  leg  guards  and  gauntlets. 

He  stands  at  his  ease,  tosr.ing  the  jolly 
red  ball  from  one  hand  to  the  other.  If 
he  were  a  conjurer  he  would  turn  it  into 
a  rabbit.  One  feels  that  he  would  have 
made  a  good  conjurer,  and  that  it  would 
have  been  a  good  rabbit.  Now  I  look 
at  him  again  he  reminds  me  of  BERTRAM. 
He  has  the  nose  of  a  CAESAR.  It  stands 
out  like  a  cliff.  It  is  the  Seawfell  of 
nervous  vitality.  I  could  writo  a  book 
about  his  nose.  He  is  as  delightfully 
English  as  the  KAISSR  is  German.  You 
could  not  imagine  a  German  MACLAREN. 
He  reminds  me  of  BISMARCK.  I  have 


met  him  somewhere,  I  feel  certain ; 
perhaps  on  the  heights  of  Olympus, 
perhaps  at  the  Carlton.  He  stands  there, 
at  short  mid-wickets,  this  ARTHUR  MAC- 
UREV,  a  white  glamour  of  fluent  curves  ; 
and  it  would  take  a  SILVKSPKARIC,  a 
SHELLEY,  a  WATTS-DUSTON  to  sing  his 
praise. 

It  is  a  great  game,  our  game  of 
crickets.  The  rout  of  youth  climbs  its 
shattering  way  through  the  playing  fields 
of  Eton  to  the  headstrong  heights  of 
Tugela,  untainted  by  the  meretricious 
yesterdays.  Out  of  the  throat  of  the 
brutal  past  we  have  bitten  our  way  to 
chivalry.  Our  soul  is  toxic  with  the 
delight  of  battle,  aflame  with  the  acrid 
keenness  of  its  scent.  This  is  the 
effervescing  secret  of  our  inheritance. 
This  is  the  battle  of  nations — England 
against  Australia. 

[/•"or  latest  scores  sec  page  C.] 

A.  A.  M. 


MORE   "UNGOTTEN"    MINERALS. 

As  a  true  Englishman  and  patriot  my 
motto  is,  "  Every  (other)  Briton  must 
pay  his  income  tax."  My  objection  to 
Income  Tax  Commissioners  is  that  they 
persist  in  concentrating  their  attention 
on  me  instead  of  harrying  notorious 
evaders.  However,  of  one  thing  I  am 
certain — too  much  study  of  the  Budget 
proposals  is  unwise — especially  last  tliirg 
at  night. 

The  first  part  of  my  dream  was  not  so 
bad.  I  had  been  hunted  into  my  hen- 
roost-by  a  covetous  Chancellor.  With  a 
view  to  gaining  favour  in  his  Noncon- 
formist eyes  I  posed  as  a  Passive 
Resistor.  Unfortunately  this  did  not 
appeal  to  him  in  his  official  capacity. 
He  handed  me  an  Income  Tax  form  and 
sternly  bade  me  fill  it  up. 

This  was  quite  easy. 

Earned  income,  £300.  Income  derived 
from  houses,  buildings,  land,  roller 
skating  rinks,  Rand  mines,  tithe,  and 
breweries,  nil.  Total  Income,  £300,  from 
which  I  could  deduct  £150  on  account 
of  fifteen  children  all  under  the  age  of 
sixteen. 

Net  income  £150,  of  which  £100  is 
exempt  (which,  as  Euclid  would  observe 
in  his  concise  way,  is  absurd). 

Income  for  Taxation  purposes,  minus 
£10. 

I  drew  up  an  account  of  minus  £10  at 
9</ ,  and  said  politely  to  the  Chancellor, 
"  As  far  as  I  can  make  out  the  Govern- 
ment owes  me  7s.  Gil.  I  might  have 
charged  you  on  the  Is.  2d.  rate,  as  you 
have  not  earned  it,  but  I  am  a  patriot. 
Please  give  me  7s.  Qd.  and  eight  Dread-  \ 
nouyhts  at  once." 

The  Chancellor  scowled  at  the  form. 

"Ah!"  he  said,  "but  you  have  two 
rich  uncles  with  a  quarter  of  a  million 
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each.    There  must  bo  an  entry  under  the 
heading  of  I'ngotton  Minerals." 

"My  dear  ('lianeellor,"  I  protested, 
"  il  would  be  easier  for  a  ( 'hurcli  School 
truelier  to  extract  a  salary  frmn  a  \Velsli 
County  C'ouncil  than  for  me  to  raise  a 
solitary  sovereign  out  of  my  deplorably 
miserly  relatives." 

"  A  couple  of  strokes  of  a  pick-axe 
would  place  a!l  that  gold  at  your  dis 
pn.>al,"  lie  answered  grimly. 

"Hut  I  should  be  hanged!"  I  pro- 
tested feebly. 

'•  Von  call  yourself  a  patriot  and 
grudge  the  Government  its  Death  Unties, 
do  you?  One  halfpenny  in  ihe  £  on 
half  a  million  amounts  to  £1,011  13*.  'Id. 
I'lde^s  this  is  paid  in  fourteen  days 
immediate  distraint  will  be  made." 

But  the  dream  brightened  at  the 
finish,  for  I  had  a  consoling  vision  of 
an  auctioneer  attempting  to  raise  this 
sum  from  a  sale  of  my  rejected  MSS. 


UEDFORD  MUSAGETES. 

(After  Mallhcir  Arnold.) 

[The  following  lines  nre  supposed  to  ba 
:nMiv,s<-(l  to  Mr.  ItKiiKoiin  from  the  Afternoon 
Tin-litre  by  Mr.  HKUNAIID  SHAW,  who  accuses  the 
Censor  of  making  Tl>f  Merry  Widow  his 

M  uiil:u-'l  nf  ilranKii-ir 


NOT  here,  my  good  fellow  ! 

Are  plays  meet  for  you, 
But  where  Aldwych  is  hoisting 

Its  pomp  to  the  blue  ; 

Or  where  moon-smitten  millions 

Unceasingly  crowd 
At  the  entrance  of  Daly's— 

Go  there  and  be  proud. 

To  the  seats  on  the  house  top 

The  multitude  flock  ; 
They  are  fighting  (heir  hunger 

With  peppermint  rock. 

On  the  fiiiili'iitl  beneath  sits 
The  blue-blooded  swell  ; 

Ho  has  robed  him  and  dined  him 
Remarkably  well. 

What,  gowns  are  these  coming? 

What  hats,  and  by  whom? 
What  skirt-trains  outsweeping 

The  vacuum  broom? 

What  sweet-breathing  music 
I  nehastened  of  Time? 

What  liosen  illumed  by 
The  light  of  the  lime? 

"1'is  KhW.UiiiF.s  presenting 

His  loveliest  dream  ! 
They  all  were  stupendous, 

But  this  is  the  cream  ! 

]jn,  hero  is  the  drama 
Your  wits  understand  ; 

The  Muse  you  have  fostered 
And  foist  on  our  land  ! 

The  choruses  chirrup 
And  pass  to  the  wings  ; 


si    f  \.  A 
if  ,-t'    ^ 

ml  $  *  - 

'<^'  •'        ^^ 
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J^-r*  E«Aii^.«.  ^^ 


OUR    NERVY    DEGENERATES. 

Professional  (giving  a  lesnon  on  tlte  fir,t  yrern).  "Now  TAKK  VOCB  CLEE*,  Sm— TIIEK'H 

NOBODY   ABOUT — AND  TBV  A   FEW  SHOTS   BACK  TO   THE  TEE  !  " 

(Jon!  HORRIBLE!   COULDN'T  DO  IT — IT'S  LIKE  STROKIXI;  VELVET  THE  wuoxu  WAT!" 


The  wags  entertain  us 
And  somebody  sings. 

What  strife  do  they  tell  off? 

What  passions  expound  ? 
Why,  earth,  and  the  motive 

That  makes  her  go  round. 

First,  show  they  the  flirting 

Of  flappers,  and  then 
The  rest  of  existence, 

The  childhood  of  men  ; 

The  dance  in  its  daring, 
Tlio  Corybaut's  wreath  ; 

The  time-honoured  chestnut, 
The  Stars  and  their  teeth. 

'•Sussex:  40  for  1  Lunch."     Star. 
What  is  one  leg  and   a   slice  of   ham 

among  so  many? 


Notice  on  Yarmouth  (I-W.)  Pier  : — 
"  Any  |K>rHOii  going  on  the  pier  without  first 
producing  his  railway  ticket,  or  paying  the 
authorised  toll,  or  insulting  or  annoying  the 
piennaster  or  any  other  oflii-ial,  is  liable  to  a 
fine  of  £3  " 

With  such  a  choice  of  alternatives  the 
fine  should  not  often  l»e  incurred. 


S.P.C.K.N. 

"  An  exciting  fire  broke  out  yesterday  on  the 
premises  of  tne  Society  for  Promoting  Cliris- 
tian  Knowledge  in  Northumberland-avenue." — 
Daily  Mirror. 

A  similar  society  for  Whitefriars  would 
be  no  bad  thing. 

The  result  of  the  Derby  was  something 
of  a  paradox,  for  F.I>WAI;I-  nn:  Si:u.xra  was 
First  and  William  the  Fourth  was  Third. 
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DEVOTEES  OF   DISCORD   AT  QUEEN'S   HALL. 

TELEPATHY  OK  KLEPTOMANIA? 

WE  have  been  favoured — if  the  term  can  be  fittingly 
employed  in  such  a  context — with  an  advanced  proof  of  the 
analysis  of  a.  work  entitled  Ode  to  Discord,  perpetrated  by 
Sir  Charles  Stanford,  which  is  to  be  performed  by  the  New 


DESIGN  FOR  AN  ODE  TO  DISCORD. 

Symphony-  Orchestra  at  Queen's  Hall  on  the  <Jth  inst. 
We  have  been  spared  the  "  poem," — a  considerate  omission, 
to  judge  from  the  music,  which  is  throughout  in  an 
advanced  stage  of  de-composition,  but  the  perusal  of  this 
preliminary  document,  which  describes  the  Ode  as  "A 
Chimerical  Bombination  in  Four  Bursts,"  has  filled  us 
with  mingled  feelings,  in  which  anxiety  predominates. 
Thus  we  read  that  the  orchestra  will  be  reinforced  on  this 
occasion  "by  a  Hydrophone,  a  Tamburone  Bombastico,  a 
real  Jamboon,  and  a  Contrabass-Macaroon,"  while  the 
dramatis  persona  include  "  Chromatic  Brigands,  Double- 
sharpers,  Contrapunters,  and  syncopated  Suffragetti."  This 
is  bad,  but  worse  follows.  Thus  in  the  opening  movement 
a  reference  to  waterfalls  is  suggested  "  by  the  soft '  swishing ' 
(to  borrow  a  graphic  Eton  phrase)  of  the  Hydrophone,"  while 
in  the  Second  Burst  our  attention  is  called  to  the  following 
"  beautiful  progression  on  the  trumpets  : — 


which  passes  into  a  resumption  of  the  main  theme  (No.  7)  in 
E  flat  minor,  and  shortly  after  in  E  major,  where  the  Trombones, 
the  bloodhounds  of  the  orchestra,  triumphantly  bay  it  out  in 
full  force."  The  Burst  ends  with  the  impressive  Invocation 
of  the  Bass  Tuba,  which  enters  with  a  booming  roar,  and,  after 
striking  the  astonished  firmament  and  rebounding  therefrom. 


(No.  10.) 


descends  (by  request)  to  his  lowest  note 


(No.  11.)         — - 


The  Third  Movement  or  Burst  partakes  of  the  nature  of  an 
Oasis  in  a  Grand  Sahara  of  Cacophony,  but  in  the  Finale,  to 
quote  from  the  analysis,  "  the  forces  of  Discord  again  awake, 
and  their  resuscitation  is  indicated  by  a  Prelude  founded  on 
snatches  of  a  theme  which  continually  dominates  the  move- 
ment. This  subject  is  admittedly  a  chromatic  version  of  the 
well-known  Volkslied, 

'  Wir  vrolleu  niclit  l>is  Alorgfn  friih 
Nach  llause  wiciler  gehen' 

will    not     go    home    again    until    early     to-morrow 


'We 


(literally, 
morning'), 

as  will  be  evident  from  the  following  quotations  :— 

:         ^j^— F_  j  jg_^ g-^i-fa 

Wir    wol  -  len  nicht  bis    Mor  -  gen      friih  Nach  Hau  •  se 

i 

^^IS^IPM 


wic  -  der   ge     -      hen, 


and 


(NO.  is),  gh»- 3* — -<f—  a  -$*  -*=[=• — ^— : 

Wol -len  niclit  bis  Mor-gen  friih  Nach  Hau-se  wie-der    pehen, 

the  first  being  the  subject  of  a  fugue,  in  which  the  '  blithe 
Anarchs  '  disport  themselves  to  the  manner  born.  Tlie 
booming  of  the  Chima?ra,  personified  by  the  Tuba  Mirabilis, 
is  heard  through  the  tumult,  while  the  chromatic  scales  of 
the  Anarchs  crowd  round  it.  As  the  welter  proceeds,  phrases 
from  the  main  theme  of  Burst  the  Second  (No.  7)  appear,  the 
approach  of  a  climax  being  heralded  by  the  organ-tuner's 
scale,  ascending  step  by  step,  all  three  themes  combining  at 
the  longed-for  appearance  of  '  the  Hideous.'  The  Volkslied 
now  rears  its  hitherto  diminished  head  in  an  augmented 
form,  when  the  movement  reaches  the  key  (more  recognisable, 
perhaps,  by  its  signature  of  one  sharp  than  by  its  sound)  of 
G  major  ;  the  solemn  notes  of  the  organ  accentuate  the  piety 
of  the  throng, 


and  a  series  of  strepitously  explosive  augmented  fifths  leads 
to  the  high-water  mark  of  sonority,  where  the  unhappy 
Volkslied  is  thundered  out  in  both  forms,  simultaneously 
dovetailed. 


LW_u_JI 


f*T~s  T 


=t^=rp=szijs== 

ITS-       V^t          I 


A  short  allusion  to  the  theme  (No.  7),  a  rush  of  descending 
chromatic  diminished  fifths,  and  a  swirl  of  the  Hydrophone 
indicate  the  sudden  hush  of  the  Anarchs  as  they  hear  their 
inevitable  fate  approaching.  Then  the  Outraged  Volkslied 
asserts  itself  on  the  Horns  of  its  Dilemma  in  its  true  Diatonic 
colours : — 
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.    "THERE'S   SO  SEED  TO   STASD,   SlB.      PlKSIY    OF    ROOM    IT    IX    H;..\l 


(No. 


Honu. 


:.  .  J  i   :.Ei=iS 


and  the  Trumpets  also  are  just  expressing  their  determina- 
tion to  put  off  tbeir  return  home  until  the  Diatonic  Daylight, 


(No.  12.) 


when  the  Goddess  once  more  comes  to  the  rescue  of  the 
affrighted  Anarchs,  and  with  a  fortissimo  'Hence,  loathed 
melody,'  and  a  shout  of  reprobation  from  the  Chorus,  the  last 
vestige  of  Tonality  departs." 

Enough  has  been  quoted  to  indicate  the  nature  of  this 
appalling  work.  But  what  Mi:  Punch  wants  to  know  is 
whether  such  onslaughts  ought  to  be  allowed  to  be  made 
on  the  unprotected  tympana  of  the  British  public  with 
impunity?  Ought  composers  to  be  permitted  to  tax  the 
systems  of  performers  without  being  super-taxed  in  turn? 
riic>i>  are  only  a  few  of  the  thoughts  prompted  by  a  perusal 
of  tins  blood-curdling  analysis.  And  this  is  not  merely  a 
question  of  national  hygiene.  Graver  issues  are  involved  by 
the  composer's  unscrupulous  use  of  themes  clearly  borrowed, 
though  in  perverted  form,  from  composers  who  in  most  cases 
are  no  longer  able  to  protest  against  this  treatment.  Tele- 
pathy can  hardly  explain  this  op-lifting  from  BEETHOVEN  and 
W\I,M:II.  Kleptomania  is  probably  the  most  charitable 
excuse  that  can  be  put  forward. 

Mr.  Punch  notes  in  conclusion  that  this  lurid  forecast  of 


the  music  of  the  future  has  been  appropriately  illustrated  by 
the  pencil  of  an  artist  named  Moiiitow.  The  scene  depicted 
is  that  of  the  Shrine  of  Discord,  in  which  the  goddess,  holding 
her  notorious  apple  in  one  hand  and  a  broken  tuning-fork  in 
the  other,  surveys  the  orgies  of  her  votaries  with  contorted 
features  and  eyeballs  askew.  Note  in  the  foreground  the 
ignominious  exit  of  the  old  masters— MOZART,  HAYDN,  BEET- 
HOVEN, etc. — one  of  them  minim  an  ear,  and  all  deluged  by 
streams  of  water  ejected  from  the  nozzle  of  the  hydrophone. 


Westminster  Abbey. 

FOR  whom  shall  England's  high  memorial  fane 
Offer  a  resting-place  of  hallowed  stone 

When  they  have  nobly  lived  their  destined  span  ? 
The  nation  speaks  her  choice,  but  speaks  in  vain  ; 
The  final  verdict  lies  with  one  alone — 
A  Mr.  ROBINSOX,  a  clergyman. 

Trousers  as  Foot-warmers. 
From  a  testimonial  to  a  leather  company  : — • 
"  There   lias   never   l>een   the  slightest  suspicion  of  dampness,  ami 
what  I  think  of  as  much  importance   when    alternating  runs  of  fonr 
and  five  miles   in  the  motor,  with  short  walks   through  deep  slosh, 
my   f. ,  t  Imvf    remained    dry  and    warm  throughout,  as  made  on  the 
principles  y.m  ^iggestnl  a:i<l  worn  inside  the  trousers." 


"In  an  aside  Mr.  H.-aly  e\|.iv-*-.l  tlie  .•onviotiou  that  the  Budg.-t  is 
wrong,  look,  stock,  and  barrel."  --Daily  L'lirunide. 

Especially  barrel. 
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WHITSUNTIDE    MANOEUVRES. 
C.O.  "FK— BAYONETS!" 

Sergeant-Major.   "  KEG   I-AIIUON,   SIR,   I-'KADIS'   WITHOUT  BAYONETS.     OrtnEit    FROM   HEAD-QUARTERS   IIETUBN    ALL  BAYONETS   TO   STOBE 

LAST    WEEK."  C'.O.    "OH,    YES,    YES,    MY    MISTAKE.       UNFIX  — BAYONETS  !" 


MY    MILLIONAIRE. 

("Everything  was  worthy  (I  a   millionaire  of  cultivated  taste."  —  The 
\\'c*liii'ni»lci-  <tn:ette.) 

I  HOPR  I  am  a  modest  man  :  I  do  not  brag  aloud 

Of  all  the  things  that  give  me  joy  or  might  have  made  me 

proud ; 

But  yet '-I  cannot  doubt  it  gives  the  mildest  man  an  air 
To  know  that  he  has  spoken  to  a  solid  millionaire. 

.j.  .1 
This  bliss  was  mine;  my  wealthy  friend   was  not  as  others 

are : 

He  had  a  jewelled  holder  for  his  seven-inch  cigar ; 
His  Albert  chain  was  thick  with  gems,  his  fingers  teemed 

with  rings, 
And  on  his  chest  were  diamond  stars  and  other  costly  things. 

His  waistcoats  were  a  sight  to  see  ;  their  buttons  were  of 

gold; 
His  shirts  were  trimmed  with  yards  of  lace,  light-brown  and 

very  old. 
His  bath-taps  ran  with  ruby  wine,  and  when  he  combed  his 

hair 
With  golden  combs  you  felt  he  was  indeed  a  millionaire. 

I  cannot  tell  the  thousand  things  that  went  to  make  him 

great: 

The  sums  he  paid  in  income-tax  ;  the  cost  of  his  estate ; 
His  motor-cars  and  newspapers — he  ran  the  lot  for  fun — 
And  all  the  moneyed  deeds  he  did,  and  all  he  could  have 

done. 


His  butler  was  a  ruined  Du-ke  ;  his  footmen,  you  could  see, 
Were  youths  of  ancient  lineage  and  very  high  degree. 
His  housemaids  were  a  giddy  throng  of  twenty  titled  girls, 
And  every  day  his   boots  were  brushed   by  Marquises  or 
Earls. 

Of  course  you  know  the  reason  well:  Li/iVD-CironcE  had  taxed 

them  all  ; 
Willi  one  accord  they  left  their  Park,  their  Castle  or  their 

Hall ; 

Gave  tip  the  smiling  pleasauces  they  formerly  had  graced, 
And  chose  to  serve  a  millionaire  of  cultivated  taste. 

Things  are  not  as  they  used  to  be— somehow  they  never  were; 
These  Budget  days  are  dark  for  all,  since  all  must  pay  a 

share  ; 

But  from  my  mind  one  memory  can  never  be  effaced — • 
My  meeting  with  a  millionaire  of  cultivated  taste. 


It  may  be  remembered  that  a  fortnight  ago  we  commented 
upon  the  disposition  of  parts  of  the  Hertford  crew  to  train 
independently  of  each  oilier,  and  recommended  them  to  meet 
during  the  races.  We  now  read  in  The  Sportsman  : — 

"  On  Thursday  Queen's,  through  a  mishap  in  the  boat,  lost  a  place  !o 
Hertford,  but  the  latt"r  made  amends  on  this  occasion,  and,  gaining 
rapidly  by  the  Weirs  Bridge,  caught  Hertford  as  the  boats  were  coming 
out  of  th;  Gut." 

From  which  it  would  seem  that  they  took  our  advice.     On 
the  other  hand  (to  quote  the  same  paper)  :• — • 
"  University  2  finished  a  long  way  behind  University  2." 


PUNCH,   OR  THE  LONDON   CHARIVARI.— JINK  i',  1909. 


A    'SIXTEEN   MILLION'    POUNDER. 


MR.  LLOYD-GEORGE.  "OF  COURSE,  I  SHALL  LAND  HIM  ALL  RIGHT.     THE  ONLY  QUESTION  IS  WHEN?" 
1SONALLY  I  'M  GAME  TO  PLAY  WITH  YOU  TILL  WELL  ON  INTO  THE  AUTUMN." 


THE  Fisn.  "  WELL,  PERSONALLY 
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CCQCMOF      f\C     DAOt   IAMCTMT  N"    ""''le     lord    (and    Very    feW    1|OII> 

ESSENCE  OF  PARLIAMENT.  M,.M,U,,SI.  having  answered  his  own 
EiTRA-.TKD  FROM  TUB  DIART  OF  TOBT,  M.P.  ,  question,  would  immediately  after  re- 
//. in*,'  ,,/  /..IP/',  M<ni' l'ii/,  Miiy  -\.  In  suming  liis  seat  jump  up  again  and 

remark,  "Arising  out  of  that  reply,  1 

beg  to  ask  whether ,"  and  so  on. 

It  happened  that  shortly  before  this 
happy   thought    struck    LOVAT    in   the 
il>nds  a  new   turn   was  given   to  Ques- 
tions in  tho  Commons  by  action  of  the 
Pin MI-:  MiMsiKit.     DR.  FELL,  round  whose 
personality  still  lingers  mental  mistiness 
:  as  to  why  he  should  not  Ixj  personally 
I  lovable,  attempted  to  pose  PRKMIKK  with 
inquiry  as  to  how  he  reached  the  con- 
clusion that  9\d.  was  the  average  rate  of 
Ineome  Tax  paid  last  year. 

"Sir,"  said  the  PIWMIKH,  "tho  figure 
,  of  DJI/.   is  arrived  at  by  dividing   the 
'  total  yield  of  the  tax  by  the  aggregate 
income  of  taxable  persons  coming  under 
review  by  the  Commissioners  of  Inland 
Hevenue.      The  other   figures  are  ob- 
tained by  multiplying  the  figure  of  '.i.!</. 
by  the  estimated  yield  in  a  full  year  of 
the   tax  after  the   proposed   alterations 
have  been  made,  excluding  and  includ- 


Tin:  HISTORIAN  OF  SCOTCU  WHISKY. 

"  I  say,  Mr.  Sprakcr,  without  fear  of  contra- 
diction, that  it  is  without  exception  the  finest, 
the  best,  etc.,  etc."— ad  injinititm. 

i  Sir  Henry  L'raik) 

moment  of  happy  inspiration,  Lord 
LOVAT,  sixteenth  Baron,  fell  upon  a  way 
that  seems  to  point  to  revolu- 
tion in  procedure.  Had  on  the 
paper  a  question  addressed  to 
I.'NDKRSKCHETADV  FOII  WAH  touch- 
ing details  of  Territorial  Force. 
Having  submitted  it,  he  re- 
marked that  it  was  hopeless 
to  expect  information  from  the 
( iovermnent. 

"  I  shall  therefore,"  he  said, 
"  endeavour  to  answer  the  ques- 
tion myself; "  and  straightway 
proceeded  to  do  so. 

Of  course  the  principle  un- 
derlying this  innovation  is  not 
new.  Readers  of  Dombey  and 
•Sou  remember  how  the  eldest 
of  Dr.  Blimber*!  pupils  at 
Brighton  chiefly  occupied  his 
time  in  writing  long  letters 
to  himself  from  persons  of 
distinction,  addressed  "  P. 
Toots,  Esq.,  Brighton,  Sussex." 
Never  before  has  it  been 
applied  to  the  business  of 
Parliament.  Its  advantages  are 
obvious.  Valuable  time  will  be 
saved  to  overworked  ollieials  of 
the  State  who  now  spend  their 
early  mornings  in  preparing 
answers  to  multifarious  ques- 
tions, the  large  majority  trivially 
controversial.  It  will  avoid 
heated  temper;  above  all.  will 
stay  the  pestilence  of  supplc- 
l  mentary  questions. 


la--.!     \\i>rd     in     the    stupendous    seeum 

Helld-nee     \\.IS     sj.nki-11,     lie    e|ap|«'d      hi 

hands  to  liis  head  and  stared  into 


ing  the  super-tax,  and  dividing  by  its 
estimated  yield  on  the  existing  basis." 

Dit.  FELL'S  countenance,  as  this  pains- 
taking explanation  proceeded,  was  a 
pleasing  study.  As  the  syllables  fell  in 
slow  utterance  stonier  and  stonier  grew 
its  absence  of  expression.  When  the 


n 


•  il.TTIXO   A   BIT   .\ll\ED. 

Tim  Healy  lunches  at  "  Tho  Hull." 

Mr.  Ili'aly,  infuriated  by  Mr.  Ilaro'd  Col,  who  had  llirown 
"chunks  of  .lolm  Stuart  Mill  "at  hi*  head,  exclaimed  with  i  as- 
Kionate  fervour  that  "//icy  [the  ]ri.-h]had  to  wear  the  shoe,  and  all 
they  knew  was  lhat  the  proof  of  tho  |-mldiii£  was  in  the  eating." 


Tin:  PII  \MnoN  01-  Onusii  WH-II-ISKY. 

Tay  Pay  explains  that  the  reason  «i  its 
superiority  (ixic*  Sir  John  Denrar  and  olh>  r*  !i 
to  Scotch  Whisky  is  that  it  "lies  idle  so  much 
longer."  (The  mere  mention  of  the  matter  will 
probably  Iw  sufficient  to  incite  the  Irish  con- 
sumer to  remedy  this  national  shortcoming.) 

Here  is  another  useful  hint.    If 
forthcoming  holidays  ADMIRAL 

will  prepare  for  M\N<;VH.I.'S- 
Qi'Esrioxs  ASHIJCY  a  few  answers 
constructed  on  this  model,  it 
would  lead  to  the  saving  of 
precious  time  and  would  earn 
the  gratitude  of  Members  whose 
questions  standing  lower  down 
on  the  list  are  habitually  cut 
out  by  his  expansive  curiosity. 
In  this  particularly  hard  case  the 
dose  would  have  to  be  repeated 
daily  for  perhaps  a  week.  At 
end  of  that  time  it  would  cer- 
tainly prove  effective. 

Business  done.  —  Spirit  Duty 
Resolution  carried  over  Report 
stage. 

House  of  <  'ommon*,  Tuesday. 
—  TIM  HEALY  l»ck  again,  bring- 
ing his  sheaves  with  him  in 
the  form  of  choice  invective. 
Has  his  periods  of  "retreat," 
too  long  and  too  frequent  for  the 
House.  Compensation  found  in 
the  force  and  energy  with  which 
he  lets  himself  go  when  he 
ilnips  in  on  the  old  familiar 
scene.  To-day  he  finds  question 
of  Irish  tobacco  to  the  fore. 
Ireland  in  unaccustomed  mood 
wants  something  from  the  Trea- 
sury ;  a  rebate  on  the  duty  of 
eightpence  in  the  pound  on 
home-grown  tobacco  would  do  to 
goon  with.  Lix>YD-GK"i:i.r.  sym- 
pathetic but  shocked.  Why,  Mich 
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an  arrangement  would  lie  pure  Protec- 
tion !  In  the  form  of  a  grant  something 
.ven  more  liberal  might  be  clone — lias 
indeed  been  conceded,  and  Ireland  has 
[or  several  years  benefited  by  it. 

TIM  consumed  with  wrath  at  this 
evasion.  Protection  pleased  him  not, 
nor  Free  Trade  either. 

'They  are  both  false,"  he  said,  with 
that  impartiality  that  marks  the  really 
1-irge  mind.  "  There  is  nothing  right  or 
wrong  about  either.  What  suits  you  is 
best." 

Irishmen   were    in    the   most   advan- 


KITOIIF.N  COMMITTEE,  on  MARK  ]»CK\Y<OI>: 
(Colonel),  as  VICE-CHAIRMAN,  the  storm; 
fell.  It  seems  that  in  overweening  i 
confidence  in  impregnability  of  their 


MAHS    AND  VENUS. 


Budget  the  Kitchen  Committee  clapped  j  interposed 
a  penny  on  the  price  of  a  full  glass  of  I  wilt  \n< 


tageoua   position  for  knowing  whether  tot  .Rights.    Kitchen  Committee  promptly 


Ireland  was  well  treated  or  not. 

\Ve  have  to  wear  the  shoe,"  cried 
TIM,  slinking  a  fearsome  forefinger  at 
the  cringing  figure  of  the  CHANCELLOR 
OF  TIIF.  EXCHEQUER,  "and  all  we  know  is 
that  the  proof  of  the  pudding  is  in  the 


[Mr.  HAI.HANK.  while  occupying  the  chair  at  a 
lecture  l>y  I'rofessur   MASIEUM\N,  had  occasifjn 
e    t'j  speak  of  the  "general  will   as  embodied  in 
position  immediately  on  introduction  oi    thl,  ,Stak,  .U1(1  ;  s  j,istitiiti  us."    A  Snflra-.tt,- 

ith  the   remark   that  "  the  general 
:led    the   will    of   the  women."     Mr. 

whiskv"  with  glaring  absence  of  uiathe- i  HALI>ANK  expressed  a  hope  that  "the  ladies 
matical  precision  adding  a  similar  sum  to  ,  «™ild  _be  silent,  othenr,  -  it  would  be  h,s 
i    it     •  T,    .  -11  !  obligation  to  interpret  this  general  will.      Sul>- 

the  halt  glass.     But  even  the  worm  will ,       «ntlv  hp  ]la(,  „', .,     li(.c  *,„,.,,  in  aml  after 

turn.      There   followed   an    outburst  ot ,  the ^1^,11,  and  final  ejection,  declared  that  he 
angry  indignation,  for  parallel  to  which    i,ad  always  voted  for  women's  suffrage.] 
SARK   says   you  must  go   back   to  the  "  yol.  speak!  Mr.  HAI.I.AXK,"  a  Suffragette 
t-pocli  that  saw  birth  given  to  the  Bill  s;l-|t| 

"  Of  the  Will  of  the  People,  whole- 
sale, 

But  has  the  idea  ever  entered  your  head 
That '  the  People  '  are  not  only  male  ?  " 

"The  People  are  those,"  Mr.  HAI.RVNE 

replied, 
"  Whom  the  Vote  has  endowed  with  a 

Will ; 
And  until  to  extend  it  to  you  we 

dtcide, 

You  have  no  right  to  ask  it — 
Be  still !  " 

"  You  incline  to  our  part — or  you 

say  that  you  do— 
And   our  wrongs  you  profess 

to  deplore, 
Yet  when  we  endeavour  to  ask 

if  it 's  true — 

We  are  promptly  put  out  at  the 
door !  " 


hauled  down  their  Hag  halfway.  The 
supertax  was  reduced  one  halfpenny. 
This  did  not  wholly  pacify. 

Challenged  across  floor  of  House  by 
ItoMKRT  HODART,  MARK  LocKwooD  ap- 
peared at  the  Table,  metaphorically  in  a 
white  sheet,  and  endeavoured  to  explain 


things  away.     He  admitted  that  even  the 


eating. 

This  suggestion  of  a  sort  of  shoe 
pudding,  or  of  four-and-twenty 
high-lows  baked  in  a  pie,  per- 
plexed the  crowded  House.  Al-  ( 
ready  its  withers  had  been 
wrung  by  the  testimony  of  Mr. 
(lon.iHXc.  based  on  the  opinion 
of  an  expert,  as  to  the  peculiar 
quality  01  tobacco  grown  in  Ire- 
land. It  seems  thai  a  cow  could 
fill  herself  (as  if  she  were  a  pipe) 
with  the  home-grown  plant  and 
"  would  not  have  a  pain." 
Whereas  if  the  same  discrimi- 
nating quadruped  wore. to  browse 
on  American  •  tobacco-  plants 
"the  results  would'  be  devas- 
tating." 

All  this  was  plain  failing  com- 
pared with  TIM'S  mystic  sugges- 
tion of  the  top  boot  or  blucher 
pudding. 

The    speech    stirred    the    somnolent  increase  of  a  halfpenny  per  glass  would 


"  I  owe  to  my  office  this  difficult 


UNDER  ONE  FLAG  (-STONE)  ! 

An  ardent,  patriotic  subscriber  enjoying  Tlie  Timet 
Empire-Day  Supplement. 


By  the  General  Will  to  abide  ; 
But  I  sympathise  deeply  with  all 

that  you  ask  — 
So  long  as  you  're  safely  out- 

side !  " 


House  like  a  sudden  gust  of  wind.  Cer- 
tainly it  blew  from  the  north-east,  but 
was  wholesome  in  its  energy  and  fresh- 
ness. Through  its  truculence,  its  ram- 
pant raging  at  England  and  all  that  is 
(English,  there  sounded  one  fine  note  of 
simple  eloquence.  "England,"  TIM  said, 
in  voice  trembling  with  suppressed 
emotion,  "  has  done  her  best  to  turn  the 
perfumed  garden  of  Ireland  into  a 
blackened  potato  patch." 

Business  done. — More  Budget  Reso- 
lutions carried  over  Report  stage. 

Thursday. — A  fortnight  ago  entry  was 
made  in  this  diary  forecasting  revolt 

Kitchen 


gainst    iniquitous    action    of 
ommittee   in    making    haste 


to   raise 


price  of  whisky  consequent  on  higher 
Budget  impost.  As  was  then  pointed 
out,  it  is  one  thing  to  legislate  for  a  mob 
of  outsiders,  quite  another  when  you 
find  result  of  your  action  in  insistent 
demand  of  waiter  for  another  halfpenny 
per  glass  of  your  favourite  refresher. 
,  In  regretted  absence  of  CHAIRMAN  OF 


leave  the  purvet'ors  not  only  free  from  the 
CHANCELLOR  OF  THE  EXCHEQUER'S  impost 
lamented  by  "  the  Trade,"  but  would 
yield  a  slight  increase  of  profits.  On  the 
other  hand  must  be  taken  into  account 
the  virtue  of  inculcating  temperance 
by  limiting  the  expenditure  of  lion. 
Members  upon  alcoholic  drinks.  Finally, 
and  this  was  the  Colonel's  great  point, 
"  Members  can  avoid  paying  the  odd 
halfpenny  by  purchasing  two  portions 
at  the  same  time." 

That  fetched  'em.  Idea  had  never 
suggested  itself.  When  put  forward  in 
the  simple  language  at  MARK'S  command 
it  was  so  obvious.  Good-humour  im- 
mediately restored.  Members  of  Kitchen 
Committee  are  able  once  more  to  meet 
for  the  despatch  of  business  in  their 
own  room,  a  custom  intermitted  of  late 
owing  to  the  hovering  round  the  spot  of 
dangerous-looking  pickets. 

business  done. — House  adjourns  for 
Whitsun  recess.  Back  again  this  day 
week. 


"  A  very  fine  basket  of  trout  was  obtained  by 
the  Rev.  Mr.  Cunningham,  Edinburgh,  last 
week.  The  basket  scaled  about  5  lb.,  sjme  of 
the  trout  averaged  J  oz.  and  J  07..  respectively." 
— L'eririrk  Adrcil'.ser. 

Here  at  last  is  a  fishing  story  which  we 
could  almost  have  believed  but  for  the 
two  averages  and  the  "respectively." 


The  Climbers. 

"  Resolved  —  That   the    Borough    Surveyor 
obtain  lenders  for  dashing  up  the  walls  of    this 


property,  a 


nd  submit  same  to  the  next  meet- 


ug." — [.oral  Paper, 

We    beg    to  submit   a  tender  o£    five 
pounds  to  see  him  do  it. 


What  to  do  with  our  High-water  Marks. 

From  a  letter  in  The  Western  Morning 
Neics : — 

"And  the  high-water  mark  of  indignation  is 
raised  to  its  zenith  when  an  official  residence 
is  used  for  a  Frenchman's  .showroom." 


JIM:  L',   I'.tO'.l.l 
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HINTS    TO    YOUNG    ANGLERS. 


TllE   IlKCINShlt    Mloll.li   ALWAYS    DUIltloW   TACKLE. 
AKI'IJI  THIAL,   NOT  TO  COSTISfK  TIIK   I'l  Ksrn  . 


It    WILL    SAVE    iMV    A    LOT    OF    VXSKl 'iXiUJV    EXI'KNSE    IN    Till:    EVCXT    f'F    HIS    C>l.(  IlilS'fi. 


EVERY  HOME  ITS  OWN  LAW-COURT. 

JAXK  v.  PICKLES  ANI>  OTHEIIS. 

THIS  case  came  before  7Vipn  and  Uncle 
Tol'i/,  L.,1,1.,  being  an  appeal  from  a 
decision  of  Nurse,  J.,  in  the  domestic 
divisional  court  on  the  previous  day. 
Aunt  Selina,  K.('.,  appeared  for  the 
appellant,  and  Cousin  Teaser,  K.I'. 
(with  him  Jtobby),  for  the  respondents, 
who  were  sued  through  Mamma,  their 
next  friend. 

It  appeared  that  on  the  afternoon  of 
March  llth  the  respondent  Fiel;le#,  aged 
eiiiht,  with  two  others  of  lesser  age,  were  ! 
left  in  t he  nursery  under  t lie  charge  of  the  } 
appellant,  dining  the  temporary  absence' 
<il  \m-ne.     They  had  in  their  possession 
a  silver  coin  of  the  realm,  to  wit  a  six- 
pence, which   during   the   course   of  a 
series  of  unlawful  frolics  the  respondent 
I'ichlrs,  aided  and  abetted  by  the  other 
respondents,    wilfully    and    maliciously 
dropped  down  the  back  of  the  appellant. 
The  latter  with  some  difficulty  shook  the 
said  coin  from  her  person  and   appro-  i 
priated    it.      An    action    was    at    once  | 


commenced  before  Nurse,  J.,  on  her 
return.  It  was  argued  on  behalf  of  the 
defendant  that  the  action  of  the  plain- 
tiffs in  so  disposing  of  the  sixpence 
clearly  amounted  to  a  constructive  gift 
of  the  money  to  the  person  down  whose 
back  it  was  dropped.  On  the  other 
hand  it  was  contended  for  the  plaintiffs 
that  on  account  of  their  tender  age  by  a 
legal  presumption  they  were  irresponsible 
for  their  actions,  and  that  in  any  cast- 
there  was  iusufiicient  evidence  of  malice. 
This  view  was  upheld  by  Nume.  J.,  who 
ordered  that  the  money  be  forthwith 
restored  and  that  the  defendant  pay  the 
costs  of  the  application.  Against  this 
decision  Jane  appealed. 

Ainil  Minn.  A'.( .'.,  for  tlie  api>eUant. 
The  parting  with  the  coin  by  bestowing 
it  upon  the  person  of  her  client  was 
undoubtedly  a  constructive  gift,  even 
though  it  was  not  so  intended  by  the 
respondents.  Moreover,  there  was  ample 
evidence  of  sufficient  malice  to  rebut  the 
presumption  in  favour  of  the  re-.- pen- 
dents. Previous  to  the  act  over  much 
the  dispute  arose  they  had  clearly  lieeii 


endeavouring  to  cause  annoyance  and 
discomfort  to  the  appellant.  She  had 
been  led  by  fraudulent  representations 
into  consuming  a  chocolate  biscuit  from 
which  the  sandwiched  sweetmeat  had 
been,  removed,  pepper  having  been 
substituted  in  its  place.  Counsel  was 
not  sure  that  the  respondents  were  not 
indictable  for  the  administration  of 
noxious  drugs. 

Cousin  Tenner,  K.C.,  objected.  Pepper 
was  not  a  noxious  drug.  The  condiment 
in  ij  nest  ion  had  been  provided  for  the 
use  of  the  family  by  his  learned  friend 
herself,  and  if  it  were  in  any  way 
noxious  she  (his  learned  friend)  was 
indictable  in  the  first  instance. 

The  objection  was  allowed. 

Cousin  Teaser,  K.C.,  addressed  the 
Court  with  great  confidence  and  a  smut 
on  his  nose.  He  wondered  that  his 
learned  friend  had  the  face 

Aunt  Selina  ( interrupt  iwj)  was  sorry 
that  her  learned  friend  had  such  a  poor 
apology  for  one. 

CVmsin  Teaser  did  not  understand. 
A  poor  apology  for  what  ? 
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Aunt  Sdina.  For  a  face.  (Hysteria.) 

I  'ncle  Toby,  L.J.  This  court  is  not  a 
theatre.  If  this  disgraceful  disturbance 
occurs  again  I  will  have  it  cleared. 

Cousin  Teaser.  The  exhibition  of 
puerile  wit  upon  which  the  appellant 
n-lied  to  will  her  claim  was  in  itself 
sufficient  proof  of  the  weakness  of  the 
case.  He  would  however  call  one  wit- 
ness who,  he  hoped,  would  set  their 
lordships'  minds  at  rest  once  for  all. 

'llio  witness  Cook  was  then  called, 
and  deposed  that  that  there  Jane  was 
a  greedy  gal,  she  was,  and  never  did 
appreciate  the  pore  little  innercents  in 
their  little  pranks,  as  one  might  say. 
Boys  would  be  boys. 

Aunt  Selina  objected  to  this  part  of 
the  evidence  as  irrelevant.  What  was 
required  from  witness  was  fact,  and 
not  aphorisms  however  original. 

Cook  (resuming)  farther  deposed  that 
it  weren't  out  o'  no  sense  o'  right  and 
wrong  that  appellant  had  retained 
the  disputed  money,  but  because  she 
(appellant^  were  that  spiteful.  If  she 
(appellant)  had  had  St.  Paul's  crammed 
down  her  back  she  'd  'a'  kep'  it,  she 
would. 

Aunt  Sellna  (cross-examining).  You 
state  that  whatever  had  been  pushed 
down  this  unfortunate  girl's  back  by 
these  depraved  young  scoundrels  she 
would  have  appropriated  ? 

Cook  (emphatically).  Whiclilcertingly 
does. 

Aunt  Selina.  Have  you  ever  known 
the  respondents  to  place  chattels  or  even 
hereditaments  down  people's  back  on 
previous  occasions  ? 

Cook  didn't  know  about  chattels  and 
suchlike,  but  she  distinctly  remembered 
that  respondents  liad  treated  her  in  the 
same  manner  one  day  last  month  with  a 
live  frog,  which  she  didn't  mind,  bless 
their  litile  hearts,  and  made  witness  larf 
something  crool  it  did  to  see  the  pore 
thing  leppin'  about  all  over  her  (wit- 
ness's) kitching. 

Aunt  Selina  (impressively).  Did  the 
respondents  on  that  occasion  evince  the 
slightest  desire  to  retain  the  frog  in 
tj  uestion  ? 

Cook.  They  said  it  was  a  Valentine, 
bein',  as  I  remember,  the  fourteenth  o' 
Febuerry. 

Aunt  Selina.  My  Lords,  I  need  not 
further  trouble  you.  Respondents'  own 
witness  has  admitted  that  under  pre- 
cisely similar  circumstances  the  object 
in  question  was  a  gift — nay  more,  a 
sentimental  gift.  I  leave  the  issue  to 
your  lordships'  discretion. 

Cousin  Teaser  interposed,  but 

Papa,  L.J.,  summing  up,  was  of  the 
opinion  that  the  respondents  had  clearly 
proved  their  own  liability. 

Undo  Toby,  L.J.,  concurred. 

•Appeal  upheld. 


Respondents,  who  had  on  more  than 
one  occasion  throughout  the  action  been 
detected  and  reproved  for  making  un- 
seemly grimaces  at  the  opposing  Counsel, 
were  ordered  to  pay  the  costs,  and  left 
the  court  in  tears.  It  was  later  uu- 
oiliciully  understood  that  on  urgent 
representations  from  their  next  friend 
the  Court  had  been  induced  to  indem- 
nify the  respondents  out  of  its  own 
pockets.  

IN  THE   SHILLING  SEATS. 
Scene — LORD'S. 

First  New  Comer.  Hullo,  is  that  you  ? 

Second  N.  C.  Yes. 

First  N.  C.  What  arc  you  doing 
here  ? 

Second  N.  C.  I  just  came  to  see  the 
Australians. 

First  N.  C.  Are  you  alone  ? 

Second  N.  C.  Yes. 

First  N.  C.  Come  and  sit  here. 

Second  N.  C.  Pleasure.  It 's  a  long 
time  since  I  saw  you. 

First  N.  C.  Isn't  it  ?  Let 's  see,  how 
long.  Why,  it  must  be  1892  ? 

Second  N.  C.  Is  it  really?  Yes,  1 
suppose  it  is. 

Tliird  N.  C.  Hullo,  eight  wickets 
down.  By  Jove,  that's  good.  Who's 
in? 

Fourth  N.  C.  Looks  like  GREGORY  to 
me.  Yes,  that 's  GREGORY  at  the  Pavi- 
lion end. 

Stranger.  No,  that 's  MACARTNET. 

Third  N.  C.  It's  THUMPER  the  other 
end,  I'll  swear. 

Stranger.  No,  that's  ARMSTRONG. 

Tliird  N.  C.  Thank  you.  Who 's 
bowling,  I  wonder  ? 

Fottrth  N.  C.  FIEIJ>ER,  of  course.  Can't 
you  see  ? 

Stranger.  No,  it 's  BUCKENHAM  bowling. 

Fourth  N.  C.  Thank  you.  The  light 's 
very  bad.  I  can't  see  a  thing. 

First  N.  C.  Where  are  you  living 
now  ? 

Second  N.  C.  Same  old  place.  And 
you? 

First  N.  C.  I  've  moved  to  Bayswater. 
Why,  your  boy  must  be  quite  an  age 
now? 

Second  N.  C.  Yes,  he 's  at  Balliol. 

First  N.  C.  And  the  others  ? 

Second  N.  C.  My  eldest  girl  was  mar- 
ried last  week.  Let's  see,  has  NOBIJJ 
been  in  yet  ? 

First  N.  C.  He's  out,  I  think.  The 
cards  are  very  slow  in  coining. 

Stranger.  NOBLE  's  out. 

First  JV.  C.  Thank  you. 

Second  N.  C.  Where 's  FIN  ? 

First  N.  C.  I  don't  see  him  for  the 
moment. 

Third  N.  C.  That 's  FRY  at  mid-on. 

First  N.  C.  .Thank  you. 

Stranger.  No,  FRY'S  not  at  mid-on. 
FRY  's  third  man. 


Firtt  .V.  (.'.  Thank  you. 

Tliird  \'.  ('.  I'm  afraid  he's  mistaken. 
Fuv's  at  mid-on.  That's  (III.I.INMIA  a 
at  third  man. 

First  N.  C.  Oh  no,  I  know  GIU.INI:- 
HAXT.  He's  very  different. 

Stranger.  FRY  is  at  third  man.  No 
one  else  walks  like  that. 

Second  N.  (7.  Who 's  captain  ? 

First  N.  G.  I  don't  know.  WARNER, 
I  think. 

Stranger.  No,  FRY. 

Second  N.  C.  Thank  you. 

First  N.  C.  There 's  a  card  boy  at  last. 
Hi,  «ird  ! 

Stranger.  It's  no  good  calling.  He 
can't  get  here  for  hours.  You  must  go 
and  get  one. 

Voice.  Card. 

Another  voice.  Here,  card  ! 

Another  voice.  Card! 

Another  voice.  Card  ! 

Voices  together.  Card  ! 

First  A'.  C.  How  stupidly  this  is 
managed.  I  '11  toss  you  who  goes  for 
one.  (They  toss.) 

Second  N.  C.  (returning).  He'd  just 
sold  out. 

First  N.  C.  What  rot!  The  whole 
system  's  absurd. 

Stranger.  Will  you  look  at  my  card  ? 

First  N.  C.  Thank  'you.  (AV<i</«.) 
Hullo,  why  TRUMPKR  ?s  out.  A  duck, 
too. '  What  a  shame  ! 

Third  N.  C.  Hullo,  what  are  they 
going  in  for  ?  Not  tea,  surely,  with 
only  one  wicket  still  to  fall. 

Stranger.  Yes,  tea. 

[Cries  of  derision  and  catcalls  from 
all  round  the  ring,  as  the 
players  begin  to  troop  off.] 

First  N.  C.  Well,  I  call  it  a  scandal. 

Second  N.  C.  A  perfect  outrage.  I 
hope  the  crowd  will  protest. 

Fourth  N.  C.  Tea,  indeed  !  Fancy  the 
old  cricketers  asking  for  a  tea  interval. 

First  N.  C.  In~  my  time  they  used  on 
a  hot  day  to  bring  out  a  loving  cup. 
Tea  !  Cricket 's  going  to  the  dogs. 

[TJie  hoots  continue.  FRY  is  seen  In 
sprint  for  the  Pavilion  and  call 
up  lo  the  Australians'  balcony. 
The  next  man  in  runs  lightly  down 
the  steps  and. makes  for  the  [lildi. 
The  cricketers  turn  round  and 
follow  him.  The  crowd  cheers.\ 

First  N.  C.  That 's  a  very  good  thing ; 
there  might  have  been  a  very  ugly  scene. 

Third  N.  C.  Very  sensible  of  WARNER, 
wasn't  it? 

Fourth  N.  C.  WARNER  !  That  wasn't 
WARNT.R  ;  that  was  FOSTER. 

Stranger.  It  was  FRY. 

Fourth  N.  C.  Thank  you. 

First  N.  C.  Well,  I  don't  suppose  the 
new  man  will  last  long. 

(THOMPSON  bowls  him.) 

First  N.  C.  There— what  did  I  say  ? 

The  C  rated.  Now  they  can  drown 
theirselves  in  tea  if  they  like. 


Jvm  L',  1909.] 


PUNCH,   OR  THE  LONDON   CHARIVARI. 


vff   ','"  iti-it  I if-imii't'tt.'J  eottjllf,  aj'tt'r  I'icicni'f  llu1    ici'ihl'uuj  fir>'tn'nl»}.    "  V\'KL  i  f 
ilN'l    A    TllIM?  ANOS(;ST    *KSI  AS    A    I'AWNBKOEEK    W(»ri.DN*T    BK    I'l.BASRD   TO    'ANKLE/' 


MY    Mrins,  rut:    iai.nr    ID    lit   VKKV    'u-tv.    TIIKBK 


THE   REVENGE. 
(A  True  Mory  from  Odessa.) 

THRKK  students  of  Odessa 

Were  I.ieo,  Nic  and  Jan  ; 
They  loved  to  smoke  and  crack  a  joke. 

They  loved  to  clink  the  can  ; 
They  loved  to  flirt  with  Tessa, 

Mario,  and  ( >lg,i  tin), 
They  loved  their  larks,  these  gay  young 
sparks, 

As  sparks  are  apt  to  do. 

In  vain  would  staid  professors 

Attempt  by  hook  or  crook 
To  \vcan  those  boys  from  giddy  joys 

And  bring  thorn  all  to  book. 
The  hardened  young  transgressors 

.lust  winked  the  other  eye, 
And  thought,  "  Why  turn  our  braius  to 
learn 

The  square  of  .<•  +  ij .' 

"  There's  Ivan  !     Ivan  knows  it ! 

He  loves  to  sit  and  cram, 
And  we  '11  contrive  to  sit  next  Ive 

When  doing  our  exam." 
And  so  with  many  a 

To  Ivan's  subtle  brain 


They  laughed  and  joked  and  chaffed  and 

smoked 
And  clinked  the  can  again. 

The  day,  so  dread  and  fateful, 

At  length  must  needs  arrive, 
When  all  the  three  arranged  to  be 

Close  round  the  desk  of  Ive  ; 
And,.. feeling  duly  grateful 

That  he  was  well  prepared, 
They  made  a  note  of  what  lie  wrote 

And  x  +  >j  was  squared. 

That  night  there  was  much  dining. 

And  Ive  was  toasted  well ; 
They  wished  him  health,  they  wished 
him  wealth, 

More  times  than  I  can  tell. 
But  every  silver  lining 

Must  have  its  leaden  cloud  : 
The  pass-list  came,  and  oh,  the  shame  ! 

All  four  of  them  were  ploughed  ! 

Then  wroth  waxed  Nic  and  Leo, 

And  Jan  was  far  from  cool ; 
"IV as  clear  as  day,  decided  they, 

That  Ivan  was  a  fool ; 
And  straight  the  outraged  trio 

Together  strode  abroad, 


And  Ive  was  thrashed  and  kicked  and 

bashed 
For  l>eing  such  a  fraud. 

Now  sad  their  situation 

Deep  in  a  dungeon  vault ; 
Grim,  grim  their  fate,  for  they  uwuii 

Their  trial  for  assault. 
Yet  great  their  provocation, 

And  when  the  lads  are  tried 
The  judge— who  knows? — may    think 
their  blows 

Were  not  unjustified. 


Throwing  Good  Honey  after  B»d. 

"  The  pcr-capita  wealth  of  the  little  town  of 
Ouiineredorf  has  been  suddenly  increased- a*  a 
consequence  of  the  visit  of  a  Berlin  merchant, 
who  sought  to  cure  a  temporary  fit  of  metal  («><•) 
depression  by  throwing  awav  haudfuls  of  monry 
anil  precious  stones."— Daily  Mail. 


•TunvforU    1  ...  0  ...  160  ...  - 

— \etcfaslle  Daily  Chroniflt. 

Wo  can  imagine  his  appeal  for  "  just 
one  more  over,"  and  the  captain's 
apologetic  refusal. 


390 


PUNCH,   OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


[Jrxi:  2,  1909. 


OUR    BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By  Mr.  Puncli's  Staff  of  Learned  Clerks.) 

SIR  JOHN  AW>AC.II  was  of  the  class  of  men  that  has  made, 
extruded,  and  still  preserves  the  British  Empire.  For  a 
period  of  forty  years,  between  1808  and  1907,  he  was  active 
in  the  service  of  his  country.  His  range  of  experience  was 
singularly  wide.  ( la/etted  to  the  Royal  Engineers  in  his  nine- 
teenth year,  he  was  appointed,  while  still  young,  to  the  post 
of  Secretary  to  the  Committee  on  Fortifications,  in  which 
capacity  he  visited  Halifax  and  Bermuda.  He  was  in  Paris 
at  the  occupation  of  the  Germans,  assisted  at  the  Congress  of 
Berlin,served  on  the  Bulgarian  Boundary  Commission,  was  sent 
to  Egypt  during  the  crisis  of  which  Aii.uii  was  the  central 
figure,  fought  in  the  Soudan,  was  Private  Secretary  to  Lord 
LANSDOWNE  when  Viceroy  of  India,  was  at  The  Hague  during 
the  Conference  of  1899,  being  temporarily  borrowed  from  the 
Intelligence  Department,  of  which  he  \vas  the  head  before 
and  during  the  Boer  War.  It  seems  to  have  been  an  impulse 
common  to  the  Foreign  Office  - 
and  the  War  Office,  whenever  a 
good  man  was  wanted,  straiglit- 
way  to  send  for  AKDAGH. 

The  story  of  this  strenuous 
Life  (MURRAY)  is  told  by  Lady 
AiiPAGii.  No  temptation  would 
have  made  him  place  it  on 
record  with  his  own  hand.  As 
modest  as  he  was  courageous 
and  capable,  he  was  almost 
morosely  reticent  about  his  own 
achievements.  This  characteris- 
tic was  most  notable  during  the 
dark  days  of  the  Boer  \Var. 
As  chief  of  the  Intelligence  De- 
partment, uninstructcd  critics 
naturally  turned  and  rent  him 
when  discovery  was  made  of 
the  hopeless  inefficiency  of  the 
Army,  and  of  the  Administra- 
tion's colossal  ignorance  about 
the  strength  and  resources  of 
the  Boers.  AUDAGII  bore  other 
people's  burdens  in  silence. 
It  was  only  when  the  Royal 


and  their  dialogue,  with  its  almost  maddening  frequency  of 
poetic  metaphor,  proclaims  their  origin  on  every  page.  Still, 
Mr.  SiTci.im.'s  pictures  of  Fell  country  are  so  alluring  that 
lie  has  almost  persuaded  me  to  renew  an  old  acquaintance 
with  it  this  very  month;  though,  like  the  conjuror  in  I'clcr 
Pun,  I  "haven't  any  hope  really"  that  the  inhabitants  will 
prove  such  a  company  of  inglorious  Miltons  as  he  would  have 
me  picture  them. 


DESIGN    FOR   STANDARD   TO   BE    USED    AT    CRICKET 
MATCHES  WHEN  THE  YOUNG  PRINCES  ATTEND. 


Commission  was  appointed  to  inquire  into  the  unhappy 
business  that  disclosure  was  made  of  the  fact  that  the 
counsels  and  warnings  of  the  Intelligence  Department  had 
been  systematically  ignored  by  a  Government  fully  and  Accu- 
rately informed.  Lady  ARDAGH  has  done  well  to  lift  the  veil 
from  this  noble  figure. 


Another  1'rixrillu,  of  Priseillq  uml  t'li(iri/lxl/s  (CONSTABLE), 
was  a  farmer's  daughter,  with  modern  ideas  on  milking  and 
manure,  whose  parents  married  her  to  a  plausible  and  well- 
to-do  scoundrel.  Luckily,  however,  for  her  peace  of  mind 
they  were  no  sooner  married  than  separated.  As  they  were 
leaving  the  church  her  newly-made  husband  was  arrested  on 
a  charge  of  fraud,  and  clapped  into  prison,  and  the  news- 
papers, shortly  alter  his  release,  reported  that  he  was 
drowned.  So  Prixcilla,  guilelessly  believing  what  they  said, 
married  the  squire,  a  shiftless  youth  without  much  backbone, 
and  made  a  man  and  a  Member  of  Parliament  of  him  by  the 

example  of  her  own  resolute 
character.  But,  just  when  they 
were  beginning  to  live  happily 
ever  after,  the  scoundrel  turned 
up  again,  and  held  a  pistol  at 
the  squire's  head,  one  barrel 
loaded  with  blackmail,  the  other 
|  with  the  law,  exclaiming, "  Your 
money  or  my  wife  !  "  The 
squire  was  for  giving  him 
neither,  and  must  infallibly 
have  got  the  w'orst  of  the  en- 
counter, if  a  previous  victim  of 
the  scoundrel's  had  not  saved 
the  situation  by  killing  him 
with  a  pitchfork.  And,  after 
all,  she  need  not  have  done  it 
( except  as  a  relief  to  her  own 
feelings),  because  it  turned  out 
that  Priscilla's  first  marriage 
had  been  conducted  by  a  sham 
parson.  However,  it's  no 
use  crying  over  spilt  blood, 
[and  we  must  take  Mr.  FI;\NK- 
j  TORT  MOORE'S  book  as  we  find 
-  it,  and  be  as  thankful  as 


Priscillti,  of  Tlie  Good  Intent  is  not,,  as  you  might  reasonably 
suppose  from  the  title,  a  seafaring  romance,  but  a  story  of 
life  in  a  north-country  village,  as  it  is  imagined  by  Mr. 
HAI.LIWEII,  SUTCLIFEE.  I  put  in  that  last  remark  because, 
with  every  possible  respect  for  an  author  of  multifold 
achievement,  I  am  unable  to  believe  a  word  he  says  about 
the  inhabitants  of  Garth.  Good  Intent  was  the  name  of  a 
farm,  where  dwelt  heroine  I'rlsc'iUa,  and  was  wooed  of  two 
swains,  Dar'td  the  tiiuil/i  and  the  returned  ne'er-do-well 
squire,  Iteuben  (Jaunt.  Eventually,  after  a  fever  epidemic 
which  tries  the  true  metal  of  <!<iu»t  (and  the  author's  treat- 
ment of  this  is  by  far  the  best  thing  in  the  book),  Priseilla 
marries  him,  amid  prospects  of  the  rosiest.  At  least  we 
are  told  so;  but  as  a  matter  of  fact  all  the  persons  of  the 
tale  are  so  palpably  artificial  that  it  is  impossible  to  credit 
them  with  any  future  existence  whatever.  The}7  are  the 
autumnal  rustics  of  Drury  Lane  rather  than  those  of  life  ; 


we  can.  Its  title  is,  perhaps,  the  worst  thing  about  it,  for 
there  is  no  suggestion  that  Prlscilla  in  the  story  itself  stands 
for  one  of  two  alternative  perils.  The  jingle  of  sounds — a 
little  arbitrary  in  any  case — might  have  served  if 
called  up  any  corresponding  association  of  ideas ; 
doesn't,  and«o  it  is  just  a  jingle. 


it  had 
but   it 


Mr.  BERNARD  CAPES  has  returned  to  romance  proper  without 

polemic  interludes  on  style,  and  that  is  an  excellent  thing, 

because  I  would  not  willingly  have  missed  a  page  of  The 

Love   Story   of   St.  lid   (MEITU'EN).      The   scene   is   laid    in 

fourteenth-century  Siena,  and  (except  for  the  heroine  and  a 

''very  unpleasant  hunchback  who  impersonates  his  brother, 

;  the  perfect  knight  St.  Bel,  and  may  in  fact  be  termed  the 

.dragon)  ST.  CATIIKIUXE  is  the  most  prominent  personage  in 

the  book.     Of  course,  when  a  writer  introduces  an  historical 

i/fn  ex  machina  (and  the  Saint  occupies  this  role  in  settling 

the  feuds  of  the  conlado),  there  is  likely  to  be  a  good  deal  of 

(leaking  about  the  ropes  ;  but  Mr.  CAPES  knows  them  so  well 

that  it  is  hard  to  believe  he  was  not  there  in  person,  disguised 

'as  an  arbalister  or  a  Black  Dominican.     His  characters  talk 

in  an  archaic  manner  which  is   admirably  sustained  from 

start  to  finish  without  ever  becoming  tiresome,  and  that  is 

no  small  testimony  to  the  author's  skiH. 
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CHARIVARIA. 

THE   British    naval  attache'   in  Iscrlin 

presented      the     GKKMAN      F.MrKlli  ill,      last 

week,  with  a  copy  of  the  llritish  Navy 
I  .i-i.  Inn  this  attempt  to  intimidate  His 
Majesty  strikes  us  as  puerile. 


An  old  master  was  Hold  the  other  day 
at    Christie's  for   twenty-one   shillings, 
appropriate    title,     "  A 


It    bore    tho 
Sacrifice." 


V 


The  Protestant  chaplain  of  a  conti- 
nental prison  has  resigned  because  the 
magistrates  refused  to  increase  his 


According  to  a  report  just  published   salary.      In   these   days   of    dwindling 
lunacy  lias  decreased  in  Scotland  during  I  congregations,  such  posts — where  wor- 
fow    years.    A    Tory    corre-  shippers  are  forced  to  attend — must  be 


the     |iast, 

•poo  dent 


writes    to  say   that  tho  full 


i 


<  \ti  nt  of  the  decrease  will  be  apparent  at 

tho  next  General  Election. 

*  * 

An  improvement  is  to  lx>  noted  in  the 
manners  of  a  certain  militant 
body.  The  three  Suffragettes 
who  went  to  church  at  Clovelly 
on  Whit  Sunday  and  sat 
opposite  Mr.  ASQCITH,  did  not 
cry,  "Votes  for  Women!  "dur- 
ing the  service. 

V 

The  President  of  the  British 
I'enial  Association,  in  his  ad- 
dress at  the  opening  of  the 
Conference  at  Birmingham, 
spoke  of  "  the  deplorable  state 
of  tho  teeth  of  the  civilised 
races."  (The  italics  are  ours.) 
You  can  always  tell  which  are 
the  civilised  races,  because  the 
others  have  no  dentists. 

V 

Prince  GEORGE  of  Servia,  it 
is  said,  is  now  anxious  to 
become  an  ex-ex-Crown  Prince. 

* 

An  official  of  theGreat  West- 
ern Hailway  informed  the  New- 
bury  Licensing  Justices  that 
the  reason  why  a  cup  of  tea 
was  dearer  than  a  glass  of  beer 
on  their  line  \vasthat  the  Com- 
pany lost  50,000  cups  and 
saucers  a  year.  Evidently  tee- 
tolalors  do  not  stop  at  taking 
the  pledge. 

Mr.  BEHNARD  SHAW,  we  are 
informed  by  Tin'  \<i/i<w,  has  completed 
another  work.  It  is  called  I'rcss  Cuttings 
row/ii/iv/  from  the  Correspondence  and 
Editorial  Columns  of  the  Daily  Press. 
We  understand  that  the  author  is  con- 
sidering the  advisability  of  having  a 
short  alternative  title  for  convenience  of 

reference,  a.s  in  Acts  of  Parliament. 

*  * 

* 

opening  of  the  reappearance  of 
Mr.  FRANZ  VON  VKCSKY  at  a  recent  con- 
cert, The  Clasnoir  Ilrrnlil  says,  "Though 
the  music  he  had  chosen  was  entirely  of 
a  virtuous  kind,  he  played  it  in  such 
masterly  style  that  even  SACHET'S  inter- 


much  coveted,  and  there  will,  we  should 
fancy,  be  no  difficulty  in  filling  the 
vacancy. 


a  * 

* 


The  wife  of  Professor  PATTEN,  of  the 


An 


'-. 


We  hare  made  a  careful  comparison  of 
the  two  reproductions,  and  wo  are  glad 
to  be  able  to  rejwrt  that,  in  spite  of  tin- 
anxious  time  which  the  lady  must  havo 
had  in  the  interim,  she  betrays  no  signs 
of  it. 

v 

Chicago  is  now  justified,  and  tho 
potted  meat  industry  hopes  that  the  last 
has  been  heard  of  the  silly  outcry 
against  chopped  fingers.  Dr.  F.  Gow- 
I.AMI  HOPKINS,  lecturing  at  the  Royal 
Institution,  has  declared  man  to  be  the 
most  perfect  food  for  man. 

American  bride  lias  insisted, 
l>cfore  going  to  the  altar,  on 
her  prospective  husband  sign- 
ing a  sworn  statement  before  a 
judge  setting  forth  his  various 
pledges.  One  of  these  is  that 
he  will  never  keep  a  dog.  Let 
us  hope  that  this  does  not  mean 

that  the  lady  is  a  cat. 

*  * 

It  is  scarcely  creditable  to 
our  I»ndon  Press  that  it 
should  have  remained  for  a 
provincial  paper  to  chronicle 
a  bowling  feat  in  the  Test 
Match,  which,  we  have  reason 
to  believe,  is  unique  in  the 
annals  of  cricket.  "  The 
most  striking  contrasts  of  tho 
match,"  pays  The  Livcrj>ool 
Daily  Pott  and  Mercury, 
"  were  the  scores  of  C.  B.  Fry 
and  Hobbs,  both  of  whom  ttere 
out  to  tfie  first  ball  in  the 


"Moss'T  I.EAS  BO  HARD 'IUIXST  VourocNDED  WALL,  OB  I'LL 

FLOP  WHEN   I  OPT  TO  THE  CORSEB  !  " 


. 

By-the-by  the  invention  of 
a  bowling  machine  is  an- 
nounced. It  is  hoped  later 
on  to  perfect  mechanical  bats- 
men and  fielders  as  well  ; 
then  everyone,  including  the 
cricketers,  will  bo  able  to 
watch  a  match  in  comfort. 


Flannels  for  Forester*. 


minable   cadcn/.a    to 
concerto    in    D   had 


I'ACAMNI'S   violin 
musical  value." 


If  only  he  had  chosen  something  more 


VICIOUS 


University  of  Pennsylvania,  has  obtained 
a  divorce  as  a  protest  against  the  Pro- 
fessor's views  of  domesticity,  lu's  outline 
of  the  ideal  day  for  a  married  couple, 
as  expressed  in  a  recent  lecture,  being 


"  The  party  was  met  by  Mr.  Anderson,  hc.nl 
forester,  and  assistants,  who  conducted 
ihem  along  the  avenue,  describing  the  various 
species  of  trees,  their  habits  of  growth,  and 
leading  features,  nnd,  being  arrayed  in  the  fair 
garniture  of  early  summer,  were  beautiful  to 


that  "  both  should  rise  at  six,  the  mother  behold."— Falktrk  Herald. 

should    prepare    breakfast,    work    six  Pale  green  with  a  stripe,   we  should 

hours    outside    the   home,   purchase   a  ( imagine ;    and   something   resonant   in 

ready-cooked  dinner,  and  find  time  later  waistcoats  for  Mr.  ANDERSON. 

for  the  house  cleaning."     The   Patten 


Wife  evidently  did   not  find   a   Model 
Husband. 


*  * 
* 


Several  of  our  more  enterprising 
newspapers  which  published  a  repro- 
duction of  HOI.BKIN'S  "  Duchess  "  when 
there  was  a  danger  of  her  leaving  us, 


"The  first  three  lulls  puz/led  him  and  he 
appeared  a  trifle  nervous.  A  ball  from 
Macartney  jumped  over  the  batman's  shoulder, 
hit  Macartney  on  the  head  and  went  for  a 
single." — Tlirminyham  Krcmng  /»i»;«/rA. 

The   boomerang  ball   is  very  deceptive, 
but    sometimes    deftats    its   own    end. 


repeated  the  performance  when  it  was  |  Too  much  back   spin,  therefore,   should 
announced  that  she  was  to  stay  with  us. !  not  be  employed. 
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THE    HIGHER    LANGUAGE    TEST. 

[MR.  LLOYD-GEORGE  recently  opened  the  extended  links  at  Pivllheli 
and  remarked  as  among  the  merits  of  the  "beneficent  game  "of  golf 
that  it  tested  a  man's  temper  and  language.] 

THE  truth  had  been  already  guessed. 

It  needed  not  a  Cymric  wizard 
To  find  that  golf  affords  a  test 
Of  language  latent  in  ihe  chest, 

Of  temper  in  the  gizzard. 

Long  ere  Pwllhcli  leapt  to  fame 

Through  yonder  Ministerial  Taffy, 
Ourselves  had  cursed  our  driver's  aim, 
Addressed  our  cleek  in  words  of  llamo, 
And  brutalised  our  baffy. 

Ourselves  had  foo/.led  shots  than  which 
Nothing  on  earth  could  well  be  soficr  ; 

Had  seen  the  humorous  pellet  pitch 

In  arid  pot  or  watery  ditch, 

And  smashed  in  twain  our  lofter. 

We,  too,  around  the  hole  had  said 

Things  more  adapted  to  the  gutter ; 
Had  for  the  time  mislaid  our  head, 
And  turned  the  polished  green  one  red, 
Blasting  our  blameless  putter. 

Full  many  a  saintly  man  we  know 

Who,  baffled  by  a  hopeless  stymie, 
Being  one  down  with  two  to  go, 
Permits  himself  to  mutter,  "  Blow  !  " 
Or  even  runs  to  "  Blimey  !  " 

Sometimes  the  faults  of  other  men 

Provoke  the  impious  interjection  ; 
It  happens  in  a  foursome  when 
You  lay  your  partner  dead — and  then 
He  makes  a  resurrection. 

But  there  's  a  game  we  're  bound  to  play 
That  tends  to  language  still  more  stormy  : 

Where  there  are  thumping  stakes  to  pay, 

Pouched  by  a  Bogey,  so  to  say, 
Who  starts  by  being  dormy. 

All  of  us  thirst  to  have  his  gore, 

We  yearn  to  raise  the  ruby  blood-jet ; 

Useless  !  he  has  no  veins  to  bore, 

He  's  solid  rubber,  rind  to  core. 

This  is  the  game  of  Budget.  0.  S. 


CROSS-EXAMINATIONS   FOR  THE   HOME; 

On,  LITTLE  ARTHUR'S  ROAD  TO  KNOWLEDGE. 
(Little  Arthur,  aged  12;  Papa,  aged  48.) 

Little  Arthur.  Papa,  are  you  going  to  send  me  to  schooi 
soon  ? 

Pap  i.  Yes,  my  boy,  you  '11  go  to  school  in  a  year  or  so.  ] 
haven't  quite  made  up  my  mind  as  to  the  place,  but  it'll  IK 
one  of  the  big  public  schools.  You  'Jl  like  that,  won't  you  ? 

L.  A.  Yes,  Papa,  I  hope  I  shall ;  but  I  'm  to  go  whether  1 
like  it  or  not — isn't  that  the  arrangement,  Papa? 

Papa.  Oh,  yes;  you'll  have  to  go  all  right;  but  even  if 
you  don't  like  it  just  at  first,  you'll  realise  some  day  that  ii 
was  the  very  best  thing  that  could  have  happened  to  you. 

L.  A.  I  suppose  so,  Papa.  But  why  must  I  go  to  school, 
Papa? 

Papa.  What  do  you  mean? 


L.  A.  Why  can't  I  go  on  as  I  'm  going  now,  Papa  ?  I  "m 
learning  a  lot  of  things.  There  's  French  and  English  and 
geography  and  mathematics  and  poetry,  and  I've  begun 
German. 

•  Papa.  Oh !  I  daresay  you  're  learning  plenty  of  tilings, 
but  we  want  to  make  a  man  of  you,  you  know.  That 's  why 
you  're  to  go  to  school. 

L.  A.  But  shouldn't  I  grow  up  and  be  a  man  all  right  if  I 
remained  at  home,  Papa  ? 

Papa.  You  'd  be  a  sort  of  man,  I  daresay,  but  not  the  sort 
I  want  you  to  be.  Boys  must  have  the  nonsense  knocked 
out  of  them  some  time  or  other,  and  there's  no  place  like  a 
school  for  that. 

L.  A.  I  sec,  Papa.  Then  I  suppose  I've  got  a  lot  of 
nonsense  about  me? 

Papa.  Yes,  any  amount. 

L.  A.  But  how  did  I  get  it,  Papa  ? 

Papa.  I  'm  sure  I  don't  know. 

L.  A.  Did  Mademoiselle  teach  me  nonsense? 

Papa.  Certainly  not. 

L.  A.  Did  Mamma  teach  me  any  ? 

Papz.  Of  course  not.     Don't  be  silly. 

L.  A.  No,  Papa,  I  won't.  Then  did  "you  teach  me  nonsense, 
Papa  ? 

Papa.  Now  look  here.  Arthur,  a  joke  's  a  joke 

L.  A.  Yes,  Papa,  I  suppose  it  is;  but  I  wasn't  making  a 
joke  that  time.  I  don't  make  many  jokes.  I  only  thought  if 
it  wasn't  Mademoiselle  or  Mamma  it  must  be  you,  because 
nobody  else  has  taught  me  anything  at  all. 

Papi.  1  don't  remember  hav'u  g  ta'ight  you  anything. 

L.  A.  Oli,  P.ipa,  you  did.  I  sjwwhat  you  did,  you  know, 
and  I  tried  to  do  the  s.ima  ;  and  then  there  's  reading  books 
an  1  s.rmo:is  and  ne.vspnpers,  an  1  asking  q'iCilio  s  for 
inf  rmition,  and — 

Papa.  Well,  that's  just  the  ki  id  of  n on  er.se  a  big  s.hool 
wi  1  knock  out  of  you. 

L.  A.  Tuere  you  are,  Papa.  I  learnt  it  from  you,  and 
now  you  say  it's  nonsens?,  and  yet  you  do  I't  think  you 
tuight  me  any  nonsense.  I  'm  sure  I  don't  know — 

Papa.  No,  you  don't.  You  don't  know  anything,  and 
that 's  why  you  're  to  go  to  school. 

L.  A.  I  so?,  Papa.  They  'Jl  teach  mo  not  to  do  all  the 
tilings  Mamma  and  Mademoiselle  and  you  have  been  teach- 
ing ma  to  do.  Is  that  it,  Papa? 

Papa.  No,  it  isn't.     They  '11 

L..A.  But,  Papa! 

Papa.  I  'in  doing  the  talking  now. 

L.  A.  Yes,  Papa. 

Papa.  And  I  want  you  to  understand  that  you  're  going  to 
school  to  get  your  character  formed.  You  '11  learn  to  play 
games — cricket  and  football,  and  so  on— and  to  make  your 
own  way  in  the  world— to  take  a  knock,  and  give  it,  if 
necessary,  and  to  hold  your  head  up  like  a  man. 

L.  A.  Then  you  want  me  to  play  games,  Papa  ? 

Papa.  Of  course  I  do.     You  know— 

L.  A.  Yes,  I  know,  Papa;  you  said  games  had  made 
Englishmen  what  they  were. 

Papa.  Yes,  to  be  sure  I  did.  Games  are  the  backbone  of 
an  English  education.  I  don't  want  you  to  be  like  one  of 
thes-3  molly-coddling  foreign  boys. 

L.  A.  Very  well,  Papa,  1  '11  learn  games.  And"  then,  Papa, 
you  want  me  to  learn  to  fight,  too,  don't  you? 

Pap  i.  What  put  that  into  your  head  ? 

L.  A.  Well,  Papa,  you  said  I  was  to  take  a  knock  and  give 
it,  if  necessary,  and  I  can't  do  that  without  fighting,  can  I? 

Papa.  I  didn't  mean  that  you  were  to  spend  your  life  in 
fighting ;  but  you  '11  have  to  show  a  proper  spirit,  and  if  a 
chap  hits  you  you  must  hit  him  back. 

L.  A.  Yes,  Papa,  I  '11  try  to.  But  I  saw  two  men  fighting 
in  the  village  the  other  day,  and  the  policeman  came  past  and 


rrxnr,  on  TIIK  LONDON*  ni.M;iv.\!;r.   fan  (.i,  1000. 


INTERNATIONAL    HORSE  SHOW 


THE   NEW  PEGASUS. 

AERONAUT  (dearinj  all  tic  },,,nps  in  one).  "TALK  ABOUT  HORSEFLESH!     GIVE  ME  ALUMINIUM  AND 
GOLD-BEATER'S  SKIN!" 
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lie.  "  AWFUL  LOT  OF  QUEERITIES  ONE  MEETS  IIKRF..     WONDER  WHERE  LADY  BAHEACRES  SCOOPS  'EM  or." 

Slu:  "On!  DON'T  YOU  KNOW?     THEY'RE  CUSTOMERS  AT  HER  HAT  SHOI-.      AXYI-XK  WHO  BUYS  A  CERTAIN  NUMBER  OF  HATS  AXD  PATS  CASH 

DOWN  GETS  A   RECEIPT  AND   AN   INVITATION  TO   BAREAORES  HoCSE   ALL   IN   OXE  !  " 


stopped  them,  and  ono  of  their  nosea  was  bleeding  like 
anything,  and  the  policeman  said  they  would  both  be  charged 
with  it.  llo  didn't  seem  to  like  it  at  all.  Shall  I  be  put  in 
prison  if  a  chap  hits  me  and  I  hit  him  back  ? 

I'mxi.  Keally,  you  are  the  moat  absurd  boy  I  ever  met. 
iKm't  you  see  the  difference  between  brawling  in  a  village 
and  taking  your  own  part  in  a  manly  way  ? 

/,.  .1.  But  that 's  just  what  one  of  the  men  said.  He  said 
lie  was  only  taking  his  own  part,  but  the  policeman  said  he 
could  tell  that  story  to  the  magistrate. 

fn [MI.  Isn't  it  nearly  your  bedtime? 

L.  A.  Nearly,  Papa,  but  not  quite.  And,  oh,  Papa,  if  I'm 
to  learn  games  and  lighting  and  all  that,  I  shan't  have  much 
time  for  books,  shall  1?  I'm  afraid  I  shall  forget  all  my 
French  and  geography  and  music  and  poetry. 

I'li/Hi.  Not  at  all.  You'll  have  to  do  your  work,  too,  you 
know.  (Jreek  and  Latin  and  all  that.  I  want  you  to  work 
very  hard  and  be  a  credit  to  us. 

L.  .1.  Yes,  Papa,  but  you  didn't  think  Mr.  Raines  was  a 
credit,  did  you  ?  You  said  he  'd  fogged  himself  with  books 
and  learning  and  getting  scholarships,  and  the  result  was  lie 
was  about  as  much  use  as  a  bilious  attack.  You  said  that, 
didn't  you  ? 

I'apn.  If  I  did  I  didn't  mean  you  to  hear  it.  There's  a 
proper  moderation  in  all  things. 

/,.  .1.  lint  1  don't  see  how  I'm  to  work  very  hard  and  be  a 
credit,  and  have  a  proper  moderation  all  at  the  same  time. 

Pupa.  1  )on't  you  ?  Well,  you  can  go  to  bed  now  and  think 
about  it  there. 


A  COMING  PRODIGY. 

[A  incilical  paper  says  that  crying  ia  a  healthy  oxcre  -i-.e.  for  n  Imby.] 

TIME  was  if  James,  as  though  possessed  by  pain, 
Exuded  tear-drops  in  a  noisy  fashion, 

A  vulgar  tendency  to  grow  profane 

Here  witness  to  my  sentiments  of  passion. 

But  now  I  know  that  such  heartrending  cries 

Are  but  a  baby's  mode  of  exercise. 

I  feel  his  tears  are  bringing  fame  to  me, 

His  sobs  are  incoherently  prophetic 
Of  coming  days,  when  I  can  claim  to  be 

Father  to  one  exceedingly  athletic, 
Who  blends  the  charms  most  pleasing  to  the  eyo 
In  SAMSON-,  Hi:i;n  I.KH,  and  (A  15.  FHT. 

And  so,  if  in  a  moment  strangely  gay 
For  once  the  baby  lips  forbear  to  quiver, 

I  fear  his  lack  of  exercise  will  play 

The  very  deuce  with  Little  James's  liver ; 

And,  creeping  to  the  cradle,  I  begin 

To  urge  him  to  exertion — with  a  pin. 


"A  certain   poor  win   has   Ixvu    vory 
mi',    'Lord    Rolx?rts    KolxTts'   oVluto    said 
jjrts  no  further.'  "—  Sini'/.i;/  I'lirnn'n-le. 
Lord  Uoiiiiurs  isn't  the  only  one. 


to 


liTls.    ilebate    Raid   to 
me,    'Lord    KoberU 
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A  WEEK-END  IN  THE  COUNTRY. 

"  Wire  not  come  down,"  (wrote 
George),  "and  spend  a  week-end  with 
us?  We're  all  alone.  The  country  is 
looking  lovely  just  now,  and  it  will  do 
you  all  the  good  in  the  world.  Fiesh 
air  and  exercise  arc  what  you  Ixmdoners 
want.  There  is  a  good  train  at  2.30." 

"The  very  thing,"  I  said  to  myself, 
and  I  wired,  "  Cinninj  by  the,  two-thirty." 
At  two  -  thirty  -  four  I  wired  again, 
"  Coming  by  the  five-nine,."  How  it  was 
I  missed  the  5.9,  I  cannot  explain,  but 
it  was  not  until  half-past  ten  that  I 
arrived  at  last. 

"  Not  at  all,"  said  George  in  reply  to 
my  apologies.  "  Afraid  you  didn't  see 
much  of  the  country  coming  up  from 
the  station, though.  Never  mind  ;  you're 
slaying  till  Tuesday,  aren't  you?  That 's 
good.  Breakfast  at  ton." 

It  was  a  glorious  morning  when  I 
woke  for  the  first  time  at  four.  At  six 
and  at  eight  it  was  still  delightful,  and 
I  congratulated  myself  on  my  escape 
from  London.  However,  I  only  just 
managed  to  get  down  to  breakfast  by  ten. 

George  turned  up  twenty  minutes  later. 

"Glorious  day,  isn't  it?"  he  said. 
"  We  must  have  a  good  walk.  Hallo, 
here's  Muriel.  You  know  my  sister, 
don't  you  ?  " 

"  Good  morning,"  said  Muriel.  "  Isn't 
it  a  glorious  day?  Polly  down  yet, 
George?" 

"She's  having  breakfast  upstairs. 
She's  going  to  church,  though." 

"  Yes,  I'm  going  with  her." 

"  That 's  right.  Now  then,  old  man, 
what  would  you  like  to  do  about 
church  ?  " 

"  Well,"  I  said  doubtfully,  "of  course 
one  can  always  go  to  church  in  London." 

"Just  as  you  like,  you  know.  The 
carriage  is  going.  And  the  ladies  would 
love  to  have  you." 

"Rather,"  said  Muriel.  "Gracious, 
we  must  fly." 

I  looked  at  the  beautiful  day  again  .  .  . 
and  helped  myself  to  another  cup. 

"  You  'd  better  go  without  us,"  said 
George  to  Muriel.  "  We  haven't  finished 
breakfast  yet.  Tell  you  what,  though  — 
we  're  going  a  good  walk,  so  we  might 
call  for  you,  and  all  come  back  together 
through  the  woods." 

"  That's  an  idea,"  I  said  heartily. 

After  breakfast  we  went  into  the 
library.  I  began  to  fill  a  pipe. 

"That's  rather  a  jolly  book,"  s:iid 
George,  picking  one  off  the  table.  "  You 
might  have  a  look  at  it  some  time." 

"I've  heard  about  it,"  I  sa'd,  looking 
at  the  title,  "  I  know  it 's  grod  ;  "  and  I 
beg.in  to  dip  into  it. 

'•  What  a  perfect  day,"  said  George 
at  the  window,  yawning  and  stretching 
himself;  "I  must  just  write  a  letter, 
though." 


I  turned  back  to  the  first  page.  .  .  . 
It  vas  really  a  very  jolly  book.  .  .  . 

"  Hallo,"  said  George,  "they're  back 
from  church.  We  shall  have  to  d  >  cur 
walk  thh  afternoon,  old  man.  How  's 
the  book?" 

"  Heavens,"  I  cried,  "  it 's  one  o'clock. 
I  had  no  idea." 

"  Well,  coir.e  and  have  some  lunch. 
What  a  wonderful  day!  About  this 
afternoon — would  you  like  to  go  up 
through  the  woods,  or  shall  we  get  down 
tj  the  sea  ?  ' 

"Don't  mind  a  bit,"  I  said  cheerfully, 
and  went  in  to  luiuh.  .  .  . 

"  What  do  you  generally  do  on  a  Sun- 
day after  lunch  ?  "  said  George,  as  we 
lit  our  cigars. 

"  In  London  I  generally  go  to  sleep," 
I  confessed. 

"  S  J  do  I,"  said  Gerrge.  "  Try  the 
sofa  in  the  library,  won't  you?  Ycu  ')! 
find  it  quite  comfortable,  and  then  you 
won't  he  bothered  by  the  ladies." 

We  all  met  at  tea  in  the  drawing- 
rcom. 

"  Tea  outside  is  so  uncomfortable, 
don't  you  think?"  said  Mrs.  George. 
"  You  're  three  lumps,  aren't  you  ?  Isn't 
it  a  perfect  d;iy?" 

"  Perfect,"  we  all  ngreed. 

•:::•  «•  •:»  « 

"  I  hope  it  will  be  fine  to-morrow," 
said  George,  as  he  gave  me  my  candle 
that  night.  "  You  've  hardly  seen  the 
country  yet.  We  might  have  the  car 
out — unless  you  'd  rather  walk  ?  " 

"  Walking  would  be  better  for  us,  I 
suppose  ?  " 

"  By  Jove,  yes  ;  you  Londoners  want 
exercise.  I  '11  tell  you  what.  We  "11 
go  out  in  the  car  and  take  lunch  with 
us,  and  then  the  ladies  can  drive  back, 
and  you  and  I  will  walk.  How  's  that  ?  " 

"  Ripping,"  I  said. 

Monday  was  another  glorious  day, 
from  four  o'clock  onwards.  I  was  down 
all  right  at  ten,  and  so  was  George's 
sister. 

"  What  are  you  men  thinking  of  doing 
to-day  ? "  she  asked,  when  1  had  got 
going  on  the  fish. 

"  George  .  said  something  about  all 
going  out  in  the  car." 

"That  will  be  jolly.  It 's  very  pretty 
round  here,  isn't  it?" 

"  I  haven't  seen  it  yet,"  I  said.  "  I  Ve 
hardly  been  outside  the  house." 

"  George  must  take  you  round  before 
we  start." 

When  this  was  repeated  to  George 
half-an-hour  later  ho  was  enthusiastic. 
"Come  on,"  he  said,  as  soon  as  he  had 
finished  his  breakfast;  and  I  followed 
him  out. 

"  This,"  he  said,  as  we  stepped  from 
the  library  on  to  the  lawn,  "is  where  we 
generally  play  croquet.  A  jolly  game, 
I  always  think." 

"  Oh,  rather." 


"Do  you  play  much?  Well,  then, 
lon't  you  agree  with  me  that  it 's  a  mis- 
take for  the  man  who  goes  first  not  to 
have  a  shot  at  the  hoop?  " 

"It's  rather  risky,"  I  began,  "be- 
cause— 

"Well,  now,  I  don't  think  so.  I'd 
back  myself  to  do  it  any  time.  Look 
here,  we  might  just  have  a  game  and 
then  I  'd  show  you  what  1  mean.  Would 
you  like  to?" 

"  Rather  ;  I  'in  always  ready  for 
croquet."  .  .  . 

"  We  must  have  another,"  said  George, 
an  hour  and  a-half  later.  "You  didn't 
get  any  of  the  luck."  ..."  And  a  con- 
queror," he  added  half  an  hour  after- 
wards. "  The  balls  just  went  right  for 
you  that  time." 

"  What  a  perfect  day,"  said  Mrs. 
George  at  lunch.  "How  's  the  croquet  ?  " 

"  We're  just  playing  the  conqueror," 
said  George.  "  Jove,  it 's  hot.  I  've 
never  known  such  a  day." 

We  finished  the  third  game  (which 
George  won),  and  came  in  for  a  drink. 

"It's  all  eye,"  said  George.  "Same 
as  at  billiards.  If  you  can  smnck  'em  at 
one  you  can  smack  'em  at  the  other." 

"  Well,  I  can't  smack  'em  at  billiards," 
I  sighed. 

"Nonsense!  Really?  I  wonder  what 
I  could  give  you  ?  Do  you  care  for  a 
game  ?  Ccme  on,  then." 

Muriel  came  into  the  billiard  -  room 
about  four. 

"  Billiards — on  a  day  like  this  !  "  she 
exclaimed. 

"It's  clouding  over  a  bit  now,"  said 
George,  as  he  chalked  his  cue  .  .  . 
"  That  takes  me  out,  I  think." 

"  Why  don't  you  play  a  sociable  game 
for  four?"  said  Muriel. 

"  Bridge?  "  said  George.  "Well,  get 
Polly  then.  And  wo  '11  have  tea  in  here." 

"  Do  you  play  Bridge  much  ?  "  Muriel 
asked  me. 

"I  love  it,"  I  said  truthfully. 

"So  do  1,"  the  said,  and  she  went  off 
for  Polly  .  .  . 

At  about  seven  o'clock,  "  No  trumps," 
said  George.  "Ah,  I  thought  so,"  he 
added.  "  It's  begun  to  rain." 

Wo  all  looked  out  of  the  window. 
"  Wliat  a  pity  !  "  we  all  said. 

"  Spoilt  your  week-end  rather,"  said 
George. 

"  Oh,  no,  I  'vc  had  a  perfectly  ripping 
time,"  I  protested. 

"Still  if  it  had  kept  fine—  You 
know,  in  the  country  one  does  want — 

"  Must  you  go  early  to-morrow  ?  "  said 
Muriel. 

"I  'in  afraid  so." 

"  Well,  you  must  come  again,  that 's 
all,"  said  Mrs.  George  kindly. 

"  And  come  when  it 's  fine,"  said 
George,  "  and  get  a  little  country  air  and 
exercise.  Do  you  all  the  good  in  the 
world."  A.  A.  M. 
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AMONG  THE  ADVERTISEMENTS. 

I.  ''$TOI>!   STOP  BiniiT  WIIKKK  YOU  ARE! 
Yotu  IIAIU  is  FALLING  OUT!  " 

IT  is  the  autumn  of  life.  I  have 
Stopped  light  where  1  am,  and,  lo!  my 
hair  is  falling  out.  It  is  useless  to 
replace  it.  Once,  in  the  beginning  of 
things,  I  thought  it  might  be  done,  and 
wlr-n  the  lirst  hair,  Imvingits  follicle  and 
passing  through  the  cutis  vera  and  the 
<'pidennis  into  the  open  air,  lay  before 
me  in  all  its  silent  tragedy,  I  was  not 
downcast.  I  took  that,  hair  to  the  works, 
thoroughly  meihauled  it,  polished  and 
sharpened  it,  parted  it  on  the  right  side 
and  replaced  it.  In  less  than  a  week  a 
second  hair  lay  on  the  shoulder  of  my 
coat,  making  its  mulo  appeal  for  liberty 
or  the  grave.  "  It  is  the  spring  of  life," 
I  said,  "and  your  work  is  still  to  do." 
I  had  it  trimmed  and  relined  throughout 
and  fresh  buttons  put  on.  But  when  I 
sought  to  replace  this  one,  it  would  not 
be  replaced.  What  mistake  had  I  made? 
Was  it  not,  after  all,  the  spring  of  life? 
The  mistake  was  not  there.  Whether  it 
came  of  romance  or  a  careless  barber,  that 
hair  was  not  mine.  It  was  an  import. 

But  now,  every  time  the  wind  blows 
my  path  is  strewn  with  these  sad  tokens 
of  n  zenith  passed.  I  have  tied  the  litt'e 
fellows  up  in  bundles  of  five,  and 
Dorothy,  Violet,  Joyce  and  Miss  Mallow 
have  each  been  supplied  with  a  bundle. 
But  the  remedy  is  temporary,  and  neither 
Dorothy,  Violet,  Joyce  nor  Miss  Mallow  is 
open  to  a  second  bundle.  Reader,  have 
you  any  cushions  that  you  would 
have  stuffed,  for  it  is  the  autumn  of 
life? 

I  cannot  prevent  this  falling-out,  can 
I  ?  But  why  should  I  want  to  prevent 
it?  Do  not  I  spend  half- an  hour  a  day 
getting  hair  off  my  face  ?  Why  should 
I  spend  another  half-an-hour  a  day 
getting  hair  on  the  top  of  my  head  ? 
Why  should  I  have  8,(>>S3  (no,  that  was 
yesterday ;  I  should  say  8,679)  stalks 
sitting  idle  on  the  top  of  my  head,  while 
I  carry  them  about  all  day  for  nothing? 
Are  they  beautiful  in  shape  ?  Only  for 
their  perfect  and  unbending  straight- 
ness.  Is  red  tinged  with  bluey-greyish- 
brown  a  tint  pleasing  to  the  eye  ?  I  do 
not  want  the  stuff.  I  will  stop  no  longer 
right  where  I  am.  I  will  keep  moving. 
Let  it  all  fall  out. 

No.  thank  you,  gentlemen,  I  do  not 
want  a  bottle  to-day. 

II.    "  Do  NOT  BE  A    MISERABLE    FAILURE    IN 
MM." 

It  was  the  winter  of  life,  and  all  his 
hair  had  fallen  out.  He  had  tried 
'.I'.l'.l  different  kinds  of  cocoa,  and  each  ol 
them  was  the  best  and  none  of  the  others 
was  pure.  He  had  stopped  right  where 
he  was,  and  his  hair  had  ceased  falling 


He  (aurteyin'j  the.  effect).    "  WELL,  WHAT  PEOPLE  CAN  SHE  is  KVKNISO  DHESS  BKYISMB!" 


out.  There  was  no  more  to  fall.  Neither 
Dorothy,  Violet,  Joyce  nor  Miss  Mallow 
would  disgorge  their  gratuitous  bundles. 

"Shall  I  be  a  miserable  failure  in 
life?"  he  said.  Then  something  caught 
his  eye.  It  was  an  advertisement. 

"  Thank  you,"  he  said,  "  for  your 
prompt  reply.  I  will  not."  And  he 
went  on  and  bought  a  wig. 

III.  "  TlIE  DESIKE  TO  POSSESS  BEAUTY 
IS  KEENEST  WHERE  REFINEMENT  IS 
STHONGrST." 

His  fountain  pen  had  filled  itself  in  a 
flash,  and  was  now  sitting  on  his  study 
desk  trying,  trying  with  all  its  little 
might  to  leak.  All  the  fleas  and  beetles 
were  dead,  and  the  growth  of  the  book- 


shelf was  visible  to  the  naked  eye.  The 
strong  healthy  baby,  determined  lo  have 
the  best,  had  finished  its  thirteenth 
bottle  (all  of  different  makes)  of  the 
Only  Food  and  was  making  the  day 
hideous  with  its  shrieks  for  the  other 
six.  Dorothy,  Violet,  Joyce  and  Mis* 
Mallow  were  not  to  be  seen,  but  there 
can  be  little  doubt  that  they  were  stand- 
ing before  their  several  mirrors,  growing 
momentarily  more  beautiful  in  four 
different  varieties  of  corsets. 

"I  wonder  how  they  will  like  my 
wig  ?  "  he  asked  himself. 

IV.    "DO  YOU  WANT  TO  KNOW  HOW  TO  GET 
RID  OF  THAT  SUPERFLUOUS  HAIR." 

Kxaise  me,  Sir,  but  it  is  a  wig. 
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ABSTEMIOUS    ARISTOCRATS. 

As  a  certain  amount  of  scepticism  has 
been  provoked  by  the  remarkable  dis- 
closures made  by  Miss  ELI.A  HEI-WORTII 
DIXON  in  her  article  on  "  The  Craze  for 
Frugality  "  in  last  Wednesday's  Dally 
Mail,  Mr.  Punch  has  been  at  some  pains 
to  verify  her  astonishing  statements. 
He  regrets  to  state  that  the  results  of 
these  inquiries  confirm  her  conclusions 
at  almost  every  point. 

To  begin  with,  The  Daily  Mall  has 
taken  to  using  the  word  "  parcimony," 
spelling  it  in  the  manner  adopted  by 
The,  Times,  and  thus  inducing  its 
readers  to  concentrate  their  attention  on 
the  deleterious  qualities  which  it  con- 
notes. This  in  itself  is  a  straw  which 
shows  which  way  the  wind  is  blowing. 

M.  Rideveau,  the  chef  of  the  Hotel 
Tit-Bitz,  interviewed  in  his  sanctum 
last  Friday,  corroborated  Miss  HEPWOIITH 
DIXON  in  almost  every  particular.  Ac- 
cording to  his  statement  the  number  of 
people  who  only  eat  four  meals  a  day  is 
steadily  increasing.  Last  week  Baron 
Brauneberg,  who  was  dining  with  Sir 
Isidore  Stoschenbiittel,  pointedly  de- 
clined his  favourite  dish  of  Devonshire 
cream,  caviare  and  pate  de  'fole  gras. 
Lord  Lushingham  has  become  a  teetotaler, 
and  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Hugo  Bulger  enter- 
tained a  party  to  supper,  after  a  recent 
performar.ee  of  Pclleas  et  Mcllsande,  on 
cracknels  anil  ginger  ale. 

Messrs.  Murdoch  and  Menzies,  the 
well-known  grain  merchants,  furnished 
our  representative  with  some  truly 
astonishing  figures  as  to  the  increase 
of  the  barley  crop  in  the  last  year.  The 
output  now  amounts  to  more  than  a 
billion  bushels,  and  even  so  it  fails  to 
keep  pace  with  the  ever-growing  demand 
for  the  favourite  beverage  of  the  day. 
Indeed,  Mr.  Mungo  Menzies  declared 
that  the  amount  of  barley-water  drunk 
by  the  members  of  the  House  of  Lords 
alone  in  the  summer  months  would 
fill  the  Serpentine  and  Round  Pond 
combined. 

Mr.  St.  LOE  STRAOHEY,  the  author  of 
The  New  Way  of  Life,  proposes  to  carry 
out  a  series  of  free  food  tests  on  an 
experimental  Spectator  company,  with  a 
view  to  determining  what  is  the  irre- 
ducible minimum  of  nutriment  on  which 
the  doctrine  of  Free  Exchange  can  be 
efficiently  advocated. 

The  Editorof  the  Tailor  s  Goose  affirms 
that  the  cult  of  economy  has  invaded 
the  hitherto  sacrosanct  domain  of  high 
sartorial  art.  Indeed,  he  has  it  on  the 
best  authority  that  a  well-known  duke- 
was  recently  seen  at  Epsom  in  a  suit  of 
ready-made  grey  flannels,  and  boasted 
to  his  friends  that  he  had  purchase  1 
them  that  morning  for  27. «.  (jd.  at  the 
emporium  of  Messrs.  Charity  Bros.,  in 
Clicupside. 


The  Editor  of  the  Tittlcr  publishes 
an  interview  this  wroek  with  Mr.  Fulsome 
Younger,  who  describes  himself  as  a 
converted  gourmand,  and  is  anxious 
to  form  a  Dining  Club,  the  members  of 
which  must  pledge  themselves  never  to 
spend  more  than  25s.  on  their  dinner, 
exclusive  of  wines. 

Mr.  MONTAGU  WOOD,  whose  superbly 
eloquent  article  in  the  June  National 
Review  on  "The  Disabilities  of  an 
Oxford  Career"  has  caused  such  con- 
sternation in  Academic  circles,  attributes 
the  decay  of  his  Alma  Mater  to  the 
fatuous  fashion  of  frugality  which 
threatens  to  submerge  the  peerless  pearl 
of  cities  beneath  an  avalanche  of  anaemic 
abstinence.  As  he  expresses  it  in  his 
inimitable  style,  "  it  is  this  exorbitant 
apotheosis  of  economy,  this  sini  ster  fetish- 
worship  of  semi-starvation  that  degrades 
the  somnolent  sons  of  Oxford,  supinely 
stagnating  beside  the  argent  confluence 
of  CherwelL  and  Isis,  to  the  abysmal 
depths  of  disconsideration  and  dis- 
repute." Mr.  WOOD,  however,  nobly 
refuses  to  despair  of  his  University, 
and  holds  that  a  course  of  Port  and 
Polysyllables,  if  vigorously  persisted  in, 
will  revive  the  robuster  traditions  of 
the  past  and  make  the  exuberant  scions 
of  noble  houses  irresistibly  pine  to 
punch  all  that  is  most  sensitive  in 
the  anatomy  of  bulky  and  belligerent 
bargees. 

THE    RULING    PASSION. 

[According  to  a  Hungarian  critic,  British 
middle-class  women  "  have  a  perfect  itch  for 
indignation.  Unless  they  feel  shocked  at  least 
ten  times  a  clay  they  are  not  happy."] 

THERE  are  who  find  their  sole  delight 

In  taking  Mayfair  fiats; 
There  are  who  love  to  purchase  quite 

Unnecessary  hats ; 
There  are  who  rank  the  world  a  blank 

Save  church-parade  on  Sundays, 
When  they  disclose  expensive  hose 

And  soul-enthralling  undies. 

But  one  there  is  with  little  mind 

For  pleasures  such  as  these  ; 
Joys  of  a  far  less  costly  kind 

My  virtuous  Martha  please. 
The  thrill  that  springs  from  hats  and 
things 

She  values  not.     What  knocks  her 
Is  when  she  hears  with  blushing  ears 

Some  tale  that  fairly  shocks  her. 

At  breakfast  Martha  scans  the  Mall, 

Where  she  is  sure  to  find 
Some  dreadful,  horrifying  tale 

That  sears  her  model  mind. 
Aghast  she  reads  the  Smart  Set's  deeds, 

Or  some  enquiring  chappie 
Asks,  "  la  it  true  that  women  woo  ?  " 

And  she  is  shocked  and  happy. 

A  deep  and  gratifying  glow 
Of  virtue  comes  her  way, 


If  she  by  any  chance  should  go 

To  see  a  modern  play  ; 
She  gloats  with  rage  to  think  the  stage 

Should  dare  to  draw  attention 
To  endless  strings  of  awful  things 

She'd  rather  die  than  mention. 

And  if  the  Vicar's  wife  should  call 

She  serves  some  tasty  scraps — 
The  curate's  sad  free-thinking  fall, 

The  verger's  latest  lapse  ; 
But  greater  still  the  scrumptious  thrill 

That  G.  B.  S.  affords  them  ; 
When  he  's  discussed  a  perfect  bust 

Of  righteous  wrath  rewards  them. 


IN     CHAMBERS. 

OUT  OF  CHAMBERS. 

IT  is  not  to  be  supposed  that  even  the 
busiest  K.C.  has  no  existence  outside 
court  and  his  chambers.  Observe,  for 
instance,  a  distinguished  Silk  leaving 
the  Strand  and  marching  westwards  as 
early  as  four  o'clock  in  the  afternoon. 
Let  us  follow  him  and  leave  chambers  for 
the  Dentist's  operating-room.  Delighted 
at  our  own  immunity,  we  observe  the 
Dentist  standing  ready  to  ply  his  forceps 
with  a  happy  smile  and  irresponsible 
chatter.  Sitting  in  the  Throne  of  Pain 
we  see  the  K.C.,  stripped  of  the  dignity 
of  his  robes  and  reduced  to  subjection 
by  one  aching  tooth.  The  former  is 
urbane  and  politely  prepared  to  do  his 
worst;  the  latter  masterful  in  manner 
but  meek  at  heart.  He  for  once  shall 
be  the  victim,  shall  even  be  the  martyr 
to  a  string  of  questions  which  he  knows 
lie  could  answer  once  for  all  if  only  his 
questioner  would  let  him. 

Silklike,  the  K.C'.  is  not  going  to  let 
the  other  fellow  in  before  he  has  had  his 
say.  The  contest  must  be  an  uneven 
one,  but  there  shall  be  a  contest.  Let 
us  sit  silent  amidst  the  escape  of  gas 
and  the  whirr  of  grinding  machines, 
listening  to  the  K.C.'s  words  and  watch- 
ing with  attention  the  curious  cere- 
mony. 

"  You  are  a  registered  dentist  ?  "  says 
the  K.C. 

"  I  am,  indeed,"  says  the  Dentist. 

"  Then  let  me  explain  to  you  how  you 
stand  with  regard  to  the  law.  Pro- 
bably the  first  reference  to  the  art  of 
dentistry  in  the  Statute  Book  occurs  in 
32  Henry  VIII.,  chapter  42,  section  3, 
where  it  is  enacted  that ' .  .  .  110  manner 
of  person  within  the  City  of  London  .  .  . 
using  barbery  or  shaving  .  .  .  shall 
occupy  any  surgery,  letting  of  blood  or 
any  other  thing  belonging  to  surgery, 
drawing  of  teeth  only  except.'  " 

"The  result  of  that,  I  take  it,"  says 
the  Dentist,  "is  this  :  If  I  were  shaving 
you,  I  could  pull  out  your  teeth,  but 
could  not  cut  your  chin.  It  would  be 
a  most  entertaining  experiment  to  pull 
out  a  tooth  with  a  razor." 
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« AXD    I    HAVE    ALWAYS    REGARDED    IT    AS    A    8O11B-.YIIAT    SIXHCUR    CIRCUMSTANCE,   THAT    WHEREAS   MY    FATIIEtt  WAS   BOBN   IN 

INDIA,  AND  MY  MOTHER  IN  BELFAST,  I  MYSELF  WAS  BORN  m  LONDON." 

She  (doinj  her  best).  "  UEA  -  A—  A— A— LLY.    How  STRANGE  YOU  SHOULD  ALL  HAVE  MET." 


"Technically,  this  is  not  the  City  of 
London,"  says  the  K.C.  hastily,  "and 
you  have  no  jurisdiction.  In  1878  was 
passed  the  Dentists'  Act,  41  &  42  Vic- 
toria, chapter  33,  the  charter  of  the 
profession.  The  following  is  a  summary 
of  its  provisions.  ..." 

"  When  a  man  treats  me  with  such 
painstaking  thoroughness,  I  feel  bound 
to  do  the  same  for  him,"  the  Dentist 
interrupts  thoughtfully. 

"  Thanks,"  says  the  K.O.  suspiciously  ; 
"I  will  ho  very  brief  with  you.  We 
will  pass  on  from  that  and  come  at  once 
to  the  most  recent  proposed  legislation, 
to  wit  that  of  Lord  HYLTON,  in  March 
1007  (Bill  No.  15),  "...  to  prohibit 
Joint  Stock  Companies  from  carrying 
on  practice  as  dentists  or  dental  surgeons, 
except  by  means  of  duly  qualified  per- 
sons.' Personally,  I  could  not  bear 
the  thought  of  having  a  tooth  pulled 
out  by  a  Joint  Stock  Company,  but 
Lord  HYLTON  doubtless  felt  differently. 
I  expect  what  happened  was  that 
there  were  as  many  as  twenty  moil  at 
work  in  his  mouth  at  once,  and  in 
tin1  eonfusion  one  fellow  gut  at  him 
with  a  pick  who  never  ought  to 


have  been  allowed  to  leave  his  coal- 
minp. 

"So  much  then  for  the  Statutes.  Now 
let  us  get  to  the  cases.  The  leading  case 
is  that  of  The  Pharmaceutical  Societi/  \. 
The  London  &  Provincial  Supply  Asso- 
ciation, Limited  (1880,  Appeal  Cases, 
857),  but  I  never  can  understand  from 
the  report  which  was  trying  to  pull  out 
winch's  teeth,  and  why.  There  is  also 
ample  authoiity  for  attaching  severe 
liability  to  the  dentist  who  trespasses 
off  the  one  particular  tooth  under  his  care, 
and  for  saying  that  every  dog  may  have 
at  least  one  bite.  Finally,  there  is  the 
ea-e  of  Lee  v.  Urijiin,  reported  in 
1  B.  &  S.,  of  which  the  facts  are  as 
follows: — 'A.  ordered  off  1$.  a  set  i.f 
artificial  teeth,  which  were  by  the  con- 
tract to  be  fitted  to  the  mouth,  but  died 
before  they  were  so  fitted.  Held,  that 
there  was  a  contract  for  the  sale  of  gcods 
within  the  Statute  of  Frauds,  29  Car.  II., 
eh  i]'ler  _.  section  17." 

"  I  don't  see  where  the  fraud  comes 
in,"  says  the  Dentist. 

"  It  do  'sn't.  I  only  quute  that  case 
to  show  that  the  law  has  got  its  eye  on 
dentists.  Bearing  that  in  mind  and 


never  forgetting  that  I  have  done  some 
very  successful  prosecuting  in  my  earlier 
days,  you  may  now  begin.  As  your 
Lordship  pleases :  Gentleman  of  the 
Forceps,  the  prisoner  in  the  chair  sits 
charged  with  a  tooth,  inflicting  grievous 
bodily  harm.  It  is  for  you  to  say  whether 
that  tooth  be  guilty  or  not  guilty." 

"  It  is  a  thoroughly  bad  tooth,"  says 
the  Dentist. 

"  That  I  take  to  be  a  verdict  of  'Guilty.' 
There  have  been  numerous  previous  con- 
victions, and  light  sentences  of  mere 
stopping  seem  to  have  no  effect  upon  it. 
Tlie  maximum  penalty  allowed  by  the 
law  must  be  applied,  and  the  sentence  of 
the  Court  is  that  you  remove  the  tooth, 
the  whole  tooth,  and  nothing  but  the 
tooth."  ==——=====— 

There  are,  of  course,  several  well- 
known  recipes  for  "  Barberry  Preserve." 
Perhaps  the  best  is  that  given  by  the 
Bradford  Dnili/  Anjiu: 

"  One  dozen  cambric  nightdresses,  1  dozen 
powdered  sugar,  heat  in   pan  gently,  and  boil 
i.  i;.  ilii-r  for  10  or  15  miuutes." 
Cambrie    is   e.-sential.     A  cotton  night- 
ruins  it. 
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Vtfar'n  Wife.  "THERE!  I  KUEW  n  WOULD  BE  WET — SIMPLY  HECAUSE  I  ARRANGED  TO  HAVE  Jiv  GARDEN-PARTY  TO-DAY." 
Vicar  (embarrassed,  but  constrained  to  supply  a  more  satisfactory  reason).  "WELL,  MY  DEAR,  YOU  KNOW  WE  HAD  THE  PHAYER  FOR  RAIN 
ON  SUNDAY  WEEK." 


ON  ROBERT  REDUCED. 

["  Every  observant  Londoner  nuist  have 
noticed  the  haggard  appearance  of  the  police."- 
The  Sketch.  ] 

A  SHADOW  on  the  sunlit  kerb 

He  scarcely  casts  to-day  ; 
The  outline  of  that  front  superb 

Has  warped  the  other  way  ; 
His  bosom  by  some  secret  care  is  can- 
kered ; 

You  shall  not  make  him  from  his  post 

withdraw 
To  moisten  with  an  unofficial  tankard 

The  dryness  of  the  Law. 

In  vain  o'  nights  does  Susan  spread 

Her  supper-board  for  two, 
Aside  he  turns  his  casqued  head, 

A  Galahad  in  blue  ; 

No     more     susceptible     to     basement 
beauty, 

Unflinchingly  he  foots  his  stony  fief  ; 
Not  love  can  lure  him  from  the  paths  of 
duty, 

Nor  plates  of  cold  roast  beef. 

What  outrage,  then,  has  made  so  spare, 
What  aggravating  i'r<_-t, 


One  that  was  never  wont  to  wear 

A  concave  silhouette? 
Is  it  that  Sikes  (incorrigible  felon) 
Has  made  his  beat  with  high  adven- 
ture hum, 
And    house-top    Marathons    begin     to 

tell  on 
Our  Robert's  rounded  turn  ? 

Not  Man,  I  think,  could  disabuse 

His  staid  content  of  mind  ; 
His  is  the  mien  of  those  that  kse 

Their  faith  in  Woman-kind  : 
How  many  a  peerless  maid,  the  pink  of 

manners, 

Who  seeks  his  prowess  in  some  pave- 
ment plight, 
May,  meeting  him  next  time,  with  motley 

banners, 
Call  him  a  brute — and  bite  ! 

Still  in  the  hour  of  stress  they  come 

And  find  him,  as  of  yore, 
A  half-inspired  compendium 

Of  topographic  lore  ; 
But  lo,  he  meets  their  smiles  with  imite 

avoidance, 

Their  fl  uttered  coquetries  assuage  him 
not ; 


For   him   all   fairs  to-day  arc  Suffrage 

hoydens ; 
He  hates  the  whole  dam  lot. 

That  is  the  reason  win-  he  sngs 

About  the  central  zone  ; 
Misogynist  he  treads  the  flagu, 

His  heart  is  turned  to  stone  ; 
Ay,  even  in  the  once  adoring  kitchen 

Soim    blow    for    Woman's    freedom 

might  be  dealt ; 

Sj,  fearing   Susan's   sauce,  he  takes   a 
hitch  in 

His  disillusioned  belt. 


His  Weekly  Over. 

0      51        U       \V 
"Crawford     ...      1  ...  0  ...  3D  ...  0" 

Newcastle  Daily  Chronicle. 

We   hope   to  note   a    still    greater   im- 
provement in  our  next  number. 


"  To  Wine  Merchants,  Jam  Makers,  and 
others. — A  few  tons  of  good  Rhubarb  for  sale, 
cheap." — DorJ;in(j  Advertiser, 

But   why  drag   in   "  Jam    Makers  and 

others  "  ? 
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ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 

KXTKAIT'II   FI10JI    TIIK    PlAUY    Of   ToBY,    M.!'. 

1 1  nns,'  of  C.mmons,  Tliiirxi/ni/. 
.him-  .">n/.—  House  reassembled  afliT 
Wliitsuu  holiday  of  Spartan  brevity. 
Only  bench  nearly  full  was  that  behind 
front  row  in  I  >iplomatie  Gallery.  Kven 
as  St'KAKKit  took  the  Chair  a  thin  Mark 
line  glided  in  by  doorway  and  filed 
along  tliebeneh.  Kvery  man  carried  in 
his  hand  a  copy  of  Orders  of  the  I  >a\ . 
Fust  business,  private  Hills.  Snne 
permitted  to  pass  proposed  stage.  For 
otliers  there  rose  (he  sharp  cry,  "I 
object ! ' 

No  appeal  against  this.  No  need  to 
formulate  objection  or  support  it  by 
argument.  Tlip  most  inconsiderable 
Member  is  master  of  situation.  At  his 
nod  a  Bill,  possibly  involving  costs  of 
hundreds  of  thousands  of  pounds  in 
business  affairs  of  a  populous  com- 
munity or  a  big  commercial  concern,  is 
blocked. 

Mysterious  strangers  in  Diplomatic 
Gallery  follow  proceedings  with  almost 
anguished  interest.  A  sigh  of  relief 
when  stage  of  particular  Hill  is  passed 
is  echoed  by  low  groan  of  despair  when 
another  is  postponed. 

Private  1  Jills  disposed  of,  Questions 
called  on.  The  strangers  glance  with 
sharp  interest  at  corner  seat  above 
Gangway  where  MANCNALL'S  QUESTIONS 
Asiii.Et  is  accustomed  to  sit.  Who 
knows  but  what  he  might  ask  why  they 
came  there  ?  Reply  made,  he  would  cer- 
tainly put  supplementary  question. 

"Anting  out  of    that  answer,  when 


are  they  going: 

The  thin  black 
nearest  the  door 
moved  towards  it. 


line  wavered, 
furtively   rose 


One 
and 


PROFESSOR  HOB-HOUSE'S  CLASSES  FOR  PAKI.IAMKNTAIIY  DFJ-ORTUENT. 

(Country  matiticr*  cured  gratis.) 

The  Professor.   "  My  dear  Hood !  when  shall  I  teach  you  that   this  rampant  attitude  of 
yours  is  absolutely  fatal  ?     Manners,  my  dear  Hood,  manners ! !  " 

["Sir  Alex.  Acland  Hood  said  he  was  much  obliged  to  the  ban. gentleman  for  his  Iceture  on 
1'ai  linmentary  manners  (Opposition  laiujliter).     Ho  could  assure  tho  hon.  gentleman  thai, 
from  sueh  an  authority,  it  carried  great  weight."] 


be  somewhere  in  hiding — followed.    One 


t  Mhers,  Mill  keeping   by  one,  folding  their  copy  of  the  Orders 


an  eye  on  ASIII.KY'S  vacant  seat — he  might  (so   unlike   the   Arab),  they  as   silently 


stole  away. 
"  Who  are 


thcvr"'   I  asked 


the  IfuiKB  FOH  SANK,  with  air 
of  indifference  designed  to  hide 
uneasiness  created  by  uncanny 


siicctacle. 

"Oh,"  said  he, 


1  don't   you 


Hill."    AS   SKKX    BY   SDJJK  I'K'U'l.K,   (111   A6   T'ltY 

\vmi.n  WISH  TO  six  III.M. 


know?  They  are  the  Parlia- 
nuntiry  Agents  for  Private 
Bills  in  attendance  upon  their 
banllings." 

Wlien  they  departed  appear- 
ance of  Chamber  grew  increas- 
ingly desolate.  Not  a  soul  on 
Front  Opposition  Bench.  Be- 
hind it  a  wilderness  in  which 
bloomed  that  solitary  rose, 
I'IVMIAM  HAMU  iiv.  Three  Minis 
t<  i>  on  Treas-.iiy  l>en;J.i  dra\\n 
by  magnet  of  Quest i  T.S.  Ab  ivc 
and  below  ( iangway  not  a  se  >!<• 
of  Members.  JACK  PKASE 
rubbed  his  hands  with  satis- 
faction. This  is  the  sort  of 
thing  a  Whip  likes  to  soc  on 


invasion, 
home  of 


day  when  Service  Es1  i  males  are  put  down 
for  Committee.  As  a  rule  progress  ia 
e  immensurate  with  ab- once  of  Memlierd. 
The  fewer  talkers,  th  •  more  votes. 

State  of  paralysis  indicated  by  Question 
paper.  Fourteen  printed.  Of  these  only 
half-a-doxen  put  The  rest,  addressed 
either  to  FIIIST  LOUD  OF  ADMIRALTY  or 
CiiASiKi.i;ii!  OF  1'Acnr.ijfER,  postponed, 
sineethcrewasnoone  to  reply.  Ai>Miit.u. 
McKKSNA  is  on  the  seas,  looking  after 
the  security  of  ports  on  the  South 
Coast  especially  open  to 
LI.OYD  GKOI«;K  is  still  in  the 
his  fathers,  re-visiting  Llanystumdwy, 
regarding  with  dimmed  eyes  the  smithy, 
his  first  Parliament,  where  none  moved 
the  Closure  when  they  "discussed  and 
decided  abstruse  questions  Iwlonging  to 
this  world  and  the  next,  in  politics,  in 
theology,  in  philosophy  and  science." 

Thus  it  came  to  pass  that  by  three 
o'clock,  full  forty  minutes  earlier  than 
usual,  Questions  were  disposed  of. 
lleyond  the  momentary  pleasure  of  this 
deliverance  lies  the  significant,  illumin- 
ating fact  that  no  one  is  a  penny  the 
worse  by  reason  of  the  unparalleled 
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speed.  Day  by  day  through  Session 
a  vertigo  of  a  hundred  questions  are 
nddmsed  to  Ministers.  Safe  to  assert 
that  not  more  than  fourteen  are  of  prac- 
tical service  to  the  State. 

SPKAKER  vanished  ;  CHAIRMAN  OF  WAYS 
AND  MEANS  took  his  seat  at  the  Table  ; 
PECKHAM  still  dwelt  amid  loneliness  of 
benches  above  Gangway.  This  would 
never  do.  Every  prospect  of  Ministers 
romping  through  votes  in  Supply. 
Might  clear  the  whole  paper  with  none 
to  say  them  Nay. 

PEI'KIIAM  a  man  of  rare  resource.     Less 
lhan  a  score  of  Members  present. - 
If  he  could  rush  a  count-out,  the 
country  would  at  least  temporarily  | 
be  saved  from  onslaught  of  a  rapa- , 
cious  Government.    SNOWDEN  on  his 
legs    melting    in    sympathy    with 
wrongs  of  certain  pension  officers. 
Uprose  PECKIIAM. 

"  Mr.  EHMOTP,"  he  said,  "  I  beg 
to  call  your  attention  to  the  fact 
that  there  are  not  forty  Members 
present." 

SNOWDEN  plumped  down  as  if 
sudden  thaw  had  set  in.  Through 
distant  rooms  and  corridors  the  bells 
clanged  signal  for  a  co  int.  Slowly 
Members  troop  d  in.  Would  tbey 
make  up  forly  before  (lie  sand  sped 
through  the  glass?  PECKHAM  re- 
lieved himself  if  personal  anxiety 
on  the  subject  by  instant  flight. 
As  soon  as  he  moved  the  count  he 
bolted  behind  the  SPEAKER'S  Chair. 
If  perad venture  the  muster  counted 
up  lo  thirty-nine  it  was  not  for  him 
to  make  up  the  forty. 

The  stream  passing  into  the  HOUSJ 
from  Lobby,  at  first  a  mere  dribble, 
grew  in  volume.  Evidently  the 
Whips  had  not  been  caught  napping. 
Before  the  last  grain  of  sand  had 
fallen  CHAIRMAN  OF  WAYS  AND  MEANS 
was  on  his  feet  counting.  Some 
would  have  begun  at  the  beginning, 
wearily  winning  their  way  up  from 
the  unit  to  the  two-score.  Not  so 
Mr.  EMMOTT. 

"  Thirty-eight  —  thirty-nine  - 
forty,"  he  said  in  a  breath. 

The  head  of  SNOWDEN  uprose  again, 


A    DIGRESSION. 

I  WAS  tired  of  pedestrianism  and 
being  poor,  so  I  waved  imperiously  to 
the  passing  taxicab.  "  I  will  now,"  I 
said  to  myself,  "  be  rich.  To  be  pro- 
perly rich  I  must  be  in  a  motor." 

The  taxicab  saw  me  and  returned  my 
greeting.  More  than  that,  it  stopped  in 
its  wild  career  and  returned  to  speak  to 
me.  To  have  dislocated  all  the  traffic 
at  Charing  Cross  for  the  best  part 
of  a  minute,  that  is  the  beginning  of 
riches. 


MB.  HALDAKE  (AS  Mn.  PKLISSIER  OF  "  THE  FOLLIES.") 

"  And  there  came 
ISut-ter-flies  ! — all  foreign .'.' " 


arrived  at  Regent's  Park,  we  might 
play  some  homely  game  or  bask  idly  in 
the  rain,  while  I  read  the  longer  of  my 
poems  to  you." 

"  I  don't  follow  you,"  said  the  man, 
hauling  down  his  flag. 

"  Then  I  will  follow  you,"  I  said,  pre- 
paring to  enter  the  cab. 

"  lint  tell  me,"  paid  he,  "of  what  you 
stand  in  need.  I  should  like  to  help 
you  if  I  can." 

"  I  want  to  go  to  Regent's  Park 
Corner,"  I  said. 

"  Why  ?  "  he  asked. 

"  I  have  a  multitude  of  reasons, 
some  abstract,  one  concrete.  Re- 
gent's is,  I  consider,  a  very  pleasant 
Park,  and  I  am  told  that  some  one 
expects  us  to  luncheon  in  that 
neighbourhood." 

"Us?"  he  cried,  incredulous. 
"  No  one  ever  expected  me.  I  am 
the  Great  Unexpected.  Who  would 
ever  have  thought  that  I  should  be 
earning  one  pound  to  thirty  shillings 
a  day,  apart  from  perks  ?  " 

"Pardon,"  I  interrupted;  "your 
clock  already  points  to  8d.,  and  I 
have  only  one  shilling  and  sixpence 
in  the  whole  world.  I  am  uot  sure 
whether  I  have  even  that  with  me 
at  the  moment.  Never  mind  ;  let 
that  pass,  for  I  have  a  bright  idea. 
1/^t  us  go  to  Regent's  Park 
Corner." 

"Yes,"  said  the  policeman  on 
the  pavement,  interested  in  spite  of 
himself,  "  why  don't  you  ?  " 

"  Because,"  said  the  chauffeur, 
idly  fingering  his  lever,  "Regent's 
Park  lias  not  got  a  corner." 

"No  matter,"  said  I,  "I  do  not 
insist  upon  the  Regent's,  though  I 
must  have  a  Park  and  a  corner.  In 
fact,  when  I  said  Regent's  Park 
Corner,  I  meant  Hyde  .  .  ." 

"Ah  !  "  said  the  chauffeur,  mov- 
ing off  in  another  circle,  "you  should 
always  say  what  you  mean." 

To  have  held  up  the  traffic  at 
Charing  Cross  twice  in  the  same 
hour,  that  is  plutocracy. 


cleared  of  the  cloud  PECKHAM  had  wan- 
tonly but  ineffectually  wrapt  it  in,  and 
debate  went  drearily  on. 

Business  done. — Vote  of  three-quarters 
of  a  million  for  Inland  Revenue  Depart- 
ment agreed  to  in  time  for  adjournment 
at  7.20. 


"  The  Oxford  University  Press  are  preparing 
anew  library  edition  of  Shelley's  works  to  bo 
printed  in  Fell  type,  'The  Faery  Queen'  being 
edited  by  Mr.  J.  0.  Smith  and  the  remainder 
by  Dr.  de  Seliucourt." — Saturday  Review. 

.Also  ran :  "  In  Mcmoriairi  "  and  "  The 
''.Canterbury  Talrs." 


"Regent's  Park  Corner,"  I  said  to 
the  chauffeur. 

"  What  about  it?  "  he  asked. 

"I  had  some  idea,"  I  replied  suavely, 
"  that  you  and  I  might  go  there  together. 
You  shall  sit  in  your  little  armchair  and 
turn  your  wheel  as  you  will,  while  I  re- 
cline gracefully  inside  upon  the  larger 
seat  and  dispose  my  feet  carelessly  upon 
the  smaller  one.  En  route  we  will  ob- 
serve the  life  of  the  great  metropolis, 
and  mark  the  ambition,  misery  and  vice 
stamped  upon  the  faces  of  its  inhabit- 
ants. Perhaps  we  may  even  enter 
upon  some  interesting  discussion  with 
a  motor-bus  driver  on  the  way-  Qnco 


A  little  girl  having  written  to  Hearth 
and  Home  about  her  holiday,  the 
Editress  of  the  "Children's  Circle" 
replies  in  the  paper  as  follows  : 

"  Write  and  tell  us  more  about  Crieff.  Is  it  a 
I'shing  place?  I  am  sure  the  Circle  would 
like  you  to  describe  it.  I  love  the  sea,  I  think, 
more  than  anything  in  nature." 

Certainly  the  Editress  should  be  told 
"  more  about  Crieff." 


"  Holbein  saved  by  a  Lady." 

"  Daily  Mail  "  Contents  Rill. 

The  rescuer's  name  is  easy  to  guess. 
She  must  be  HOLBEIN'S  cross-Channel 
rival,  Miss 
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«H^»'T  •* y 

F'mherman.  "I  DON'T  SUPPOSE  YOU  SK.-:  THE  PAPERS  jiccii  UP  HEBE,  BUT  YOU'VE  PROBABLY  HEARD  ABOUT  THE  KINO  wissixo  THE  DERBY?" 
Boatman.  "  Oo  AY,  I  HEF.iin  TEI.L  o'  THAT.     HE  MACS  HE  A  GUID  RIDER,  HIM!" 


A  SHOW   OF    HANDS. 

So  far  as  the  remote  past  is  concerned, 
my  memory  is  excellent.  I  should  like 
to  take  a  piece  off  behind,  so  to  speak, 
and  patch  it  up  in  front,  where  the 
machinery  for  registering  future  events 
is  weak.  It  has  a  stupid  habit  of  re- 
calling things  just  after  the  time  for 
action  is  passed. 

Thus  it  allowed  me  to  get  four-fifths 
of  the  way  to  Hampstead  before  remind- 
ing me  to  bring  a  pair  of  gloves  for  the 
dance.  The  local  shops  were,  I  knew, 
all  closed  ;  and  if  I  returned  home  I 
should  be  late,  and  Her  programme 
would  be  filled  up. 

Then  I  remembered  with  a  Ridden 
exaltation  of  mood  that  my  host  was 
learning  wood-carving,  and  always  kept 
his  old  gloves  for  finger-stalls. 

I  found  him  in  the  hall,  but  he  could 
not  help  me.  All  his  old  gloves, 
together  with  his  favourite  coats  and 
his  dear  old  shooting  boots,  had  been 
spirited  away  to  a  jumlilc  sale. 

"(Vino  without  any  gloves?"  asked 
Greene. 

I  don't  like  Greene,  but  there  was  a 
ray  of  hope  in  his  query.  "  Yes,"  I 
replied  eagerly. 

"Pity,"  said  Greene. 


"What  can  I  do?"  I  demanded 
fiercely. 

Greene  pondered.  His  face  brightened 
suddenly.  So  did  mine.  "  There  'a 
some  tennis-court  whitening  in  the 
shed,"  he  said,  "and  if  you  only  dance 
with  girls  in  white  dresses  it  won't 
matter  if  it  does  come  off  a  bit." 

Then  I  caught  sight  of  Her  in  pale 
blue. 

She  was  quite  nice  about  the 
gloves,  and  said  that  she  had  kept  six 
dances  for  me,  but  that  she  really 
couldn't  sit  them  out.  The  floor  was 
too  lovely,  and  the  band  a  simple  dream. 

I  retired  to  a  lonely  corner  for  thought. 
Kven  the  solace  of  a  cigarette  was  denied 
me.  She  objected  strongly  to  men 
smoking  at  dances.  As  I  might  have 
the  pleasure  of  driving  home  with  her 
afterwards,  I  dared  not  disobey. 

My  host  unearthed  me  before  the  third 
dance  was  over.  "  Just  the  very  man  1 
want,"  he  cried  heartily,  and  dragged 
me  off  rc.M.sting.  .  .  . 

She  wasn't  exactly  a  wall-flower.  She 
belonged  rather  to  some  species  of  Vir- 
ginia-creeper—doomed to  lie  everla-t- 
ingly  fixed  to  the  wall.  I  began  to 
scribble  imaginary  engagements  all  over 
my  programme  at  frantic  speed. 

"  This  poor  fellow  has  come  without 


any  gloves,"  said  my  host.  "His  pro- 
gramme is  empty,  and  it  would  be  an 
act  of  real  charity  to  sit  out  with  him." 

She  led  me,  helpless,  to  a  secluded 
nook  and  at  once  started  out  to  bore  me. 
My  thoughts  were  elsewhere,  and  my 
answers  were  vague  and  irrelevant. 
After  three-quarters  of  an  hour  her  voice 
took  on  a  chilling  tone.  I  pulled  myself 
together  and  made  a  desperate  effort  to 
be  polite. 

"  I  wonder  if  you  are  any  relation  to 
(lateral  Scroggins?  "  I  asked. 

"  My  name  is  Cny/ms,"  she  replied. 

"Come  and  have  a  drink,"  I  said 
hastily.  It  didn't  sound  right,  somehow, 
though  the  intention  was  good.  "  I 
mean,  can't  I  get  you  some  claret-cup  or 
something?" 

"  No,  thank  you." 

"Or  some  lemonade  or  anything  of 
that  sort  ?  " 

"  No,  thank  you." 

"Hut  I  insist — you  haven't  had  any- 
thing to  drink  for  over  an  hour." 

"  .Vo,  tin ml;  you." 

"But  I  really  must  insist,"  I  said, 
edging  backwards  till  I  reached  the 
stairs.  Then  I  turned  and  fled  back 
to  my  previous  hiding-place. 

An  hour  later  I  was  discovered  by  im 
hostess.  "Poor  man,"  she  said,  ".-'' 
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alone?  Rut  you  won't  want  gloves  for 
supper.  Come  with  me.  I 've  got  some- 
one for  you  to  take  dcnvn." 

My  heart  rose  again.  Perhaps  She 
was  still  free  for  supper. 

"  Thanks  so  much,"  I  replied.  "  I  've 
just  been  bored  to  death  by  my  one  and 
only  partner."*  (This,  of  course,  was 
not  a  tactful  thing  to  say  to  a  hostess.) 

She  stopped  suddenly  and  spoke  to 
someone  round  the  corner. 

"  I  'in  so  glad  yon  're  still  here.  I 
want  you  to  cheer  up  a  poor  man  who 
lias  been  bored  to  death  by  his  one  and 
only  partner." 

She  turned  to  me  and  stepped  aside. 
"  Let  me  introduce  you  to  Miss  Grog- 
gins." 

Appetite  and  indignation  battled 
fiercely  for  the  mastery,  and  appetite  won. 
We  sat  at  a  table  from  which  I  had  an 
uninterrupted  view  of  Her.  Also  an 
equally  good  view  of  Greene. 

I  became  recklesf.  I  talked  merrily 
and  unceasingly.  My  partner  thawed 
once  when  I  spoke  of  BROWNING,  and 
froze  again  with  a  snap  when  I  com- 
pared his  Hunting  of  the  Snark  to 
BYRON'S  Ancient  Mariner. 

I  spent  the  rest  of  the  night  in  strict 
seclusion,  except  on  one  occasion  when 
my  host's  sister-in-law  dragged  me  out 
and  introduced  me  to  Miss  Groggins. 

At  last  the  strains  of  the  National 
Anthem  reached  my  eager  ear.  I 
waited  by  the  hall  door  till  She  came 
down.  Greene  also  waited. 

She  looked  at  us  in  laughing  despair. 

"  There  isn't  room  for  you  both  !  "  she 
said. 

"  It  is  my  turn,"  I  pleaded  humbly. 

She  regarded  us  judicially  for  some 
seconds.  "  Well,  I  can't  decide  without 
being  very  rude  to  one  of  you — so  I  will 
refer  it  to  a  higher  court.  My  aunt 
hasn't  met  either  of  you,  and  she  shall 
have  the  casting  vote." 

Oh,  yes,  the  aunt  was  Miss  Groggins 
right  enough — and  Greene  secured  the 
seat  by  an  overwhelming  majority  of 
two  to  one. 

I  decided  to  walk  home.  The  grey 
hopeless  dawn  suited  my  mood.  I 
wanted  a  smoke,  too,  desperately.  I  felt 
in  my  pockets.  I  repeated  the  process. 
I  had  forgotten  to  bring  my  cigarette 
case!  I  felt  despairingly  in  the  tail 
pocket  of  my  dress  coat.  I  never  use 
this  pocket — but  perhaps,  in  a  fit  of 
absent-mindedness,  I  had  put  it  there ! 
I  didn't  find  it.  All  I  found  was  a  pair 
of  unsoiled  evening  gloves  which  I  had 
worn  the  night  before  ! 


Common  Objects  of  the  Countryside. 

From  a,  Parish  Magazine: 

"  We  have  unfortunately  not  as  yet  been  able 
to  obtain  a  Curate,  though  having  taken  every 
possible  stop  to  secure  that  object." 


AT  THE    PLAY. 

"A  MEKIJY  DEVIL." 

Foil  his  sixteenth-century  "Florentine 
Farce,"  Mr.  FAOAN  seems  to  have  drawn 
ungrudgingly  upon  SIIAKSPEARE'S  crea- 
tions. Its  full  name  .should  be  "Much 
Ado  about  tho  Taming  of  the  Merry 
Wife  of  Florence."  The  fun  begins 
boisterously  with  the  entrance  of  Mr. 
CYRIL  MACDE,  disguised  as  a  local  Fahtaff. 
He  is  a  swashbuckling  suitor  of  Madnnixi 
Oeralda,  the  "  Merry  Devil"  (Miss  WINI- 
Kiii:i>  EMERY),  and  a  plot  is  soon  afoot  to 
serve  him  with  figs  and  an  iced  drink 
which  shall  cause  him  an  excruciating 


HENCE!   LOATHED  COLIC. 
Captain  Bambazone    -    -    MR.   CYRIL  MAUDE. 

colic'and  lead  him  to  imagine  that  he  has 
been  poisoned.  A  second  plot  is  then 
devised  against  another  suitor,  Sir 
Phillip  Lillcy,  an  Englishman,  who 
takes  all  things,  including  his  love, 
very  seriously,  and  has  not  been  long 
enough  in  Florence  to  assimilate  its 
prevailing  indifference  to  the  practice  of 
poisoning.  He  has  denounced  as  heart- 
less the  ridicule  of  Captain  Bambazone's 
stomach-ache,  and  he  must  be  taught 
better  manners  and  an  easier  mor- 
ality. My  lady  is  to  work  upon 
his  passion  and  persuade  him,  against 
his  principles,  to  take  a  hand  in  the 
secret  burial  of  the  poisoned  Captain's 
corpse,  actually  a  dead  hog  dressed 
up  for  the  part.  The  vast  amusement 
enjoyed  by  the  designer  of  these  plots — 
each  of  them  rather  homely  in  concep- 
tion—  was  not  dangerously  infectious 
beyond  the  footlights,  and  there  was  more 
attraction  for  the  audience  in  what  one 


must  call  the  serious  relief.  Indeed,  the 
real  interest  began  just  beforethecurtain 
of  the  Second  Act,  when  the  English- 
man, angered  to  find  that  his  loyalty 
had  been  played  with,  gives  his 
spoiled  lady  a  sound  whipping  (off). 
After  this  the  farcical  element  becomes 
secondary,  and  we  have  to  do  with  high 
sentiment  and  the  clash  of  strong  natures. 
The  last  Act  contains  a  very  pretty  pas- 
sage between  Madonna  Geralda  and  her 
young  singing  page,  Chcrubino  (Master 
HAROLD  EVERETT),  whose  sympathy  for 
his  mistress's  trouble  leads  him  to 
confess  his  love  for  her.  The  brave 
earnestness  of  the  boy,  and  the  smiling 
graciousness  of  the  lady,  careful  not  to 
hurt  his  pride,  gave  to  this  little  inter- 
lude a  particular  charm. 

Miss  WINIFRED  EMERY  in  the  comlined 
parts  of  Portia,  Jieatriee,  Katharine  the 
Shrew,  and  Mistress  Page  showed  an 
extraordinary  versat  lity  ;  and  Mr.  CYUIL 
MAUDE  as  the  Florentine  Falstaff  was 
always  pleasantly  rotund  in  his  buf- 
foonery. Minor  parts  were  picturesquely 
played  by  Miss  JESSIE  BATEMAN  (whose 
return  is  most  welcome)  and  Mr.  HOLMES- 
GORE. 

The  dresfes  and  the  beauiiful  sceneiy 
were  no  doubt  admirably  Florentine  and 
of  the  period.  The  practical  jokes,  too, 
may  be  said  to  have  easily  escaped  ihe 
snares  of  modernity;  indeed,  their  almost 
cosmic  freedom  from  subtlety  might  have 
commended  them  to  Primeval  Man. 
But  nothing  will  persuade  me  that  Miss 
WINIFRED  EMERY'S  Madonna  Geralda  was 
other  than  a  spoiled,  high-spirited  and 
rather  disagreeable  Englishwoman  of  no 
particular  era,  or  that  Mr.  AUIIREY  SMITH'S 
Sir  Phillip  Lillcy  was  anything  but  the 
soundest  product  of  the  twentieth  cen- 
tury. 

Mr.  FAGAN'S  serio-comic  extravaganza 
in  the  archaistic  vein  is  at  least  an 
experiment  that  should  be  encouraged. 
But  I  am  afraid  that  his  friend  SHAKS- 
I'EARE  nrust,  with  all  his  anachronisms, 
still  have  the  advantage  of  him  in  being 
a  matter  of  some  three  centuries  nearer 
to  his  mediaeval  themes.  0.  S. 


BIBLIOPHOBIA. 

"  MY  scheme,"  he  said,  "  is  quite 
simple.  It  is  based  on  common  sense. 
Briefly,  it  is  a  system  for  liberating 
people  from  books." 

"  Liberating  them  ?  " 

"  Yes.  That  is  what  people  want. 
They  pretend  to  want  the  company  of 
books,  but  what  they  really  want  is  free- 
dom from  books.  That  is  what  I  will 
give  them.  You  have,  of  course,  heard 
of  Stewdie's  and  the  Jupiter  Library, 
and  Hawthorn  and  Cut,  and  all  the  rest 
of  them?" 

"  Of  course." 

"You  perhaps  belong  yourself?" 
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Ethel  (jimt  returned  from  the  Kindergarten  Prize-giving).  "  McMMiE,  IT  WAS  A  SHAME  !    THET  GAVE  A  PRIZE  FOB  SOMETHING  WE  'VE  NEVER 

BEEN   TArOIIT." 

Mother.  "  WHAT  WAS  THAT,  DARLISO?"  Ethel.  "'(!KSKRAL  PROGRESS'  THEY  CALLED  IT." 


"  Yes,  to  tlio  Jupiter." 

"And  how  many  books  do  you  read  a 
year  ?  " 

"I —  Oil,  I'm  not  a  good  case. 
I  'm  a  very  busy  man." 

"  How  many  books?" 

"  We  get  four  or  five  a  week,  I  think." 

"  Yes,  but  bow  many  do  you  yourself 
wad?" 

"  Well,  now  I  come  to  tbink  of  it,  I 
don't  read  any." 

"  No,  of  course  you  don't.  And  who 
does  read  them  ?  " 

"  Well,  I  suppose  my  wife  does." 

"  No,  she  doesn't ;  she  looks  at  one  or 
two,  and  then  does  something  else." 

"  I  daresay  you  "re  right.  We  play 
billiards  every  evening,  and  we  're 
always  busy  till  then." 

"  All !  just  what  I  thought.  You  are 
typical.  You  don't  want  books.  And 
how  much  less  does  a  man  who  writes 
hooks  want  with  a  library  subscription! 
Think  of  that.  Very  well,  then,  here 
conies  in  my  scheme.  My  scheme  is  to 
relieve  people  of  books.  My  collecting 
vans  don't  bring  books;  they  take  them 
away.  You  can  subscribe  for  as  many 
or  as  few  volumes  as  you  like.  For 
half-a-guiuca  a  year  I  wjll  take  away 


one  of  your  books  twice  a  week.  For  a 
guinea  I  will  take  one  away  every  morn- 
ing. For  two  guineas  I  will  take  three 
away.  And  so  on.  It 's  perfectly  simple. 
When  all  the  books  you  don't  want  have 
gone  you  close  the  subscription.  Every- 
one has  too  many  liooks,  and  no  one  any 
longer  reads  anything  but  the  papers." 

"  Yes,"  I  said,  "  it 's  ingenious,  and  I 
daresay  there's  something  in  it.  Uut 
why  not  strike  earlier?  Why  not  use 
your  machinery  to  prevent  publication 
at  all?" 

"Oh,  no,"  he  said,  "that  wouldn't  do. 
People  like  to  belong  to  things  ;  they 
like  to  subscribe.  The  van  calling 
would  be  a  source  of  both  pleasure  and 
pride  to  them." 

"And  what  will  you  do  with  the 
books  you  collect  ?  " 

"  Those  ?  Oh,  I  shall  sell  them  cheap 
to  the  others." 

"What  others?" 

"  Tlie  real  readers." 


"That  lonely  outpost  of  Scotland,  St.  Hilda, 
will  be  visited  neit  week  by  the  Hebrides." — 
Daily  Record. 

These  friendly  rails  do  much  to  keep 
the  Empire  together. 


THE  COW-CUBE. 

[A  leading  surgeon  hns  infoimed  Tlif  1'mly 
Mirror  that  when  a  man's  "  had  day  "  recuis  - 
which,  it  appears,  is  oner  every  three  or  four 
weeks— he  should  go  into  the  country  by 
himself,  and,  if  it  is  summer,  lie  in  a  Celd, 
and  meditate  on  nothing  but  cows.] 

WHEN  Chancellors  would  supertax  your 

brain 

With  Budget  worries,  take  a  local  train 
To  some  bucolic  spot,  UN k nit  your  brows, 
And  simply  think  of  cows! 

When    ghostly    scare  ships,    scudding 

through  the  night, 
Have  sent  you  up  to  bed  half  dead  with 

fright, 

Arise  next  morn  and  in  a  meadow  browse 
And  ruminate  on  cows. 

So,  when  the  scribbler's  day  of  gloom 

comes  round 

And  ne'er  a  blessed  topic  can  be  found, 
He'll  write,  as  I  do  now  until  1  dnnvs", 
On  cows  and  cows  and  COWB  ! 


From  a  Publisher's  Advertisement. 
"A   very   humorous    book,   comfared    with 
'  The  Dolly  Dialogues.' " 

In  rose  this  is  misunderstood,  we  offer 
Mr.  A MIK>S Y  HOPE  cur  sympathy. 
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OUR    BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By  Mr.  Punch's  Staff  of  Learned  Clerks.) 

MR.  CHART  ES  GARVICE'S  novels  seem  to  belong  to  the  kind 
which  I  call  massics,  to  distinguish  them  from  classics.  I 
learn  from  publishers'  notices  at  the  end  of  Queen  Kate 
(IIoDnicu  AND  STOUGHTON)  that  he  is  "  an  author  who  enjoys  a 
prodigious  vogue  on  the  other  side  of  the  Atlantic,"  and  I 
accept  that  statement  with  respect,  though  throughout  the 
story  I  have  tried  hard  to  find  out  why  he  enjoys  it.  Or 
rather,  not  why  he  enjoys  it,  for  that  is  reasonable,  but  why 
he  has  it.  Prodigious  vogues  are  sometimes  very  difficult  to 
account  for.  In  Queen  Kate  there  is  a  gambling  baronet, 
an  Italian  villain,  a  dashing  spendthrift  young  guards- 
man who  succeeds  to  a  dukedom,  and  a  Russian  prince, 
fabulously  rich  and  unscrupulous,  who  will  give  up  all  for 
the  hand  of  the  divine  opera  singer  who  has  taken  Europe 
by  storm,  and  is 
really  the  heroine  in 
disguise.  Also  there 
are  plenty  of  titled 
people,  including 
Lord  Umberleigh, 
who  is  a  wonderful 
hand  at  a  climb  on 
the  "  Mer  de  Glace  " 
(sic),  and — I  believe 
— a  bishop.  Yes,  I 
feel  sure  I  remember 
a  bishop.  And  a 
forged  will.  Now 
in  England  all  these 
things  are  good  sell- 
ing lines,  but  some- 
how I  don't  seem  to 
see  them  getting  a 
"  prodigious  vogue." 
Mind  you,  I  've  only 
read  this  one  book 
by  Mr.  GARVICE,  and 
perhaps  the  others 
had  some  other 
strong  point,  such 
as  stolen  jewels  or 
something,  which 
this  lacks.  Anyhow,  I  am  greatly  excited  to  see  how  it 
takes.  

When,  on  a  spring  morning  in  Paris,  Ste.  Marie  and 
Richard  Hartley  get  forth  on  The  Quest  (WARD,  LOCK)  to 
discover  the  vanished  brother  of  the  young  woman  with 
whom  they  both  suppose  themselves  to  be  in  love,  the 
reader  who  has  any  previous  acquaintance  with  the  work  of 
Mr.  JUSTUS  MILES  FORMAN  will  already  congratulate  himself. 
Nor  does  what  follows  belie  the  promise  of  so  good  an 
opening.  The  scene  is  furnished  with  just  sufficient  local 
colour  (in  the  way  of  restaurants  especially)  to  recall  delight- 
ful memories.  Further  than  this,  there  is  a  wicked  uncle 
"  with  a  laugh  like  the  mewing  of  a  cat "  ;  Jin  excellent 
mystery  ;  a  fight  or  two;  and  finally  a  dilapidated  old  house 
in  the  suburbs,  in  the  garden  of  which  (how  Mr.  FOUMAN 
does  love  a  horticultural  getting  !)  the  hero  is  kept  a  wounded 
but  enamoured  prisoner  for  weeks  on  end.  It  is  all  quite 
gloriously  impossible,  but  the  best  fun  in  the  world  to  read 
about.  I  wit-h  Mr.  FORM  AN  had  not  chosen  to  call  his  most 
frequently  mentioned  character  Sic.  Marie,  a  name  which  is 
irritating  to  the  insular  eye;  but,  this  small  personal  objec- 
tion overcome,  the  story  is  one  for  which  I  have  nothing  but 
a.  rather  breathless  adpiirntipn, 


Mr.  ROBERT  HICHENS  has  decided  not  to  repeat  the  mistake 
of  giving  us  more  than  we  deserve  for  our  money  (Cs.),  as  he 
did  in  A  Spirit  in  Prison.  His  new  novel,  Barbary  Sheep,  is 
just  a  shilling  shocker,  for  which  Messrs.  METHUEN  charge 
3*.  0(/.  It  tells  how  a  baronet's  wife  has  a  vulgar  flirtation, 
if  nothing  worse,  with  an  Arab  Spain  at  El-Akbara,  the  Gate 
of  the  Desert.  Mr.  HICHENS  is  back  in  those  favourite  haunts 
of  which  he  understands  so  well  how  to  reproduce  the  atmo- 
sphere. To  Lady  Wyveme,  however,  they  are  novel,  and  the 
atmosphere  gets  into  her  frivolous  head  and  makes  her  do 
the  most  improbable  things.  A  local  madman,  armed  with  a 
murderous  knife,  is  arbitrarily  dragged  in  to  save  the  situa- 
tion, and  a  veil,  equally  arbitrary,  is  drawn  over  the  strained 
relations  which  are  bound  to  follow  between  the  lady  and 
her  stolid  British  husband.  Apart  from  the  setting,  it  is 
just  an  ordinary  magazine  story,  in  which  Mr,  HICHENS  seems 
to  have  taken  advantage  of  his  reputation  to  impose  upon  us 
something  that  is  not  quite  worthy  of  his  clever  pen. 


'THIS    TOO,    TOO    SOLID    FLESH." 

"TlIE  CONSPIRATORS  ARE  AT  HAND!        QUICK  !    QUICK!    MY   LORD.       TlIE   8ECI1ET   STAIRCASE." 


Eugenic  Wintour's 
trouble  in  Arrows 
from,  the  Dark  (MlLLS 
AND  BOON)  arose  from 
a  combination  of  bad 
judgment  and  bad 
luck.  Granted  that 
she  could  not  pre- 
vent her  infatuation 
for  Herr  Stehmann, 
the  famous  pianist,  I 
think  that  she  was 
imprudent  to  write 
so  freely  to  him ; 
nevertheless  it  was 
hard  (and  extremely 
inconvenient)  that  the 
famous  one  should 
die  suddenly,  and 
leave  so  many  effu- 
sive letters  in  the 
hands  of  his  infam- 
ous and  blackmailing 
wife.  The  blow  to 
Eugenie's  pocket  was 
severe,  but  it  was  the 
buffet  to  her  pride 
which  convinced  her  that  she  must  be  Tom  Trevor's  friend 
instead  of  his  wife.  However,  he  disagreed  with  her  on  this 
point,  and  so  slie  ultimately  carried  off  the  Great  Tom 
Stakes,  beating  the  more  attractive  Marjorie  Willett,  who 
was  my  fancy.  Miss  SOPHIE  COLE'S  book  will  appeal 
chiefly  to  fluffy  people,  but  if  it  restrains  anyone  from 
writing  indiscreetly  to  married  celebrities  it  will  have 
justified  itself. 

In  reading  Mr.  REGINALD  TURNER'S  book,  Samson  Unshorn 
(CHAPMAN  AND  HALL),  I  was  reminded  irresistibly  of  the  Dulte 
of  Plaza  Toro,  who  led  his  regiment  from  behind.  The  story 
tells  of  one  of  the  kings  of  the  popular  press— the  Napolea 
of  Journalism,  as  the  subalterns  of  their  reporting  army 
might  call  them.  He  is  go  terribly  swift  in  his  achievements 
that  panting  Time  toils  after  him  in  vain,  and  Mr.  TURNER 
comes  in  a  poor  third,  eome  way  behind  Time.  Maxwell,  the 
Napoleon,  does  something,  starts  a  new  paper,  perhaps,  or 
proposes,  or  breaks  it  off,  and  while  Mr.  TURNER  is  explaining 
at  length  how  he  felt  while  he  was  doing  it  he  is  off  after  fresh 
laurels — booming  conscription,  or  refusing  a  peerage,  or  what 
not.  All  this  would  be  more  entertaining  if  one  could  only  be 
there  while  he  is  at  it ;  but  one  must  of  necessity  stay  with 
the  author. 
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CHARIVARIA. 

IT  is  now  rumoured  tli;it  then-  is  more 

than    n ts   tin-  eye  in  llic   forthcoming 

na\a,l  display  in  the  Thames,  when  there 
is  to  be  a  line  of  war  vessels  stretching 
from  the  Kore  to  the  HOM-I-S  of  I'arlia- 
inenl.  The  iii-tii  il  nlijtvt  of  this  show 
of  fon-e  is,  it  is  said,  to  intimidate  tlie 
Suffragettes,  who  have  been  threatening 
a  renewed  atlark  on  the  House  of  Com- 
mons from  the  river. 

V 

iiur  new  cruiser,  If. M.S.  Defence,  ran 
ashore  the  i-ther  day,  and  was  none  the 
worse  for  a  .short  stay  there.  It  is 
satisfactory  to  know  that  she  is  not 

merely  seaworthy. 

V 

When  Mr.  LU>YI>-UEORGE  visited  Cardiff 
he  spent  some  time  at  the  Pageant  House 
inspecting  the  costumes,  "  in,  which," 
The  Daily  Chronicle  informs  us,  "he 
displayed  all  the  intelligent  interest  of  a 
I'AI.H  is  or  a  WOHTH."  Note  how  con- 
siderate the  Radical  Press  is  to  Mr. 
ASI.JI  mi's  ci)lleague.  There  is  no  men- 
ti«n  of  a  pi'iiti.i. 

V 

Meanwhile  Mr.  LIOMI  GEORGE'S  influ- 
ence in  Wales,  at  any  rate,  seems  to 
inen-.ite  rather  than  to  diminish.  No 
si  inner,  we  read,  was  Cyfarthfa  Ciistle 
thrown  open  to  the  public,  the  other 
day,  than  plants  and  shrubs  were  up- 
rooted, brass  taps  wrenched  off,  the 
rooms  ransacked,  and  even  lead  removed 
from  the  roof.  Taffy  takes  kindly  to 
the  hen-roost  notion. 
:••  * 

It  speaks  well  for  the  careful  arrange- 
ments at  the  Horse  Show  that,  although 
there  were  1,500  baby  ramblers  there, 
not  one  of  them  was  injured. 

*  * 

At  a  rummage  sale  in  connection  with 
a  Yarmouth  Church  Mission  the  silk  hat 
of  one  of  the  workers  v\aa  inadvertently 
sold  for  a  penny.  The  owner's  annoy- 
ance may  be  imagined,  for  the  article,  we 
understand,  was  worth  more  than  double 
what  was  given  for  it. 

V 

Our  attention  has  been  drawn  to  the 
advertisement  of  a  Temperance  Hotel  at 
Shrewsbury,  which  states  boldly  : — 

" PORTER    KKIT  ON  TUB    PREMISES." 

After  this,  it  seems  perhaps  unkind  to 
mention  that  the  House  in  question  is 
called  "  TheWelcome  Temperance  Hotel.' ' 

*  * 

Contrary  to  an  nonnccments  the  Church 
Pageant  opened  with  a  realistic  repre- 
sentation of  the  Flood. 

V 

Our  modern  theatres  carry  realism  to 
wonderful  lengths.  For  instance,  Miss 
VIOI.KT  VAXURITSH  has  informed  an  inter- 


Alan  (in  clear  and  bell-like  tones,  &o«  minutes  after  tJie  curtain  tia$  gone  up  on  thefirit 
scene  of  "  The  Merchant  of  Venice  ").  "  MOTHER,  WHICH  is  SIIAKBTEADS ?  " 


viewer  that  in  the  supper  scene  in  Tlie 
Woman  in  the  Case  the  beverage  she 
drinks  is  not  really  champagne,  although 
it  appears  to  be  such. 

In  his  speech  at  the  Press  Conference 
Lord  MORI.KY  stated  tliat  many  persons 
were  committing  themselves  to  literature 
as  a  profession  with  no  more  justification 
than  his  friend  Mr.  BIRRELL  would  have 
if  he  took  to  the  painting  of  pictures. 
Nothing,  however,  was  said  about  Mr. 

BlRRF.LL'S  politics. 

*  * 

Mr.  CHARLES  RIS-KI.I,  considers  that 
lessons  in  the  spending  of  money  should 
be  given  to  women.  But  surely  this  is 
one  of  the  things  that  comes  naturally 
to  them  ? 


Poor  Mr.  Crawford  Again. 

o.    H.    R.   w. 

"J.N.Crawford 0.2    1     0    0." 

—Sheffield  Daily  Teleyraph. 

This  is  an  example  of  what  perseverance 
can  do.  Indeed,  it  has  led  to  an  even 
greater  success.  In  The  Evening  New* 
we  read : — 

"  Crawford's  dismissal  of  Benham  afforded  a 
fine  example  of  what  is  known  at  poetic 
justice.  It  happened  thus  :  Benham  in  playing 
forward  did  not  meet  the  ball  properly,  and  it 
sped  a  few  inches  above  the  ground  to  Marshal, 
who  could  not  quite  bold  it  with  one  hand. 
With  the  very  ball,  however,  the  Surrey  captain 
clean  bowled  Benham." 

This,  at  least,  shows  that  Mr.  CRAWFORD 
does  not  call  for  a  new  ball  every  time 
he  has  a  catch  missed  off  his  bowling. 
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"WORDS,    WORDS,    WORDS." 

[Being  the  reflections  of  a  pessimist  on  the  unanimity  shown  bjr  o^r 
leading  statesmen  in  speeches  delrrered  on  tho  subject  of  National 
Defence  before  the  Imperial  Press  Conference.] 

"  Ah  God,  for  a  man  with  heart,  head,  hand, 
Like  some  of  the  simple  great  ones  gone 
For  ever  and  ever  by, 
One  still  strong  man  in  a  blatant  land, 
Whatever  they  call  him,  what  care  I, 
Aristocrat,  democrat,  autocrat— one 
Who  cnn  rule  ..."  Tennyson. 

YES,  we  "  endorse  "  each  other  right  enough  ; 

"Hear,  hear !  "  we  cry,  " 'twas  excellently  said  ; " 
Our  hearts,  no  doubt,  are  of  the  proper  stuff, 
And  here  and  there  a  head — • 

But,  when  we  look  to  feel  the  guiding  hand 

Laid  to  the  promised  task  betimes  and  now, 
Like  patient  oxen  in  the  tilths  we  stand, 
With  none  to  steer  the  plough. 

Oh,  you  have  heard  us,  you  from  oversea, 

Have  heard  our  statesmen,  every  brand  and  hue, 
Talk  with  a  wondrous  unanimity 
Of  what  we  ought  to  do ; 

But  think  you  we  shall  do  it  ?    Ah,  good  Sirs, 
The  thought  is  prompted  by  a  guestly  tact, 
Or  you  are  misinformed  of  what  occurs 
In  the  domain  of  fact. 

Not  that  we  sbirk  tbe  sacrifice  to  pay ; 

Nor  that  our  ancient  pride  of  race  is  lost ; 
But  that  our  chosen  leaders  make  delay, 
Stopping  to  count  the  cost. 

A  decade  since,  in  that  disastrous  year 

We  put  oiir  finger  on  the  cankered  spot, 
Saying,  "  We  '11  have  the  surgeon's  lancet  here !  " 
And  left  it — clean  forgot. 

That  is  our  way,  down  which  we  ever  drift ; 

Hopeful  that  with  the  Hour  will  come  the  Man, 
We  wait  the  call  to  action,  stern  and  swift, 
To  clinch  the  pondered  plan  ; 

And  still  we  need  a  ruler  who  can  rule, 

An  arm  to  smite  the  iron  while  it  glows, 
And  we  are  left  to  let  our  fervour  cool, 
And  the  good  moment  goes. 

Honest  we  grant  them  :  we  're  an  honest  breed  ; 

But  where 's  the  courage  bold  to  say,  "You  must! 
There  lies  your  duty ;  follow  where  I  lead ; 
Else  I  resign  my  trust !  " 

0  you  who  never  in  your  younger  lands 

llave  "  let  '  I  dare  not '  wait  upon  '  I  would,"  " 
But,  when  your  heart's  work  lies  before  your  hands, 
Take  it  and  make  it  good ; 

Go  back  and  shame  us  into  living  deeds, 

For  here  at  home,  in  speeches  deftly  spun, 
We  talk  and  talk  and  talk  of  England's  needs, 
And  nothing 's  ever  done  ! 

Poor  "  weary  Titan  "  (that 's  the  term  they  use) — 

Weary  I  can't  think  why,  unless  for  lack 
Of  exercise  to  keep  her  splendid  thews 
From  growing  soft  and  slack — • 

'Tis  to  her  sons  our  candour  makes  appeal 

(Trusting  the  family  to  bear  tho  truth) 
That  you  should  give  her  tonics  stiff  with  steel, 
And  BO  renew  her  youth ; 


Yet  not  assume  the  cynic'g  captious  mo;d, 

For  such  irreverence  would  become  you  ill. 
Since,  at  her  worst  and  weariest,  you  're  her  brood, 
And  she 's  a  Titan  still.  0.  S. 


IN   THE   GRIP   OF   AN   ARTIST. 

SCENE — The  interior  of  an  "artistic  hairdrcssing  establish- 
ment for  ladies "  in  a  not  unfashionable  quarter  of 
London.  All  the  compartments,  except  one,  are  occupied 
by  victims  in  various  statjes  of  torture.  There  is  a  buzz 
of  conversation,  •mostly  carried  on  by  tlie  executioners. 
A  lady  advances  timidly  towards  the  empty  compartment. 
She  is  pounced  upon  by  the  artist  (a  French  gentleman) 
to  whom  it  belongs,  takes  her  seat  in  the  chair,  and  is 
swathed  for  the  operation. 

The  Artist.  Now,  Madame,  vat  is  it  you  desire  ? 

The  Lady.  Well,  I  thought  I  should  like  to  have  my  hair 
done.  You  see 

The  Artist  (undoing  her  hair).  Oh,  yes,  I  see.  I  am  not 
blind  in  bose  eyes.  You  are  from  ze  contry.  It  is  difficult 
to  attend  to  ze  hair  in  ze  contry.  I  am  to  give  an  artistic 
effect,  hein? 

The  Lad;/.  Something  of  that  kind.  I  thought  you  might 
do  it  in  puffs. 

The  Artist  (angrily).  In  poffs !  I  am  to  do  ze  hair  in  poffs  ! 
It  is  not  a  word  I  understand.  You  mean  I  am  to  do  it  in 
r-r-rolls? 

The  Lady.  Well,  yes,  if  you  like  rolls  better  I  '11  have  it 
in  rolls. 

The  Artist.  It  is  not  vat  I  like  better.  The  question  I 
most  pose  to  myself  is  zis :  "Vill  Madame's  hair  go  into 
r-r-rolls,  and  in  addition,  Can  I  make  an  effect  vis  r-r-rolls  ? 

The  Lady  (meekly).  Exactly.  I  should  be  much  obliged  if 
you  'd  try. 

The  Artist.  And  I  am  expect  to  make  r-r-rolls  viz  zis 
(holding  out  streamers  of  hair  contemptuously).  Ven  ze  hair 
is  six  inch  long  I  can  make  r-r-rolls,  or  if  Madame  please  I 
call  zem  poffs— but  zis  hair  is  a  yard.  I  cannot  respect 
myself  if  I  make  him  into  poffs.  Ze  head  will  look  like  a 
pompkin. 

The  Lady  (with  resignation).  Why  not  wave  it  a  little  just 
to  start  with  ? 

The  Artist.  Aha,  zey  all  say  vafe  me  ze  hair.  Zat  is  easy 
ven  you  haf  fine,  soft  hair ;  but  yours,  Madame,  it  is  too 
strong.  Soch  hair  I  cannot  vafe  to  do  me  credit ;  bot  I  vill 
try.  (He  tries  for  a  minute  or  two.  Then  he  stands  off  a 
yard  or  so  to  contemplate  the  result).  MonDieu,  vat  vill  you? 
I  have  done  him  tant  bien  que  mal,  but  I  cannot  make  him 
beautiful. 

(A  Female.  Attendant  approaclies.) 

Tlie  F.  A.  Mr.  Rigault,  there 's  a  lady  asking  for  you. 

The  Artist.  She  ask  for  me  ?  Veil,  she  cannot  get  me. 
Say  to  her  I  am  occupied. 

The  F.  A.  But  she  says  she  won't  have  anyone  else. 

The  Artist.  Ah,  it  is  always  so.  Zey  vant  me,  but  I  do 
not  vant  zern.  But,  mon  Dieu,  do  you  not  see  I  have  a  hand- 
ful here  (pointing  to  his  victim)  ? 

The  F.  A.  But  can't  you  say  when  you  '11  be  done  ?  She 
says  she  '11  wait. 

The  Artist.  She  vill  vait !  Zen  she  most  vait  one  hour,  two 
hour,  zreo  hour.  I  cannot  leaf  zis  lady  till  I  finish. 

The  F.  A.  But 

The  Artist.  I  have  said.  And  if  she  vos  ze  Queen  of 
Lahore  I  cannot  alter  it.  Do  not  talk  to  me  any  more.  (He 
resumes  the  Lady's  hair.)  Zere,  Madame,  I  have  vafed  you  ; 
but  for  ze  r-r-rolls  it  is  impossible. 

The  Ijady.  Well,  what  can  you  do  with  it  ? 

The  Artist  (after  a  pause  for  reflection,  partly  to  himself). 
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MH.  GKORCE  BEILVARD  SHAW.    "  SOME  PEOPLE  HAVE  AIX  THE  LUCK.    I  CAN'T  GET  MY  RELIGIOUS 
PLAY    PAST    THE    CEKSOR." 
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SHARP  PRACTICE  AT  A  BAZAAR. 

rase.  "  COME  ALONG,  HE  WON'T  BCV  ANY." 

Lady  Itealrice.   "HE'LL  HAVE  TO  AS   SOON   AS   HE   MOVES.      HE'S  BOUND  10   BREAK  THEM  !" 


All,  coquin,  je  te  tiens!  Pardon,  Madame,  I  have  found  zc 
vay.  1  tviat  him  in  a  big  coil — so  (he  ticists  it),  and  zen  I 
liaf  some  little  ends  and  I  curl  zem-  so  (he  attempts  to  curl 
than  round  liis  fnnjers).  Dot,  tunder  of  heaven,  it  vill  not 
go.  It  is  like  nails  to  curl.  No,  I  cannot.  I  am  at  end  of 
my  resources. 

Tin-  /.IK///.  Never  mind.     Do  what  you  like  with  it. 

The  .\rtiist.  Alia,  zis  is  it.  I  vind  zem  round  one  ze  ozzer 
(he  does  so).  Now  I  put  ze  net  on.  (He  pats  and  smooths  it 
nil  admiringly).  Not  bad,  not  bad,  my  fine  fellow.  Zere, 
Madame  ;  I  make  you  my  compliments.  You  vill  say  it  is  a 
good  effect.  Of  course  I  could  not  fail,  but  it  vos  a  big 
atT;iir.  No  matter.  I  have  pulled  myself  out  of  it  better 
zan  I  expect.  (Scene  closes.) 


THE  PAGAN  SPLURGE. 

Tin:  spirit  of  the  new  Hellenic  revival,  which  in  this 
country  has  be?n  chiefly  confined  to  Marathon  races  ami 
music  halls,  has,  as  might  have  been  expected,  begun  to 
spread  like  wild-fire  in  the  more  imaginative  atmosphere  of 
the  U.S.A.  A  young  Sicilian  shepherd  and  piper  was  lately. 
s,>  we  read,  imported  for  the  purposes  of  a  "Greek  pa.ireatit 
and  Bacchanalia  "  organised  by  the  leaders  of  New  York 
Society  :  but  this  is  as  no'hing  compared  with  the  rumours 
that  are  hourly  floating  like  the  strains  of  Pan  across  the 
herring-pond. 

An  immense  celebration,  for  instance,  of  the  Waldorphic 
im.-t  ries  is  being  prepared  by  the  "Four  Hundred"  for 


June,  the  anniversary  month  of  the  foundation  of  their 
order  (in  411  B.C.)  by  Antipkon  at  Athens,  and  at  ihis  festival 
a  modern  version  of  the  Adonis  Chant  will  bo  sung  by 
white-robed  maidens  in  processional  Newport,  with  special 
reference  to  the  temporary  sojourn  of  ex-President  Ron  i  \  1  1  i 
in  Africa. 

Meanwhile,  Mr.  J.  D.  ROCKEFELLER  is  thinking  of  towing 
over  the  island  of  Delos  just  as  it  swims,  anil  mooring  it 
by  a  golden  chain  to  Rhode  Island,  where,  by  tie  way, 
a  colossal  statue  of  Big  BILL  TAFT  is  to  be  erected  :  this 
accomplished,  the  President  of  the  Standard  Oil  Companies, 
us  lineal  descendant  of  the  God  of  Light.  will  deliver  oracles 
to  the  Press  from  the  ancient  haunt  of  Apollo. 

At  Chicago,  again,  Mr.  J.  D.  PATTEV  is  about  to  build 
a  temple  to  Deroeter,  the  bountiful  earth-mcther,  in 
commemoration  of  his  successful  scoop  in  the  wheat-market  : 
while  Mr.  G.  0.  Anunrit,  the  beef-king,  has  become  an 
ardent  student  of  the  Iliad,  and  is  never  tired  of  repeating 
the  line, 


which  he  translates  as  an  inspired  prophecy  of  the  pecuniary 
advantages  of  wholesale  canning. 

All  over  the  States  millionaires  are  contracting  for  white 
marble  mausoleums  of  Ionic  or  Doric  description  to  hold 
their  remains,  and  the  saying  that  "good  Americans  when 
they  die  go  to  Pares,"  will  soon  be  truer  than  ever.  As 
further  indications  of  the  new  movement,  it  may  be  remarked 
•  iian  wine  (known  as  Chianti.)  is  everywhere  replacing 
Cocktails,  and  that  the  inhabitants  of  Pittsbnrg  are  said 
to  b3  desirous  of  re-naming  their  city  Tartan  >poli-. 
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THE   RABBITS. 

CHAPTER  I. 

Introducing  (lie  Lop-cared  Ones  and 
Others. 

"BY  Hobbs,"  cried  Archie,  as  he 
Degan  to  put  away  the  porridge,  "  I  feel 
as  fit  as  anything  ihis  morning.  I  'm 
absolutely  safe  for  a  century." 

"  You  shouldn't  boast  with  your  mouth 
full,"  said  Myra. 

"It  wasn't  quite  full,"  pleaded 
Archie,  "  and  I  really  am  good  for  runs 
to-day." 

"  You  will  make,"  I  said,  "  exactly 
fourteen." 

"Hallo,  good  morning.  Didn't  see 
you  were  there." 

"  I  have  been  here  all  the  time. 
Fourteen." 

"  It  seems  a  lot,"  said  Myra,  doubt- 
fully. 

Archie  laughed  in  scorn. 

"  The  incoming  batsman,"  I  began, 
"  who  seemed  in  no  way  daunted  by  the 
position  of  affairs — 

"  Five  hundred  for  nine,"  put  in  Myra. 

" reached  double  figures  for  the 

fourth  time  this  season,  with  a  lofty 
snick  to  the  boundary.  Then  turning 
his  attention  to  the  slow  bowler  he  des- 
patched him  between  his  pads  and  the 
wicket  for  a  couple.  This,  however,  was 
his  last  scoring  stroke,  as  in  the  same 
over  he  played  forward  to  a  long  hop 
and  fell  a  victim  to  the  vigilance  of  the 
wicket-keeper." 

"  For  nearly  a  quarter  of  an  hour," 
continued  Myra,  "  he  had  defied  the 
attack,  and  the  character  of  his  batting 
may  be  easily  judged  from  the  fact  that 
his  score  included  one  five  — 

"  Four  from  an  overthrow,"  I  added  in 
parenthesis. 

"And  one  four.  Save  for  a  chance  to 
mid-on  before  he  had  scored,  and  another 
in  the  slips  when  seven,  his  innings  was 
almost  entirely  free  from  blemish " 

"Although  on  one  occasion  he  had 
the  good  fortune,  when  playing  back  to 
a  yorker,  to  strike  the  wicket  without 
dislodging  the  bails." 

"  See  to-morrow's  Sportsman,"  con- 
cluded Myra. 

"Oh,  you  children,"  laughed  Archie, 
as  he  walked  over  to  inspect  the  ham. 
"  Blesa  you." 

Miss  Fortescue  gave  a  little  cough 
and  began  to  speak.  Miss  Fortescue  is 
one  of  those  thoroughly  good  girls  who 
take  an  interest  in  everything.  A 
genuine  trier.  On  this  occasion  she 
said: 

"I  often  wonder  who  it  is  who  writes 
those  accounts  in  Tlie  Sportsman." 

"  It  is  believed  to  be  Mr.  Simpson," 
said  Archie. 

Simpson  looked  up  with  a  start  and 
jerked  his  glasses  into  his  tea.  He 


fished  them  out  and  wiped  them  thought- 
fully. "The  credible,"  he  began,  "is 
rarely — —  " 

"  Gentlemen,  I  pray  you  silence  for 
Mr.  Simpson's  epigram,"  cried  Archie. 

"  Oh,  I  always  thought  Mr.  Simpson 
wrote  verses  in  The  Saturday  Review," 
said  Miss  Fortescue  in  the  silence  which 
followed. 

"As  a  relaxation  only,"  I  explained. 
"  The  other  is  his  life-work.  We  read 
him  with  great  interest;  that  bit  about 
the  heavy  roller  being  requisitioned  is 
my  favourite  line." 

"Mr.  Simpson  and  KILLICK  and 
CRAWFORD  all  play  in  glasses,"  put  in 
Myra  eagerly,  across  the  table. 

"  That  is.  their  only  point  in  common," 
added  Archie. 

"  Oh !  isn't  he  a  very  good  player?  " 

"  Well,  he's  a  thoroughly  honest  and 
punctual  and  sober  player,"  I  said, 
"  but — the  fact  is,  he  and  I  and  the 
Major  don't  make  many  runs  nowadays. 
We  generally  give,  as  he  has  said  in 
one  of  his  less  popular  poems,  a  local 
habitation  to  the — er — airy  nothing." 

"I  thought  it  was  SHAKSPEARE  said 
that." 

"SHAKSPEARE  or  Simpson.  Hallo, 
here 's  Thomas  at  last." 

Thomas  is  in  the  Admiralty,  which  is 
why  he  is  always  late.  It  is  a  great 
pity  that  he  was  christened  Thomas ;  he 
can  never  rise  to  the  top  of  his  profes- 
sion with  a  name  like  that.  You  couldn't 
imagine  a  Thomas  McKenna— or  even  a 
Thomas  Nelson.  I  want  him  to  get  it 
altered  by  letters  patent,  but  I  hardly 
like  to  suggest  it ;  letters  of  any  kind 
are  a  dangerous  subject  with  him  just 
now. 

"Morning  everybody,"  said  Thomas. 
"  Isn't  it  a  beastly  day  ?  " 

"  We  '11  hoist  the  south  cone  for  you," 
said  Archie,  and  he  balanced  a  mush- 
room upside  down  on  the  end  of  his 
fork. 

"What's  the  matter  with  the  day?" 
asked  our  host,  the  Major,  still  intent  on 
his  paper. 

"It's  so  early." 

"  When  I  was  a  boy " 

"  My  father,  Major  Mannering,"  said 
Archie,  "  will  now  relate  an  anecdote  of 
Waterloo." 

But  the  Major  was  deep  in  his  paper. 
Suddenly  he — there  is  only  one  word 
for  it — snorted. 

"  The  Budget,"  said  Myra  and  Archie, 
exchanging  anxious  glances. 

"Ha,  that's  good,"  he  said,  "that's 
very  good  !  '  If  the  Chancellor  of  the 
Exchequer  imagines  that  lie  can  make 
his  iniquitous  Budget  more  acceptable 
to  a  disgusted  public  by  treating  it  in  a 
spirit  of  airy  persiflage  he  is  at  liberty 
to  try.  But  airy  persiflage,  when  brought 
into  contact  with  the  determined  temper 
of  a  nation '  " 


"  Who  is  the  hairy  Percy,  anyhow  ?  " 
said  Thomas  to  himself. 

The  Major  glared  at  the  interrupter 
for  a  moment.  Then — for  he  knows  his 
weakness  and  is  particularly  fond  of 
Thomas — he  threw  his  paper  down  and 
laughed.  "Well,"  he  said,  "are  we 
going  to  win  to-day  ?  "  And  while  he 
and  Archie  ta^ed  about  the  wicket  his 
daughter  removed  The  Times  to  a  safe 
distance. 

"  But  there  aren't  eleven  of  you  here," 
said  Miss  Fortescue  to  me,  "  and  if  you 
and  Mr.  Simpson  and  Major  Mannering 
aren't  very  good  you  '11  be  beaten.  It 's 
against  the  village  the  first  two  days, 
isn't  it?" 

"  When  I  said  we  weren't  very  good 
I  only  meant  we  didn't  make  many  runs. 
Mr.  Simpson  is  a  noted  fast  bowler,  the 
Major  has  an  M.C.C.  scarf  which  can 
be  seen  quite  easily  at  point,  and  I  keep 
wicket.  Between  us  we  dismiss  many 
a  professor.  Just  as  they  are  shaping 
for  a  cut,  you  know,  they  catch  sight  of 
the  Major's  scarf,  lose  their  heads  and 
give  me  an  easy  catch.  Then  Archie 
and  Thomas  take  centuries,  one  of  the 
gardeners  bends  them  from  the  off  and 
makes  them  swim  a  bit,  the  Vicar  of  his 
plenty  is  lending  us  two  sons,  Tony 
and  Dahlia  Blair  come  down  this  morn- 
ing, and  there  is  a  chauffeur  who  plays 
for  keeps.  How  many  is  that  ?  " 

"Eleven,  isn't  it?" 

"  It  ought  only  to  be  ten,"  said  Myra, 
who  had  overheard. 

"  Oh,  yes,  I  was  counting  Miss  Blair," 
said  Miss  Fortescue. 

"  We  never  play  more  than  ten  a  side," 
said  Archie. 

"Oh,  why?" 

"  So  as  to  give  the  scorer  an  extra  line 
or  two  for  the  byes." 

Myra  laughed;  then,  catching  my  eye, 
looked  preternatu rally  solemn. 

"If  you've  quite  finished  breakfast, 
Air.  Gaukrodger,"  she  said,  "there'll 
just  be  time  for  me  to  beat  you  at 
croquet  before  the  Rabbits  take  the 
field." 

"  Right  0,"  I  said. 

Of  course,  you  know,  my  name  isn't 
really  Gaukrodger.  A.  A.  M.  • 

From  an  Auction  Catalogue : — 
"  An  Upright  Panel  of  Old  Br.issels  Tapestry, 
representing  the  Reception  of  Julius  Caesar  by 
the  Emperor  Augustus,  after  hi*  conquest  of 
Britain,  iu  border  of  formal  foliage." 
Of  course  it  may  have  been  meant  for 
that.     But  historically  there  is  as  much 
authority  for  supposing  that  it   repre- 
sents the  return  of  William  Bailey  after 
the  conquest  of  Pimlico. 


"At  King  William's  Town,  on  25th  inst.,  the 

wife  of of  a  daughter." 

This  appears  in  The  Cape  Mercury  under 
the  heading  "  WANTED." 
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WRITING   A   COMEDY   UNDER    DIFFICULTIES. 

Wm\  Sibbering  told  us  at  the  Club  that  he  was  about  to 
retire  to  a  remote  village  in  Sussex  in  order  to  write  a  comedy, 
we  were  all  a  little  incredulous.  We  had  not  been  aware 
that  he  wrote  at  all,  and,  somehow,  a  comedy  was  about  the 
last  thing  we  should  ever  have  expected  from  him.  So  that, 
when  I  happened,  shortly  ijifterwardp,  to  be  staying  myself 
within  a  few  miles  from  Tidhurst.  the  village  in  question,  I 
could  not  resist  going  over  to  look  \\p  Sibbering,  and  find 
out  if  he  really  was  working  at  a  comedy,  and,  if  so,  how  he 
was  getting  on  with  it. 

I  discovered  him  at  last  in  his  retreat — a  charming  cottage, 
well  away  from  the  village  and  main  road,  and  surrounded 
by  woods  and  sloping  meadows.  There  was  no  doubt  about 
the  comedy,  for  he  was  actually  engaged  upon  it  as  I  entered 
his  sitting-room, — a  remarkably  pleasant^ 
and  cheerful  one,  with  a  large  bay- 
window  at  one  side,  looking  out  upon 
a  sunny  orchard,  and,  on  the  other,  a 
latticed  casement,  the  light  of  which  was 
shaded  by  a  big  yew  and  some  Scotch 
firs  that  overhung  the  front  garden. 
He  seemed  nervous  and  worried,  but 
not  displeased  lo  see  me.  "No,  my  dear 
fellow,"  he  said,  "you're  not  interrupt- 
ing me  at  all.  Fact  is,  I  'm  rather  at 
a  stand-still  for  the  moment.  Though  I 
did  think  I  waa  just  in  the  right  mood  for 
a  comedy  in  my  present  state  of  fearful 
depression  !" 

I  must  have  looked  puzzled,  for  he 
explained  :  "  Surely  you  know  that  all 
genuine  humourists  are  dismal  melan- 
choly chaps  in  private  life?  You  must 
have  heard  that  old  yarn  of  the  hypo- 
chondriacal  patient  going  anonymously 
to  consult  a  doctor.  'My  advice  to  you,' 
said  the  doctor, '  is  to  go  to  the  Jollity  and 
see  that  new  farcical  comedy  of  Grinling 
Gassiter's.  If  that  don't  cheer  you  up, 
nothing  will.'  All  the  other  fellow  said 
was:  'lam  Grinling  Gassiter.'  And  I 
suppose  he  didn't  go  to  the  Jollity.  Well, 
don't  you  see?  Any  one  whose  spirits  are 
as  low  as  mine  are  ought  to  turn  out  no 
end  of  a  brilliant  comedy.  Only  I  shall 
never  get  a  chance  of  doing  it  here  I  " 

I  said  I  should  have  thought  the 
place  an  ideal  one  for  any  literary 
work,  if  only  for  its  absolute  quiet. 


"Quiet?"  he  said, 


quiet!  With  all  these  beastly  birds  about!  Ah,  I 
see—  you  think  they're  innocent  chirruping  little  beggars, 
with  no  ideas  beyond  minding  their  own  business.  So  did 
I — once.  When  I  came  down  here  first,  I  supposed  they 
were  merely  talking  to  one  another  about  their  private 
affairs.  As  soon  as  my  ear  got  more  accustomed  to  their 
intonation,  I  found  that  the  malicious  little  devils  were 
spending  their  whole  time  in  talking  at  Me!  It's  no  use 
saying  'Nonsense!'  like  that.  I  tell  you  it's  a  fact. 
They  're  all  in  a  conspiracy  to  put  me  off  my  comedy.  For 
anything  they  can  tell  it  might  be  the  means  of  rescuing  our 
National  Drama  from  its  present  deplorable  condition — but 
what 's  that  to  them?  They're  trying  their  hardest  to  nip  it 
in  the  bud.  There,  did  you  hear  that  blackbird  call  out, 
'  We're  doing  it — we  're  doing  it,  we  're  doing  it !  '  YLU  see 
— he  actually  glories  in  his  work  !  He 's  the  worst  of  the  lot, 
that  blackbird.  He  started  this  infernal  persecution  the 
very  first  morning  I  commenced  work !  No  sooner  had  I 
written  :  '  The  Tergiversations  of  Lady  Tryphena,  an  Original 


Comedy,  by  Robert  Sibbering,'  than  the  brute  began :  '  The 
eedjit!  the  eedjit!  Cheek  of  him  to  try  and  write  a  Come- 
dee ! '  or  words  to  that  effect.  And  another  bird — a 
thrush  lie  was — asked,  'Will  he  do  it?  Will  he  doit?' 
On  which  the  blackbird  said,  '  No  fear,  he  'II  chuck  it — he'll 
chuck  it !  '  and  then  gave  a  nasty  kind  of  whistle. 

"  After  that,  of  course,  I  became  the  joke  of  all  the  birds  in 
the  neighbourhood  !  They  come  and  shout  out  :  '  Stick  to  it ! 
Stick  to  it !  '  or,  '  He  'II  do  it !  ho  'II  do  it !  '  but  mostly  they 
advise  mo  to  '  leave  it — leave  it ! '  If  you  listen,  you  '11  hear 
'em  at  it  now  !  "  ... 

I  did  listen,  and  I  am  bound  to  admit  that  the  cries  I  heard 
were  capable  of  his  interpretation — but,  as  1  told  Sibbering, 
I  felt  sure  the  birds  did  not  intend  to  be  rude — it  was  only 
manner.  "  Not  intend  to  be  rude  !  "  cried  Sibbering,  "  when 
a  confounded  thrush  has  just  this  very  instant  .addressed 
me  as  '  Gr-reedy  Bob '  ?  You  can't  see 
him,  because  he  always,  dodges  behind 
a  branch  of  that  apple-tree  over  there — 
but  you  must  have  heard  him  !  " 

I  couldn't  deny  it,  but  once  more  I 
assured  Sibbering  that  I  did  not  think 
the  remark  had  any  personal  reference. 
"  I  know  better !  "  he  declared  with 
some  heat;  "he  comes  and  charges 
me  with  gluttony  whenever  I  'm  at 
meals,  and  I'll  swear  the  fat  beast 
eats  a  lot  more  than  ever  I  do  !  Per- 
haps," he  added,  in  tones  of  withering 
irony,  "you'll  tell  me  next  that  bird 
in  the  yew  meant  to  be  compli- 
mentary? Do  you  know  what  lie 
called  me?  A  '  Chee-chee-chee-chippy- 
chippy-chirriwit !  '  ' 

At  this,  a  thrush,  as  if  from  sheer 
desire  to  make  more  mischief,  struck  in 
with  :  "  So  he  did— so  he  did.'  " 

I  advised  Sibbering  to  take  no  notice. 
"After  all,"  I  said,  "  it  didn't  sound  as 
if  it  was  meant  to  be  offensive."  "  I  don't 
pretend  to  know  its  exact  meaning,"  said 
Sibbering  very  solemnly,  "  but  this  much 
I  do  know— it 's  an  epithet  that  no  decent 
bird  would  sully  his  bill  with.  And  for 
two  pins  I  'd  take  that  bird's  name  and 
address.  No,  of  course  I  know  that 
would  be  no  use.  But  what  right  has  he 
to  reflect  on  my  credit  ?  " 

It  was  probably  the  merest  coincidence, 
but  just  then  a  blackbird  (if  it  wasn't 
Credit — credit.    Get  a  verdict !    Get 


VIEILLESSE  POUVAIT." 


a  thrush)  cut  in  with, 
a  ver-dict !  " 

"He's  taunting  me  now!"  he  cried,  "taunting  me  be- 
cause he  knows  as  well  as  I  do  that  I  've  no  legal  remedy  ! 
That's  the  same  bird  that  took  upon  himself,  only  yesterday, 
to  suggest  a  perfectly  preposterous  opening  line  for  rny  first 
scene.  Lord  Percival  Flarge  comes  on  alone,  do  you  see? 
and  I  was  trying  to  hit  on  a  really  smart  speech  for  him — • 
something,  don't  you  know,  that  would  put  the  audience  in  a 
good  temper  at  once.  I'd  almost  got  it,  when  that  ron- 
founded  blackbird  chipped  in  with,  '  How 'd  it  do?  I've 
been  and  gobbled  a  worrum,  and  my  worrud,  he  was  such  a 
wriggley  one  ! '  Now,  I  ask  you,  could  he  really  have  sup- 
posed that  that  was  a  likely  observation  for  any  English 
nobleman  to  make  ?  Of  course,  he  knew  better !  It  was 
simply  dashed  impertinence!  Still,  I've  thought  of  the 
right  thing  at  last,  in  spite  of  him.  How  does  this  strike 
you?  'Act  I.,  Scene  1.  The  Morning  Room  at  Toppingham 
Towers.  Enter  Lord  Percival  Flarge.  Lord  Percival  (to 
himself):  "And  so  Lady  Lopycir"  (I'm  making  this  a 
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THE    GREAT    WAR    OF 


Major.    "It's  PRETTY  CERTAIN   WE  SHALL  HAVB  TO   FIGHT  *EM    IS   THE  COURSE  OF  Till  NEXT   TEW  TEARS.1' 

Subaltern.  "WELL,  LET'S  HOPE  IT'LL  COME  BETWEEN  THE  POLO  AND  THE  IICKTIM'." 


really  high-class  comedy  —  all  the  characters  have  titles 
except  the  domestics — I'm  told  the  Dress  Circles  prefer 
it)— "to  Lady  Lopyelr  is  not  at  home.  H'm,  she  can't  be 
such  a  very  mysterious  personage,  after  all,  uiien  this  is  the 
second  time  I've  found  her  out!"  Spoken  with  the  right 
emphasis— the  right  emphasis,  you  know,  I  think  that 
ought  to  get  a  laugh,  eh  ?  " 

Before  I  could  reply  I  was  anticipated  by  a  long  plaintive 
cry  from  a  bird  in  the  front  garden.  "There's  another 
of  'em  !  "  cried  Sibbering.  "  Upon  my  soul,  this  sort  of  thing 
is  s'inply  intolerable !  " 

"  Now  come,  my  dear  fellow,"  I  protested,  "  it  merely  said: 
'  A  little  bit  o'  bread  and  no  chee-ese  ! '  All  yellowhaminers 
do,  you  know ! "  Sibbering  looked  at  me  suspiciously : 
"Other  yellowhammers  may  siy  that,"  he  replied;  "what 
that  yellowliammer  said  was :  '  A  little  wit — and  such  an  old 
whee-eze ! '  A  distinct  allusion  to  my  joke  !  " 

Assuming  this  to  be  the  case,  I  was  privately  of  the  yellow- 
hammer's  opinion,  but  of  course  I  took  care  not  to  say  so. 
"  How  am  1  ever  to  make  any  progress,"  demanded  Sibbering, 
"if  I'm  to  be  constantly  subjected  to  theso  carping  criti- 
cisms ?  I  must  and  will  put  a  stop  to  it !  I  wonder  if  I 
found  the  village  constable  and  askeJ  him  to  caution  the 
birds —  You  ihink  I  'd  better  not,  e!i  ?  Well,  perhaps  you  're 
right,  dear  old  chap,  perhaps  you  "re  right.  But  you  've 
seen  for  yourself  what  I  've  got  to  put  up  with,  and,  if  I 
should  have  to  give  up  all  idea  of  finishing  my  comedy, 
I  wish  you'd  explain  to  the  other  fellows  ic/ij/  I  found  it 
impossible."  .... 

I  never  heard  any  more  of  "  The  Tergiversations  of  Lady 


Tryphena,"  so  I  conclude  that  Sibbering  must  have  found 
the  birds  too  many  for  him.  At  the  same  time  I  cannot  help 
thinking  that  he  was  just  a  trifle  over-sensitive.  F.  A. 


An  Eisteddfoddity. 

The  inrush  of  the  Welsh  to  London  this  week  is  terrific. 
Prudent  voyagers  from  the  Principality  itself  started  some 
days  in  advance,  knowing  how  any  pressure  of  traffic  renders 
the  Welsh  railways  somewhat  slow  and  uncertain.  At  the 
moment  of  going  to  press,  our  special  representative  wires :  — 
"  I  have  just  interviewed  one  of  the  leading  Bards,  named 
Wilkie.  lie  personally  opened  the  door  to  me.  '  Wellllcwm  ! ' 
he  said  genially.  '  Myndd  y wr  halt  dwsntt  twch  the  llamp.' 
I  asked  him  what  he  thought  of  London.  It  appeared  that  he 
knew  the  place  well ;  still,  he  agreed  that  it  was '  wwnddrffwll,' 
to  quote  his  own  picturesque  word.  He  expressed  great 
surprise  that  he  hadn't  been  invited  to  take  part  in  the 
Eisteddfod  this  year ;  he  would  have  been  only  too  willing, 
he  said,  to  sing  to  them, and  to  make  them  sing." 


A  Great  Bowling  Feat  by  a  Batsman. 

It  is  n^t  often  that  a  player,  while  in  the  act  of  defending 
his  own  wicket,  secures  several  of  the  other  side's,  taking 
fourteen  altogether  in  one  innings.  Yet  this,  according  to 
The  Daily  Chronicle  (special  type),  is  what  KOBSON  did  against 
the  Australians : — 

"  Going  in  at  32,  and  t-iking  a  brief  re*t  after  rapturing  his  sixth 
wicket,  Kobsen  sent  down  nineteen  OTere  and  a  ball  for  35  runs  and 
eight  wickets. " 
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'Any  (worsted  in  dcba'e}.    "  WELL,  ANV'OW, 

Xl'T   V.im.v'   I   DO    ODJEC'   TO  !  " 


AIR  OS   A   MAN'S   FACE  I   BO.vY   MIXD,    BUT   COKEY- 


MUSICAL  NOTES. 

Tin-:  success  achieved  by  the  gifted 
Hungarian  singer,  Mile.  Jolly  von 
Aranyi,  has  already  had  a  remarkable 
effect  on  the  nomenclature  of  our  leading 
singers.  Mr.  PUJNKET  GREENE  has  given 
notice  that  he  will  henceforth  be  known 
as  Mr.  Junket  Greene,  and  by  no  other 
name.  Madame  MELBA  has  almost  com- 
pleted the  legal  formalities  necessary  to 
her  assuming  the  forename  of  Peche. 
Mr.  KENNERLEY  RUMFOIID  will  in  future 
sing  under  the  succulent  title  of  Mr. 
Baba  an  Rumford.  ,  Madame  KIRKDY 
LUNN  has  adopted  the  name  of  Sally, 
and  Mr.  HI.M;Y  liiun,  by  a  deed  poll  duly 
signed  and  witnessed,  has  assured  all 
and  sundry  whom  it  may  concern  t1-ut 
his  name,  in  future  will  be  Bus/ard. 
lastly,  Mrs.  HENKY  WOOD  has  intimated 


that  her  vocal  engagements  will  hence- 
forth be  fulfilled  under  the  attractive 
alias  of  Charlotte  Russe. 

M.  Emile  Cartouche,  the  renowned 
French  baritone,  besides  being  a  great 
singer,  is  a  famous  archaeologist,  and 
always  makes  a  point  of  studying  the 
period  of  every  opera  in  which  he  sings. 
Thus  having  been  cast  for  the  part  of 
Amonasro  in  A'ida  he  at  once  proceeded 
to  Egypt,  lived  on  mummy  wheat  for 
three  weeks,  and  camped  out  at  the  fcot 
of  the  Sphinx,  ascending  at  least  one  of 
the  Pyramids  every  day  in  order  to 
impart  the  requisite  local  colour  to  his 
vocal  chords,  which,  it  is  hardly  neces- 
sary to  say,  are  of  phenomenal  length 
and  power. 


Madame  Gemma  d'  An.tichita,  the  Cala- 


brian  diva  who  will  shortly  make  her 
debut  at  Covent  Garden  as  the  principal 
witch  in  the  revival  of  CIMAROSA'S  Mac- 
beth, has,  since  the  death  of  Signoia 
Messalina  Skrimshanks,  enjoyed  the 
privilege  of  being  the  only  living  pupil 
of  the  renowned  Porpora.  Although 
the  famous  coloratura  singer  has  been 
twenty  decades  before  the  public,  her 
repertoire  includes  several  of  the  most 
up-to-date  operas.  Mr.  RIDER  HAGGAED, 
who  recently  heard  her  sing,  observed 
that,  with  the  exception  of  She,  Mine. 
Gemma  d'  Antichita.  was  the  most 
sprightly  bicentenarian  he  had  ever 
come  across. 

The  performance  of  the  new  opera, 
the  name  of  which  has  escaped  us,  at 
Covent  Garden  last  Saturday  was  a  pro- 
digious success.  The  stalls  presented 
their  usual  bright  and  animated  appear- 
ance, tiaras  were  rife,  and  every  seat 
was  occupied.  Among  those  present 
were  the  Patagonian  Minister,  the  Chev- 
alier Pongo  di  Mangostine,  Mariana 
Countess  of  Bonanza  and  the  Hon.  Dorcas 
Boodle,  the  Earl  and  Countess  of  Dolly- 
mount,  Sir  Langdale  Pike,  Sir  Ernest 
Berncasteler,  Mr.  arid  Mrs.  Carl  Braune- 
berg,  the  Cavaliere  Barolo,  Baron  Ingel- 
heim  and  Sir  Isidore  Zeltinger. 

It  is  stated  in  a  circular  issued  by 
his  agent  that  Pepito  Aniola,  the 
modern  MOZART,  "in  addition  to  his 
extraordinary  musical  talent,  has  shown 
a  constant  thirst  for  knowledge  of  every 
kind,  and,  although  he  has  only  been  a 
few  weeks  in  London,  is  not  only  learn- 
ing English  rapidly,  but  has  a  thorough 
grasp  of  the  intricate  railway  system,  by 
which  lie  is  fascinated,  and  of  which  he 
has  made  a  special  study."  We  learn 
from  another  s.urce  that  Sir  GEORCEG  imi, 
who  lecently  attended  one  of  Pepito 
Arriola's  recitals,  was  so  electrified  by 
his  playing  that  he  at  once  offered  the 
Wunaerli^nd  a  seat  on  his  Board  and  a 
permanent  free  pass  from  Mansion  House 
to  The  Monument.  Meantime  we  learn 
that  M.  PADEREWSKI  is  engaged  on  a  new 
opera,  the  libretto  of  which  is  entirely 
composed  of  the  nanifs  of  the  Welsh 
Railway-stations  in  Vradthaw. 


Nerves. 

"  lie  started  b:idly,  slicing  his  tee  shot  to  the 
lirst  hole,  and  had  lo  tiko  a  nihlick  to  recover. 
The  result  was  a  5  at  the  Eecond  ho'e."— 
Evening  Standard. 

Apparently  his  recovery  was  not 
immediate.  Another  time  he  should 
take  a  stronger  pick-me-up. 


Lieut.  SHACKLF.TON  has  just  arrived  in 
Glasgow  from  the  neighbourhood  of  the 
Antarctic  Pole,  and  complains  bitterly 
of  the  comparative  inclemency  of  our 
climate* 
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[Among  the  most  notable  results  of  tlie  Imperial  Press  Conference  is  the  appointment  of  a  Committee  for  the  purpose  of  securing 
a  reduction  in  cable-rates  between  the  various  parts  of  the  Empire.] 
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ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 

I'A  i ,  1  MAICY  UK  T"HY,  M.I'. 

llnliai-    <>f    t'ullillti'iix,    M'Ul'Idi/.   .Ilinr  ~. 
I  inly  (In-  other  diiy  Strangers'  ( iallencs 

in  il  ;   pity  if  it  should  pi 
sar\  In  el".--.-  tin  in  again.     Serious   risk 
baa  be  Siwos,  K.C.,  innocently 

rcs|ninsil)li'.        Varied     dull     deltaic    on 
Nuance  li  !  »f  hi*  bright,  clear. 

I",,     lengthy    speechi  s.        HrM     a 

for  tht  grocer,  weighed  down  with 
i!|>]ircln  iision  nf  Imrdensome  rates  for 
,-pirit  licences. 

•  Whatever  may  be  said  on  the  sub- 
•  m  llii>  temperance  pnint  of  view," 
insisted  the  learned  gentleman,  "it  docs 
•in  fair  that  the  grocer  should  pay 
an    amount    equal    to   half    the   annual 
valuation  of  his  premises." 

Enunciation  of  this  noble  sentiment 
went  straight  home  to  heart  of  a  grocer 
in  (he  gallery. 

"  Right  !  "  he  said,  and  loudly  clapped 
his  bands. 

Messengers  in  attendance  rushed  up 
and  remonstrated.  Grocer's  spirit  sank 
within  him.  What  was  the  use  of  Lord 
RosCTEHl  making  speeches  at  Shep 
herd's  Mush,  extolling  the  greatness  of 
an  Kmpiro  buttressed  about  by  loyal 
colonies,  if,  seated  in  the  very  home  of 
liberty,  a  downtrodden  grocer,  momen- 
tarily elate  at  the  enunciation  of  a  great 
principle,  was  not  permitted  lo  clap  his 
hands  for  joy,  as  do  (or  did,  in  the 
days  of  the  Psalmist)  all  the  trees 
of  the  field?  Happily  the  matter  was 
not  carried  further,  authority  being 


"  Went  s'r.iight  homo  to  heart  of  a  grocer  in 
ill  ry.'1 

(Mr.  Simon,  K.C.) 


JlR.  HAROLD  Cox  Ai  HOME  TO  ins  FOLLOWERS  4  -7. 

Mr.  Cox.  "  Dear  me  !  0.45,  and  no  one  turned  up  yet.     It  looks  as  if  we  shan't  be  crowded 
Most  en  jo)  able !     I  think  I  shall  take  myself  in  to  ha\  o  another  ice  !  " 


satisfied  with  a  reprimand  and  a  warn- 
ing not  to  do  it  any  more. 

So  the  grocer  remained  in  the  Gallery, 
and  presently  heard  a  touching  story 
told  by  Mr.  YOUNGER  bearing  upon  the 
great  whisky  question.  Two  monkeys 
were  generously  entertained  by  a  scien- 
tist, each  being  provided  with  a  noggin 
of  Scotch.  One  sample  newly  distilled, 
the  other  well  matured.  Result  remark- 
able and  instructive.  The  gentleman 
who  tossed  down  the  new  whisky  grew 
fractious,  uttering  strange  cries  and 
showing  strong  desire  to  light  his  bost. 
The  other  l>ecame  as  mellow  as  the 
whisky  he  was  permitted  to  sample. 
As  Mr.  Yoi'xv.Kii,  with  contagious  en- 
thusiasm, put  it,  "He  became  delight- 
fully and  pleasantly  drunk,  making 
friends  with  everybody  around."  So 
that  there  should  lie  no  mistake  about 
it,  the  monkeys  were  subsequently  enter- 
tained at  another  .•.vvnirc.  The  distribu- 
tion of  whisky,  young  and  old,  was 
reversed,  with  precisely  the  same  con- 
sequence. 


The  grocer  in  the  gallery  was  dis- 
posed to  regard  it  as  rather  a  waste  of 
liquor,  but  conceded  that  in  the  public 
interest  the  experiment  was  worth  the 
cost. 

It  is  understood  that,  having  served  the 
desired  purpose,  the  monkeys  were.  u»t 
without  some  trouble,  induced  to  sign 
the  pledge. 

Itu*incxx  done. — Finance   Hill  COHU-H 
up  for  Second  Reading.      Sox  A 
moves  rejection. 

Tuesday. — The  accustomed,  familiar 
fate  has  befallen  in  connection  with 
Second  Reading  of  Finance  Bill.  When- 
ever a  certain  number  of  days  ie 
solemnly  set  apart  for  discussion  ol 
a  particular  point,  Melancholy  marks 
the  House  for  its  own.  The  Opposition 
complain  that  the  time  allottea  is  in- 
sufficient, and  straightway  go  off  to  pass 
away  its  precious  hours  elsewhere.  In 
present  instance  four  days  have  been 
allotted  to  Second  Reading  stage.  To- 
day, as  yesteiday,  beggarly  array  u| 
empty  benches  presents  itself.  The 
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or  of  law  than  the 
ATTORNEY  -  GENERAL, 
the  circumstance, 
like  murder,  will 
out.  With  smiling 
countenance,  in 
gentlest  manner, 
with  a  voice  of 
singular  sweetness, 
he  strives  to  spare 
hisrighthon.  friend, 
or  the  hon.  gentle- 
man opposite,  any- 
thing like  humilia- 
tion. 

His  speech  this 
afternoon  obviously 
carefully  prepared  ; 
yet  there  was  about 
it  no  nauseous  smell 
of  the  lamp.  Every 
point  lightly,  surely 
made,  amusing 
those  in  whose  side 
the  dart  stuck  al- 
most as  much  as  it 
gratified  the  looker- 


on.  This  manner,  when  based  upon 
sound  and  carefully  stored  material,  is 
the  perfection  of  the  art  of  Parliamentary 
speech. 

Business  done. — Still  droning  round 
the  Budget. 

Thursday.  • —  The  MEMBER  FOR  SARK 
much  interested  in  article  in  a  medical 
journal  on  what  is  described  as  "speech 
fright."  It  cites  cases  where,  in  House 
of  Commons  and  elsewhere,  gentlemen 
rising  with  intention  of  offering  a  few 
remarks,  find  their  tongue  glued  to 
roof  of  their  mouth,  and  after  vain 
attempt  to  loosen  it  distractedly  sit 
down.  The  journal  learnedly  discusses 
the  question,  Can  Medical  Art  give 
relief  in  such  case  ?  It  arrives  at  affir- 
mative conclusion  and  gives  a  few  recipes. 

SARK,  holding  that  a  grain  of  personal 
experience  is  woith  an  ounce  of  profes- 
sional advice,  has  been  making  enquiries 
on  his  own  account.  Approaching 
PECKIIAM  BANBURY,  he  learned  that,  con- 
trary as  it  may  be  to  general  obser- 
vation, the  hon.  Member  is  habitually 
subject  to  speech  fright. 


"  What  is  the  Prairie  Value  of  the  Lord  Alh-ccate  oa  the  top  of  a 
Scotch  mounta'n?" — Mr.  Harold  Cox. 

(Mr.  Ure  in  situ.) 

Parliamentary  minnow  has  been  swim- 
ming round,  with  plenty  of  room  for 
fins  and  tail.  The  whales  float  apart, 
waiting  till  eve  of  division,  when  they 
will  tumble  over  each  other  in  com- 
petition for  the  few  remaining  hours. 

This  afternoon  HAROLD  Cox  steps 
down  to  verge  of  stagnant  pool  and 
stirs  it  with  thrusting  point  of  argument 
illumined  by  flashes  of  humour.  The 
young  Member  for  Preston  is  the  most 
precious  product  of  the  still  new  Parlia- 
ment. His  position,  won  in  compara- 
tively brief  time,  is  honourable  equally 
to  the  Housa  and  himself.  It  dis- 
closes afresh  the  supreme  quality  which 
preserves  vitality  of  what  Press  dele- 
gates from  over  seas  strikingly  allude 
to  as  the  Mother  of  Parliaments.  The 
House  cares  not  a  rap  -whether  a 
Member  seeking  its  favour  is  duke's  sen 
or  cook's  son.  True  it  has  a  lingering 
preference  for  the  former.  But  if  the 
latter  be  the  better  man  he  will  win  the 
prize  for  which  countless  multitudes 
have  striven. 

Four  years  ago  HAROLD  Cox  (not,  by  the 
way,  a  "cook's  son,"  but  a  judge's)  was, 
if  the  phrase  be  permissible,  a  struggling 
journalist.  To  day  he  is  one  of  the 
acknowledged  ornaments  of  debate  in 
the  House  of  Commons.  His  uprising 
fills  the  Chamber  in  degree  only  less 


striking  than  what 
follows  on  interposi- 
tion of  the  PREMIER 
or  the  LEADER  OF 
THE  OPPOSITION.  The 
part  he  essays  to 
fill  is  as  familiar  as 
it  is  alluring.  In 
the  last  generation 
HORSMAN  achieved 
considerable  suc- 
cess. Later  we  have 
had  CAP'EN  TOMMY 
BOWLES.  In  quality 
HAROLD  Cox  exceeds 
both.  Thfre  is  finer 
finish  about  his 
work. 

Moreover  —  and 
this,  if  not  unique, 
is  a  rare  quality 
about  a  man  who 
stands  aloof  from 
Partiesand  faction?, 
conscious  of  supe- 
riority to  all— he 
neither  insists  on 
pre-eminence  nor 
affects  humility.  If 
he  happens  to  know 
more  about  finance 
than 


HEADING  SOMETHING  TO  ins  DISADVANTAGE. 
.I.Y.  TJoyd-Gcorye  (in  delate  on  Seecnd  Reacting  of  Finance  Bill).  "  If 

Lord  St, 


f\  SUIt    I  /ItJIIll-^JWI  'fU     \llt    UK(.'W«C    L/**    VJt^C/ll*    HVUX     ii\'f    \JJ       f.                                     r«w 

more  about  finance  j  quo(e  Ajam  Smith  ho  is  too  glow  for  puhvich,  and  if  I  quots 

than  theLlIANCELUOR  Stuart  Mill  he  is  too  shallow  for  Preston,  so  I  fall  &acfc  on  L 

OK   THE    EXCHEQUER,  Alduyn"     (laughter.) 
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HINTS    TO    YOUNG    ANGLERS.    No.  2. 

IN  riKE-Fismxn,  SHOULD  THE  BEUIXSER  BE  FORTUNATE  ESODQH  TO  CATCH  AN  UNUSUALLY  LAROE  FISH,  HE  HAD  BETTER  GET  THE  ASSISTANCE 
OF  SOMI:  riiOH'SsiosAi.  FISIIKR,  <>R  OTHER  PERSON  or  EXPERIENCE,  BEFORE  WEIGHING  THE  FISH,  AS  THERE  is  CONSIDERABLE  AST  is  THIS. 


"For  some  Sessions,"  he  said,  "I 
remained  dumb.  As  soon  as  ever  I  got 
on  my  logs,  a  sort  of  creeping  paralysis 
beset  me,  and  I  could  not  utter  a  word. 
I  partially  got  over  it  by  adoption  of  a 
little  ruse.  Having  caught  the  SI'KAM:U'S 
eye,  and  being  called  upon,  I  rose  to  my 
feet.  Couldn't  utter  a  word.  Awkward 
to  sit  down  again  ;  so  I  made  believe  it 
was  all  a  mistake  on  part  of  the  SPI:\M,K  ; 
walked  out  of  House  as  if  tbat  had  been 
my  original  intention  in  rising.  Of 
course  this  couldn't  go  on  always. 
After  three  or  four  performances,  the 
Xri:\M.i:,  so  to  speak,  began  to  smell  a 
rat.  He  'saw  it  moving  in  the,  air,'  and 
ignored  me.  Then, ;  cling  upon  medical 
advice,  I  took  twenty  grains  of  potassium 
broiii i  le  an  hour  before  coming  down  to 
the  House.  I  Jesuit  marvellous.  As\,,u 
may  have  noticed,  I  have  cow  little  or 
no  difficulty  in  contributing  my  share  to 
current  debate." 


BKLLAIRS  scoffs  at  medicament?. 

"My  plan  ia  simple,"  he  says. 
"  Whenever  I  am  due  at  Question  time 
I  lunch  off  a  slice  or  two  of  Baron. 
Have  it  cooked  in  chafing  d'sh  on  the 
table.  Cut  thin,  one  watches  it  frizzling 
and  thinks  what  a  time  it  is  having,  to 
be  sure." 

MAXGNALL'S  QUESTIONS  ASELET,  on  the 
other  hand,  agrees  with  PLTKIIAJI  as  to 
merits  of  medicine.  But  lie  varies  the 
dose.  He  finds  an  infallible  panacea  in 
ten  drops  of  fluid  extract  of  gelsemimu 
taken  three  times  a  day. 

"On  that,"  he  says,  "I  can  fire  off  from 
five  to  six  supplementary  questions  with 
the  ease  and  accuracy  of  a  maxim." 

SAUK  is  still  pursuing  this  interesting 
study  ;  will  welcome  personal  testimony 
of  Members  from  either  side. 

Business  done. — Second  Reading  of 
Finance  Bill  carried  by  366  votes  against 
209. 


To  a  Perplexed  Government. 

Why  shift  your  ground  in  hope  to  save 

your  face  ? 
The  blow  will  fall  in  quite  "another 

place." 

"In  the  Cambridge  mathematical  tripos 
seventy-four  men  and  ten  women  students  hare 
so  acquitted  themselves  in  the  first  part  of  the 
examination  as  to  deserve  mathematical  honour*. 
and  these  will  now  enter  upon  the  second  part 
of  the  examination  on  June  15th,  and  will  be 
the  last  of  the  senior  wranglers." — L-iitrantrr 
Obtencr. 

A  pathetic  thought.     Only  eighty-four 
more  senior  wranglers ! 


"  Visitors  to  tha  city  [Wells]  did  not  appear 
to  be  so  large  as  iu  former  yejrs." — Somerset 
Advertiser. 

Mr.      CUESU.UIOX      unfortunately      was 
obliged  to  let  Wells  alone  this   Whit- 
'  suntide. 
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L'INCONNUE. 

A  THICK  cloud  of  anonymity  still  sur- 
rounds the  subscriber  of  £40,000  for  the 
Duke  of  NORFOLK'S  Holbein,  to  the  in- 
creasing disgust  of  a  Press  whose  watch- 
work  is  "  Everything  about  Everybody." 
In  spite  of  every  effort,  the  lady  (it  is 
known  to  be  a  lady)  continues  to  be 
unknown.  That  anyone  should,  in  this 
age,  have  so  morbid  a  taste  as  to  prefer 
seclusion  and  the  absence  of  reclame  is, 
of  course,  reprehensible  and  anti-social 
to  a  degree ;  but  there  it  is. 

To  the  disclaimers  which  a  contem- 
porary has  wrested  from  certain  ladies 
may  perhaps  be  added  the  following  : — 

DEAR  SIR, — We  give  you  our  word  of 
honour  that  the  likeness  of  the  Duchess 
of  MILAN  was  not  bought  for  the  nation 
by  any  assistance  from  us.  We  should 
hardly  have  lent  our  patronage,  since 
the  pot  trait  is  painted  by  hand  and  not 
a  photo,  and  also  since  the  lady  (?)  does 
not  show  hpr  teeth.  Please  give  the 
utmost  publicity  to  this  statement. 

Yours,  etc.,  ZENA  and  PHYLLIS  DARE. 

Me  give  two  hundred  thousand  dollars 
for  a  picture  for  Britishers  to  look  at  ? 
Cheese  it.  ROSE  STAHL. 

Sin, — The  purchase  of  the  Holbein 
being  completed,  may  we  trespass  on 
your  space  to  say  that  we  know  nothing 
as  to  the  identity  of  the  lady  who  has 
given  the  bulk  of  the  money ;  and  may 
we  add  that  so  long  as  England  tolerates 
its  present  freedom  of  the  Press  and 
its  Radical  Government,  and  repudiates 
Tariff  Reform,  so  long  will  such  gifts 
remain  anonymous  ? 

From  the  nature  of  our  business  we 
can  naturally  claim  special  facilities  for 
gauging  the  extent  of  national  prosperity 
or  depression.  We  therefore  do  not 
hesitate  to  affirm  that  should  the  English 
continue  cherishing  the  exploded  prin- 
( iples  of  CODDEK  and  BRIGHT,  to  the  detri- 
ment of  home  industries  and  agricultural 
interests,  they  must  be  prepared  to 
lose  whatever  their  forefatheis  attained, 
whether  prosperity,  prestige,  or  pictures: 
in  fact,  everything  except  the  peevish- 
ness and  profits  of  dealers. 

Your  obedient  servants, 

P.  and  P.  POLNAGOI. 

DEAR  SIR, — I  could,  of  course,  have 
given  the  £40,000  with  the  greatest  ease 
— by  simply  writing  a  short  story — but 
as  a  matter  of  fact,  I  didn't.  It  is  no 
interest  to  me  to  provide  the  nation  with 
pictures  at  which  ignoramuses  and  toads 
are  free  to  look. 

Yours  faithfully,    MARIE  CORELLI. 

DEAR  SIR, — It  was  I  who  gave  the 
money.  SAITHIRA  MONGOOSE. 

P.S. — I  enclose  my  photo,  and  shall 
be  pleased  to  see  your  interviewer  at 
any  time  you  may  fix. 


FROM  ANTI-ARCTIC  REGIONS. 

[Dedicated  to  Lieut.  SIIACKI.KTON  and  his  crew 
jy  a  student  of  zoological  romance.] 

You  that  have  been  where  bergs  are  stiff 

In  ice-bound  latitudes  remotest — 
Forgive  me,  brave  explorers,  if 

I  enter  here  my  humble  protest. 
Of  valorous  deeds  you  did  your  part, 

But  one  sea-wolf  (who  knows  what 

what  is) 

Has  failed  to  find  in  all  your  chart 
The  grand   old    thrill   that  heaves   his 
heart 

Up  to  his  epiglottis. 

Where  was  the  lapse  ?  Of  course  I  knew ; 

I  that  had  toured  the  globe  with  HENTY, 
Had  braved  with  BAI.LANTYXE  the  blue, 

Longeremysummers  totalled  twenty — 
I  saw  the  answer  clear  as  day, 

That  spelt  (for  me)  your  story's  ruin  ; 
You  simply  had  to  while  away 
The  bloodies*  hours  on  foot  or  sleigh 

Without  a  local  Bruin. 

Penguins  you  had,  I  hear,  and  seals ; 

Exhumed  some  interesting  fl  JTH  ; 
And  startled  in  her  stately  reels 

The  aboriginal  Aurora ; 
But  never  once  there  hove  in  sight 

(His  hairy  shoulders  with  a  hunch  on) 
The  terror  of  the  Arctic  night, 
Requesting  you  to  stay  and  fight, 

Or  constitute  his  luncheon. 

That  is  the  true  explorer's  note, 

The  contest  of  thebo's'un  versus 
(He  grips  his  monster  by  the  throat) 

A  slightly  pinked  Polaris  ursus  ; 
Schooled  in  a  host  of  such  affairs, 

Stamped  deep  by  many  a  writer's  pen- 
mark, 

I  tell  you  that  a  Pole  sans  bears 
Is  Hamlet  played  to  listless  chairs 

Without  the  Prince  of  Denmark. 


BY  THE  SHIVERY  SEA. 

(Suggested  TJIJ  recent  climatic  ragarles.) 

SEASTAIRS. 

YESTERDAY  the  weather  was  decidedly 
cooler.  During  the  previous  week  a 
great  deal  of  rain  has  fallen  and  the 
country  is  looking  much  refreshed. 
The  well  in  the  grounds  of  the  Hotel 
Magnifique  has  risen  two  feet. 

A  local  natationist  undertook  to  swim 
from  Conger  Island  to  Flush  Point  on 
Saturday,  but  had  to  give  up  the 
attempt  owing  to  becoming  entangled 
in  drift  ice  off  the  breakwater.  His 
temperature  is  still  subnormal. 

The  Mayor  has  called  a  public  meet- 
ing to  start  a  Relief  Fund  for  the 
bathing-machine  men,  whose  destitution, 
due  to  prolonged  unemployment,  is  dis- 
tressingly acute. 

RAMSEA. 

Fine  bracing  conditions  prevailed 
yesterday. 


The  sale  of  hot-water  bottles  is  quite 
unprecedented. 

A  visitor  was  seen  bathing  yesterday. 
No  reason  is  assigned  for  the  rash  act. 

SHANKMOUTH. 

Yesterday  the  weather  was  much 
cooler.  A  splendid  north-cast  breeze 
prevailed,  and  the  family  shelters  pro- 
vided at  the  foot  of  the  cliffs  were  all 
crowded. 

The  summer  muffin  season  has  begun. 

Owing  to  the  representations  of  tha 
coroner,  sea-bathing  has  been  forbidden. 

The  local  golf  links  are  in  excellent 
condition,  oil-stoves  being  installed  on 
every  tee. 

BoURNEHAVEN. 

The  air  on  the  sea-front  yesterday  was 
most  embracing. 

After  a  recent  open-air  concert  the 
principal  trombone  player  of  the  Cor- 
poration Band  was  found  to  be  suffering 
from  frost-bite.  The  Corporation  has 
this  week  decided  to  apply  for  sanction 
to  borrow  £500  with  the  object  of  pro- 
viding all  the  Bandsmen  with  fur  coats. 
Mr.  BULSTRODE,  who  opposed  the  vote, 
created  an  uproar  by  asserting  that  the 
trombone  player's  complaint  was  chronic 
snake-bite.  He  defended  himself  by 
saying  that  in  such  weather  it  was  the 
act  of  a  benefactor  to  provoke  a  heated 
discussion. 

The  schoolboy  who  ate  a  strawberry 
ice  for  a  bet  yesterday  is  out  of  danger. 


THE  SPRING  POET. 
AN  UNREPORTED  SESSION. 

VOLUMINOUS  as  have  been  the  accounts 
of  the  proceedings  of  the  Imperial  Press 
Delegates  at  their  epoch-making  Con- 
ference, they  have  not  by  any  means 
covered  all  the  ground.  Not  a  word, 
for  example,  has  been  said  about  the 
momentous  discussions  upon  the  best 
colours  of  ink  for  Imperial  journalists, 
with  such  fascinating  side-issues  as  the 
quality  of  blue  pencils ;  nothing  has 
reached  the  public  concerning  the  views 
of  the  Delegates  on  the  respective  merits 
of  whiskey,  coffee  and  snuff  as  an  en 
livener  when  the  hours  are  small.  But 
perhaps  the  most  interesting  session  of 
all  was  that  which  was  given  up  to  the 
Spring  Poet  and  how  to  deal  with  him, 
all  reports  of  which  seem  to  have  been 
mislaid,  except  the  following,  of  which 
we  have  exclusive  possession. 

It  was  appropriate  that  Lord  CREWE, 
Secretary  of  State  for  the  Colonies,  should 
preside  over  this  meeting  of  the  Colonial 
representatives,  since  he  is  himself  a 
poet  of  no  mean  calibre  and  the  son 
of  a  poet,  and  one  to  whom  a  primrose 
is  more  than  a  mere  flower ;  and  it 
is  appropriate,  too,  that  in  a  discussion 
upon  "  The  Spring  Poet  and  what  to  do 
with  him,"  he  should  have  at  his  side 
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Mr.  OSK>SS,  from  the,  Police  Court,  Mr. 
CiiAiii,  from  tln>  Oviil,  Mr.  (iKowiK  \V>M> 
ii  \M,  a  notable  amateur  lyricist,  and  Mr. 
ll\l  i>\Ni:,  whose  triolets  ate  at  once  the 
joy  aii'.l  despair  of  the  Front  Ministerial 
I'xnrh,  Mr.  \Vii.Kii;  I!.MtD,  and  Mr.  PAIIIS 

Swan. 

The  Editor  of  tlie  Tnlilr  Mountain 
TtiUi-l.  siid  that  tlie  ('a|»-  ( iovernuient 
had  litcly  pasted  a  law  making  the  kill- 
ing of  Spring  Poets  no  murder.  Since 
that  enactment  all  the  Spring  Poets  who 
could  afford  it  wore  bullet-proof  cuirasses 
i  A  voice:  "Did  you  s:iy  queer  asses?  " 
IxHid  laughter,  in  which  the  Earl  of 
CKI.WI:  \\a-i  constrained  to  join)  and 
Irons'  rs  of  chain  mail. 

The  Editor  of  the  Mnlti'xe  WnvVrsaid 
that  even  in  Malta,  a  little  island  given 
up  alnicst  entirely  to  the  military,  the 
Spring  Poet  was  known.  In  fact,  the 
local  editor  considtr^d  him  the  true 
Maltose  cross. 

Tlie  strong  man  of  the  Singapore 
Spectator  said  that  he  suppcsed  he  had 
thrown  out  in  his  time  as  many  as  forty 
Spring  Poets.  Ho  did  not  hurt  them 
much. 

The  Editor  of  the  Htulaon  Bayly  Mail 
said  that  the  spring  was  not  a  too 
noticeable  feature  of  his  country  ;  but  it 
was  impossible  for  the  first  glimmering 
of  a  break  iti  the  winter  to  get  ahead  of 
verses  on  the  subject.  He  kept  a 
harpoon  handy  for  the  authors. 

At  this  stage  of  the  proceedings  the 
Conference  was  adjourned  for  half- 
an-hour  «nd  Mi  s  MAUD  AU.AV,  the 
renowned  Canadian  Terpsiuhoreaii,  gave 
her  famous  impersonation  of  "  Spring- 
heeled  Jill"  to  an  accompaniment  on 
the  pianola,  tastefully  contributed  by 
the  PISIMK  MiNisrEii.  After  the  exc'te- 
ment  caused  !>y  the  performance  had 
died  down,  Mr.  McKECHXtE,  of  the 
Moittmd  <  'lnr'.on,  who  declared  that  he 
was  a  pure  Celt,  said  we  could  not  do 
without  spring.  The  poets  of  old  drank 
of  the  Pierian  spring  ;  the  poets  of  to- 
day generally  woro  spring-side  boots. 

Sir  JAMES  Cninirox-BiiowNE  said  that 
vernal  versification,  or  ftirur  1'imii.t, 
uas  a  well-recognised  form  of  insanity 
Fortunately  the  bacillus  had  been  dis- 
covered, and  an  antitoxin  was  in  course 
of  preparation.  The  only  further  diffi- 
culty would  l>e  in  inducing  those  who 
were  subjtct  to  the  cjmplaint  to  submit 
'.o  inoculation. 

Mr.  ST.  I.CE  STUACUEY  said  he  thought 
the  Government  had  missed  a,  golden 
opportunity  by  not  imposing  poetic 
licences  on  all  persons  who  contribute 
versu  to  tin1  Fres-1.  He  had  calculated 
that  on  the  basis  of  the  tax  on  armorial 
bearings  at  least  £5(X),000  cv.uld  be 
raised  annually  in  this  way.  Failing  an 
im|x>st,  he  strongly  advocated  compul 
sory  military  service  for  all  Spring 
I'.rts.  Th"y  ought  to  be  first-rate 


So    YOUB    HUSBAND    IS   IN    THE    PAGEANT,   MBS.    JONI.8.      I    DIDN'l   KXOW    IIK   BEI.uMltU   TO  TUf 

or  ENGLAND." 

"No,  MUM,  ne  DON'T.    BUT  TIIF.HK,  HE'S  VERY  DMAD-MINOSO,  AND   HE  DON'T   MIND  BEIM:  *x 
A xi  iFxr  Bisi.or  IN  THE  CAUSE  o'  CHARITY." 


marchers,  because  they  had  so  many 
extra  feet  to  step  out  with. 

The  chief  leader-writer  of  the  Bombay 
Duck  said  that  again  and  again  the 
moral  effect  of  one  of  his  polemics  had 
been  entirely  ruinei  by  the  presence  in 
the  game  paper  of  a  set  of  milky  rhymes. 

Tlie  Editor  of  the  Wooloomoolloo 
Watchicord  said  that  his  way  with  Spring 
Poets' was  to  ask  them  to  drink  and  give 
them  poisoned  whisky. 

The  Chairman,  in  summing  up  the 
debate,  said  that  they  had  heard  a 
number  of  interesting  and  valuable 
testimonies,  which  must  now  be  codified 
by  the  meeting.  For  his  own  part,  the 
salient  feature  of  the  discussion  was 
the  proof  it  gave  that  the  Spring  Pcet 


was  ubiquitous.  He  hoped  that  he 
would  be  voicing  the  sentiments  of  the 
Conference  when  lie  asked  them  to  pass 
a  resolution  to  the  effect  that  "  this  great 
and  representative  meeting  of  Imperial 
pressmen  is  unanimously  of  opinion  that 
summary  measures  should  be  deviced 
for  dealing  with  Spring  PoeU." 

The  motion  having  been  carried  with 
out  a  single  dissentient,  the  Conference 
adjourned  in  motor-cars  to  attend  an 
al  fresco  performance  of  Enyland'f 
Dai-liny  in  the  gardens  of  Swinford 
Old  Manor. 

Exchanged  if  Not  Approved. 

From  an  advt. : 
"  If  y.nr  baby  does  not  thrire— try  Mellin'i. 
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OUR    BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By  Mr.  Punch's  Staff  of  Learned  Clerks.) 

I  WONPEK  what  sort  of  notepaper  is  used  by  people  in  fiction  : 
it  must  be  something  very  generous  in  size,  for  they  boldly 
embark  upon  sentences  that  would  fill  the  four  sides  of  an 
ordinary  sheet  before  coming  to  a  fulltstop.  Henry  Gastonard, 
the  hero  of  Mr.  MAX  PEMKERTON'S  last  book,  The  Show  Girl 
(CASSEIi),  opens  his  shoulders  for  the  benefit  of  his  friend 
I'tiilil;/  O'L'onncll  in  a  way  that  must  have  warmed  the  heart 
of  his  stationer.  He  has  fallen  in  love  with  a  young  lady 
named  Miml,  whom  he  met  at  the  Fete  de  Neuilly,  and  who 
n'sidw  among  the  Bohemians  of  the  Butte.  In  spite  of 
this  she  is  quite  virtuous,  and  of  aristocratic  (if  irregular) 
parentage,  though  this  fact  is  not  discovered  until  after  she 
has  been  married  to  Henri/, 
and  subsequently  kidnapped 
by  her  old  acquaintances.  The 
glimpses  of  Montmartre  which 
the  author  gives  us  are  ex- 
cellently vivacious,  but  out- 
tide  these  there  are  some  pain- 
ful weaknesses.  TheO'Conncll, 
for  instance  (if  that  is  his  pro- 
per title),  worked  off  some 
terribly  old  golf  stories  on  us ; 
there  is  a  quite  impossible 
parson ;  also  a  Paris  detective 
(supposed  to  be  no  end  of  a 
sleuth-hound)  whom  even  the 
bull-dog routinisls  of  Scotland 
Yard  would  have  laughed  at, 
and  Dr.  Watson  himself  stig 
matised  as  a  bungler.  How- 
ever, this  last  failing  may  be 
due  to  the  fact  that  the  novel 
is  conducted  entirely  by  corre- 
spondence, a  method  that  does 
not  seem  to  produce  the 
thrills  I  hunger  for  when  I 
take  my  life-preserver  and  go 
out  into  the  realms  of  the 
bizarre. 


M.  E.  FKANCIS  (or  Mrs.  BLUN- 
DELL — I  see  that  her  publishers 
now  use  both  names  indiscri- 
minately) has  already  a  long 
list  of  successes  to  her  credit, 
but  I  think  none  of  her  books  has  been  more  charming 
than  her  latest.  Galatea  of  the  Wheatfield  (MKTIIUKN) 
was  really  Tiibitha  ])olt,  into  the  quiet  of  whose 
country  existence  Gerald  Bannister  breathed  life  and 
love  by  teaching  her  grammar.  So  that  later,  when  their 
innocent  boy-ana-girl  flirtation  had  been  broken  off,  Tabitha, 
desperate  at  being  forced  to  marry  the  yokel  Abel  Fripp, 
accepted  literally  a  chance  phrase  in  an  old  letter,  and,  follow- 
ing her  Pygmalion  to  Oxford,  burst  in  upon  him  and  his 
astounded  friends  in  his  rooms  at  St.  Aldate's.  You  see  the 
embarrassment  of  the  situation  for  poor  Pygmalion  !  Fortu- 
nately both  Mrs.  BLCNDF.LL  and  her  characters  handle  it  with 
a  delicate  mastery  that  is  wholly  delightful.  The  betrothal 
of  Taljitha  and  Gerald  is  sanctioned,  indeed  commanded,  by 
quixotic  old  Mr.  Bannister;  and  as  a  preparation  the  girl  is 
taken  for  a  year  to  live  witli  some  titled  relatives  of  her  lover. 
Eventually—  -  but  no,  I  think  I  shall  not  tell  you  quite 
all  the  story ;  you  remember  the  fate  of  Galatea  in  the 
original,  and  this  will  give  just  enough  clue  not  to  spoil  your 
enjoyment  of  a  clever  and  sympathetically  written  tale,  not 


BACK    FROM    THE    MANGLE. 

(Showing  that  the  Laundry  Problem  goes  back  to  mediaeval  times.) 
The  Knight  (regarding  his  shirt  of  mail).  "  MOTHS,  FonsooTil !     "TiS 
THY  VICIOUS  CHEMICALS  !  " 


the  least  of  whose  merits  is  an  Oxford  chapter  which  is 
obviously  the  real  thing,  and  not  the  combined  product  of 
imagination  and  a  guide-book. 

Sanguine  of  ultimate  greatness  myself,  I  follow  with  inte- 
rest the  careers  of  other  great  men,  especially  those  of  ficiion. 
From  the  study  of  the  latter  I  conclude  that  to  prove  yourself 
really  great  you  have  merely  to  talk  about  nothing  but 
yourself  and  to  be  very  talkative.  As  to  the  way  of  achieving 
this,  I  have  learnt  little.  It  is  done,  I  suppose,  between  the 
chapters.  Peter  Vandy  starts  his  financial  greatness  (and 
what  greatness  is  not  financial,  nowadays  ?)  upon  original 
lines  and  to  the  accompaniment  of  many  wise  and  witty 
sayings  of  his  author,  EDWIN  PUGH.  Too  soon  he  sinks  into 
the  plutocratic  routine  of  fiction,  making  unlimited  money 
by  melodramatic  methods,  of  which  the  type  is  familiar  and 

the  working  details  not  too 
clearly  explained.  The  more 
money  he  accumulates  the 
duller  his  story  becomes,  until 
finally  his  wife  has  to  spit  in 
his  face  and  be  felled  by  his 
fist  in  order  to  keep  my  in- 
terest alive.  Beyond  that  one 
great  knock-out  blow,  I  have 
to  take  the  frequent  word  of 
himself  and  Mr.  PUGH  for  the 
magnitude  of  Peter  Vandy. 
He  gains  the  whole  world,  I 
am  told,  but  loses  his  own 
soul ;  yet  I  wonder  privately 
whether  he  ever  had  a  soul  to 
lose.  The  name  of  the  novel 
in  which  Peter  Vandy  appears 
is,  oddly  enough,  Peter  Vandy. 
Its  publisher  is  C.  H.  WIIITF,, 
and  its  first  half  is  well  worth 
reading. 

In  Sixty  Years  of  Upp'nig- 
ham  Cricket  (LONGMANS)  Mr. 
W.  S.  PATTERSON,  himself  a 
famous  master  of  cricket,  has 
written  a  book  of  more  than 
merely  local  interest.  In  any 
general  history  of  the  game 
an  important  chapter  must 
be  devoted  to  Uppingham, 
a  nursery  of  great  cricketers, 
bred  from  their  earliest 
years  to  an  observance  of  the  true  fundamentals  of 
cricketing  style.  Mr.  PATTERSON  has  brought  to  the  accom- 
plishment of  his  task  a  rare  blend  of  enthusiasm,  modesty 
and  knowledge.  His  account  of  H.  H.  STEniENSON,  the  pro- 
fessional who  practically  created  Uppingham  cricket,  is  most 
attractive.  II.  H.  loved  a  straight  bat  and  a  bat  played  for- 
ward, and  he  detested  the  abominable  "cross  stroke."  So 
does  Mr.  PATTERSON,  and  so,  I  have  reason  to  believe,  does 
Mr.  Punch.  I  observe  that  Mr.  PATTERSON,  when  he  first 
played  for  the  School  against  the  Old  Boys  in  1871,  made  an 
aggregate  of  14  runs  in  two  innings.  In  1908,  playing  for 
the  Old  Boys  against  the  School,  he  made  an  equal  amount 
in  one  innings.  In  thirty-seven  years  he  has  thus  doubled 
his  capacity.  In  the  meantime,  he  had  put  in  a  few  cen- 
turies ;  and  now  he  has  written  the  record  of  his  School  in 
the  game  he  loves.  He  has  done  his  work  excellently  well. 


The  Right  to  Live. 

"  Emily  Aves,  who  was  a~cn?ed  at  Highgate  of  subsistence,  produced 
£11  in  gold."—  The  Cornishman. 
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CHARIVARIA. 

"  I  I  is  ofTleially  denied  in  I'.iris,"  says 
77ic  An'///  News,  ''that  the  I'oweis  intend 
at,  present  lo  make  any  alteration  in  t'ie 
position  of  Crete."  In  view  of  recent 
earthquakes  this  reassuring  statement 
has  given  great  satisfaction  locally. 

Mr.  HIIIAM  I'.  M\XIM 
has  now  pei  fi  cled  his 
contrivance  for  ren- 
dering guns  and  rifles 
silent.  This  will  be 
good  news  I •>  those 
persons  who  have 
hitherto  been  pre- 
vented fiom  taking 
part  in  wars  nwi in- 
to a  tendency  to  that 
most  distressing 
malady — "  battle  head- 
ache." 

*  * 

The  Dailu  Mail  calls 
the  Welsh  "The 
singing  nation,"  but 
for  the  moment  they 
will  have  to  be  con- 
tent to  whistle  for 

Disestablishment. 

*  * 

A  recently  esta- 
blished Oxford  Street 
emporium  —the  name 
of  which  escapes  us 
at  the  moment— pub- 
lished last  week  a  spe- 
cial invitation  to  Welsh 
visitors.  The  words  of 
the  greeting  were  : — 

t'i:oi:sA\v   1   HAWII. 

Next  week,  wo  under- 
stand, we  are  to  have 
what  we  imagine  to  be 
the  Scotch  equivalent 

of  this : — 

T,  \M;  OOKS  A  RAlillKK. 

*  * 

* 

The  hero  of  tin- 
s-rial tale  in  The 
/'/'.i^/rt'ss,  wo  are  told, 
admired  the  cabarets 
of  Montmartre,  and 
"loved  to  study  the 
pencilled  levities  of 
STEIM.KX-,  of  LrAMTK. 
.  .  ."  To  prefer 
T.rvNPER.  to  LKANPIIK 
was  not  unnatural  in  a  Hero. 
o  * 

Attention  has  been  drawn  to  the  large 
number  of  persons  who  think  it  unlucky 
to  be  married  in  May.  A  yet  larger 
number,  however,  are  still  more  super- 
stitious, and  think  it  unlucky  to  be 
married  in  any  month. 

The  latest  Novelty   in   the    Fashion 


World  is  a  sash  worn  over  the  drees 
just  above  the   knee  line.      It  seems  al 
most  incredible  that  it  should   not   have 
occurred  to  anyone  before  that  this  is  the 

most  ideally  absurd  position  for  the  sash. 
*  * 

The  Burglary  Season  has  apparently 
opened   early  this  year.     " PIMPLES  BE- 


o-ir   Mnnif   Halls   becoming  less 

i-  ii  1  inking  '•!     Net  one  of  them  is  show- 
ing us  The  List  i  'f  tlio  Wiani 

V 

The    Press  Conference  has  served  at 
least  one  admirable  purpose.     It  ban 
I  narrowed  down  the  differences  between 
'the   Government  and    the    Opposition. 
-.Both  parties  acknow- 
'  ledged  the  danger  to 
't  our    Country   of    tho 
'•  present     international 
situation.      The   only 
point  at  issue  now  in 
i  whether  we  ought  or 
i  ought  not  to  take  ade- 
quate steps    to    cope 
with  the  danger. 

v 

The  report  that  the 
Bank  at  Monte  Carlo 
has  been  broken  again 
is  denied.  The  Riviera 
earthquake  did  no 
damage  there. 

V 

Those  who  con- 
sidered that  the  meet- 
ing between  the  TSAB 
and  the  KAISER  would 
mean  a  blow  at  British 
Influence  will  be  ro- 
jlieved  to  hear  that 
"tea  was  taken  on 
the  Skutijft  in  the 

English  style." 

»'  * 

A  writer  in 
Orer-Scas  Daily 
informs  us  that 
Hungarian  name 
jam  is  "  gyiimo- 
lessiirii."  After  this 
we  would  nither  not 
know  ihe  Magyar  for 
marmalade. 


The 


the 
for 


MOM.II  ovr.tixK.iir  "   is    an  announcement 
which  catches  our  eye  in  a  newspaper. 

* 

A  lady  while  travelling  from  Kuston  to 
Lichtield  last  week  missed  her  jewel-case, 
which  was  subsequently  found  in  the 
corridor  of  the  train  at  Manchester,  but 
six  rings,  valued  at  t.">'Mt,  were  missing. 
The  police  theory  is  that  they  were 
stolen. 


Morn- 

huj  \cirn,  speaking 
beforehand  of  the 
English  team  for  the 
recent  Test  Match  at. 
Lord's,  said:  "Hay- 
ward  will  be  asked 
to  be  at  Birmingham, 
providing  his  leg  is 
sound."  We  are  glad 
to  report  that  llu- 
WAHD'S  leg  was  not 
souud  enough  to  take  him  to  Birming- 
ham, so  he  turned  up  at  Lord's  instead. 

The  I'till  Mull  Mii'j'i:'nic  reprodn 
water-colour  by  FRED  PEC  RAM  of  a  1-idy 
in  a  iKvhive  hat  that  forms  a  very  perfect 
blinker  for  her  right  eye.  The  l.-ft  eye 
seems  to  have  suffered  by  sympathy,  f  i 
ihe  legend  underneath  runs  as  fooowB: 

IViphnc  sat  erect,  noticing  nothing." 
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ASCOT   TINTS. 

["  It  would,  of  course,  be  impossible  to  give  a  complete  list  of  all 
three  present." — "  The  Daily  Mail "  (Social  Column)  on  the  opening  day 
at  Ascot.'] 

NEVER  you  mind  !  you.  did  your  little  best ; 

Space  only  failed  you,  not  a  sense  of  duty  ; 
Against  your  loyal  nature  you  suppressed 

Some  most  deserving  types  of  Hank  and  Beauty  ; 

And  yet  your  list,  my  lad, 
Ran  to  a  hundred,  eight  and  twenty — not  so  bad. 

There  were  who  moved  about  the  velvet  sward 

To  air  their  hats  or  even  watch  the  races  ; 
You  had  a  purer  purpose — to  record 

Their  sounding  names  and  millinery  graces  ; 

Yes,  it  was  largely  ad  hoc 

That  you  meandered  round  the  teeming  lawn  and 
paddock. 

There  were  who  chose  to  try  a  sporting  chance 

And  plunge,  we'll  say,  on  Pretty  Polly's  brother; 
To  your  dispassionate  and  fleeting  glance 
One  end  of  him  was  very  like  the  other ; 

It  was  your  high  and  solemn 
Task  to  ignore  such  features  in  your  social  column. 

Brown,  bay,  or  chestnut,  well  or  badly  bred, 

Stout  in  the  quarters,  stocky  in  the  barrel — 
From  Nature  unadorned  you  turned  your  head, 
Your  business  was  to  talk  about  apparel ; 

The  noblest  dam  or  sire 
Could  never  compensate  for  absence  of  attire. 

But  when  you  deal  with  cape  and  voile  and  gown, 

What  a  refined  vocabulary  !  0,  Sir, 
What  shades  and  nuances!  how  you  dot  them  down 
In  terms  to  fit  a  butler  or  a  grocer  ! — 

"  Cafe-aii-lait,"  "  praline," 

"Champagne"  and  "claret,"  "apricot"  and  "apple- 
green." 

Added  to  these  (all  good  to  eat  or  drink) 

Your  undefeated  eye  observed  a  goddess 
In  "  tabac  brown,"  and  one  in  "  pastel  pink," 
And  one  with  "  tiger  lilies  in  her  bodice  ;  " 

Also  a  dame  who  sat 
'Neath  iris  trimmings  round  "  a  sort  of  turban  hat." 

When  I  have  named  a  robe  of  "  Nattier  blue," 

And  (nattier  still)  a  smart  "  Shantung  "  confection, 
A  "mole-grey  "  cape,  a  gown  of  "  sulphur  "  hue — 
Gems  of  a  very  fine  and  rare  collection — 

I  may  omit,  I  hope, 
The  louder  fashions,  such  as  "  faded  heliotrope." 

Some  will  be  pained,  I  fear,  by  your  neglect, 

But  don't  let  that  disturb  your  self-composure  ; 
Not  the  Recording  Angel  could  expect 

To  paint  the  whole  of  that  superb  Enclosure ; 

Indeed  your  generous  hand 
Has  painted  quite  as  much  as  I  (for  one)  can  stand. 

^=^^__=  0.  S. 

The  Prehensile  Ear. 

" Still  there  was  no  hnnd  on  the  door  that  Roberta's  listening  ears 
could  catch  and  spring  to  answer." — "  Daily  Chronicle  "  Serial. 


"  SIAMESE   KITTENS,   very  good  points  and  eyes 
pedigree." — Adrt.  in  "Daily  Graphic." 


.   dam    good 


We  like  this  enthusiasm  about  the  pedigree,  even  if  couched 
in  rather  too  forcible  language. 


CROSS-EXAMINATIONS   FOR  THE   HOME; 

OB,  LITTLE  AUTHOR'S  ROAD  TO  KNOWLEDGE. 

(Little  Arthur,  aged  12  ;  Uncle  John — Captain  John  Lambert, 
late  28th  Hussars — aged  44.) 

Little  Arthur  (icho  has  Itecn  reading  "  The  Times  ").  Uncle 
John  ! 

Uncle  John  (looking  up  from  "  The  Si>ortsman").  Yes, 
sonny,  that 's  me. 

L.  A.  (reproachfully).  Oh,  Uncle  John  ! 

U.  J.  What 's  up,  sonny,  what  's  up  ?  Works  out  of 
order  ?  Too  much  supper  last  night  ?  Feel  a  bit  chippy — 
eh,  what? 

L.  A.  No,  thank  you,  Uncle  John,  I  am  feeling  very  well. 

U.  J.  Let 's  have  a  look  at  your  tongue.  (The  tontjue  is 
extended.)  Oh  dear,  oh  dear,  that 's  much  too  pale.  You  've 
been  going  it,  you  young  dog.  You'll  have  to  take  a  pill, 
you  know.  Deuced  hard  job,  but  you  '11  have  to  do  it. 
Mustn't  burn  the  candle  at  both  ends.  What  you  want  is  a 
pill — none  of  your  humbugging  modern  pills,  but  a  good 
strong  old-fashioned  hard-working  pill.  I  11  get  you  one  in 
a  brace  of  shakes,  and — 

L.  A.  I'm  sure  I'm  very  much  obliged  to  you,  Undo 
John,  but  I  never  could  take  pills.  Papa'8  just  like  that, 
too,  and,  besides,  my  health  is  quite  good. 

U.  J.  Ah,  well,  you'll  be  sorry  for  it  some  day,  when  you 
want  a  pill  and  can't  get  it.  There  was  a  rascally  servant  of 
mine  once,  a  native,  who  got  messing  about  with  my  things. 
He'd  seen  me  taking  pills,  and  he  found  the  box,  and,  by 
gum,  Sir,  he  swallowed  the  whole  lot  at  one  go — might  just 
as  well  have  swallowed  an  elephant  battery.  Made  the 
beggar  sit  up  a  bit,  you  know.  Never  heard  such  howls  in 
all  my  life. 

L.  A.  Yes,  Uncle,  that  must  have  been  very  interesting. 
But  I  wanted  to  talk  to  you  about  something  else,  Uncle 
John. 

U.  J.  Right  you  are,  my  boy.     Just  you  fire  away. 

L.  A.  Didn't  you  say,  ".That's  me,"  just  now,  Uncle  John  ? 

V.  J.  Did  I?  I  daresay  I  did.  Couldn't  have  said  any- 
thing else,  could  I  ?  It  icas  me,  you  know. 

L.  A.  Oh,  Uncle  John,  there  you  go  again ! 

U.  J.  Lor'  bless  me,  what 's  the  trouble  ? 

L.  A.  You  oughtn't  to  say,  "  That 's  me  "  and  "  It  was  me." 
You  ought  to  say,  "  That  is  I  "  and  "  It  was  I." 

U.  J.  Who  says  so  ? 

L.  A.  Miss  MacBrayne  told  me. 

U.  J.  What  did  she  tell  you  that  for? 

L.  A.  Oh,  Uncle  John,  she  had  to,  because  it's  right. 
She  is  teaching  me  English  grammar  and  the  rules  of 
English  composition,  and  she  says  it  is  very  important  to 
observe  them,  because  it  marks  the  distinction  between  an 
educated  person  and  a  mere  barbarian. 

U.  J.  My  eye,  Jid  she  say  all  that  ?  She 's  a  bit  of  a 
scorcher,  isn't  she? 

L.  A.  Oil  no,  Uncle,  I  don't  think  she  is  really  a  scorcher. 
She  's  got  a  lot  of  certificates  from  institutions  and  colleges. 

U.  J.  Ah,  I  daresay.  That 's  what  comes  of  all  these  new- 
fangled ideas  about  educating  women.  I  always  thought  they 
were  overdoing  it,  and  now  I  'm  sure. 

L.  A.  Then  do  you  think,  Uncle,  that  women  ought  to  say 
wrong  things? 

U.  J.  Certainly  not.     I  never  said  that. 

L.  A.  But  if  they're  not  to  be  educated  so  as  to  know 
what 's  right  they  '11  all  have  to  go  about  talking  like 
barbarians,  and  you  won't  like  that,  will  you  ? 

U.  J.  Well,  I  'm  not  sure.  I  never  could  cotton  to  a  blue- 
stocking, you  know.  But  as  for  saying,  "  That 's  I,"  I  simply 
can't  do  it,  old  man.  Must  draw  the  line  somewhere. 

L.  A.  But  it 's  ritjht,  Uncle. 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CII.MMVAUT.-Juiffl  23,  1909. 


THE   FORCE   OF   EXAMPLE. 


C.KRMAN  KAISEU  (patnmitmgly).     "I  HF.AR  YOU'RE  BUILDING  A  NEW  FLEET.     ANY  PARTICULAR 
OBJECT?" 

TsAit.  "NO— MERELY   CAUSE   OF  PEACE— SAME  AS   YOU." 
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"MANY  SEW  FACES  SINVK  1  WAS  IIKIIK  I.ASTT?" 

"  VKS,   Coi.fiXF.l-.       I   THINK    ME   AMI   YOU   WILL   DE   ABOUT  THE   LAST   OF   THE  OLD   SKf." 


/  .  .7.  Well,  nobody  says  it,  and  that's  enough  for  me. 

/..  .1.  Oh,  yes,  Uncle  John.  Miss  MacBraync  says  all 
ediicattd  people  My  it,  and  I've  made  up  my  mind  to  say  it  too. 

/ '.  ,1 .  That's  ri>;ht,  Arty,  I  like  your  spirit;  but  I'm  too 
old  a  dug  to  learn  tricks.  I  shall  go  to  my  grave  saying 
"That 'a  me." 

.  A.  Oh,  don't  do  that,  Uncle.     Do  please  say,  "That 's  I." 

r.  J.  Well,  I  '11  think  about  it  when  Uie  time  conies,  but 
it  '11  be  no  end  of  a  business — embitter  my  last  moments  and 
all  that.  However,  I  '11  see  what  can  be  done  to  meet  your 
views.  Did  she  tell  you  anything  else  ? 

L.  A.  Oh,  yes,  Uncle,  lots  of  things. 

U.  J.  She  didn't  happen  to  mention  who  was  going  to 
win  tin1  Gold  Cup,  did  she? 

L.  A.  Xo,  t'ncle,  she  didn't.  Is  the  Gold  Cup  in  the 
English  Grammar? 

/".  ,/.  Xo,  my  boy,  it  isn't.  It's  on  Ascot  Heath,  and  if 
Miss  Maelirayne  could  manage  to  name  the  winner  I  should 
think  a  lot  more  of  her  education. 

L.  A.  Well,  I'll  ask  her,  Uncle;  but  last  time  we  didn't 
get  further  than  split  infinitives. 

I  .  J.  Good  gracious  me,  what  sort  of  an  animal 's  that ''. 

L.  A.  It  isn't  an  animal  at  all,  Uncle  John.  It 's  a  gram- 
matical rule. 

U.  J.  Well,  1  've  heard  of  a  split  soda,  but  dash  me  if  I  've 
ever  heard  of  a  split  infinitive. 

L.  A.  (after  a  pause).  That  was  a  joke,  Uncle  John,  wasn't 
it?  I  like  you  to  make  jokes  like  that,  because  I  understand 


thrm  ;  I  nit  I  never  understand  Mr.  Dlinkenstein's  jokes,  and 
lie  makes  a  lot,  and  laughs  at  them,  too. 

[7.  J.  Well  done,  old  man !  Don't  you  give  in  to  any 
German  jokes.  Keep  the  flag  flying,  you  know.  But  about 
these  split  infinitives ;  just  you  show  me  one  of  'em,  and  I  'II 
settle  bis  hash. 

L.  A.  Well,  Papa  used  one  the  other  day  in  his  speech  at 
the  Primrose  League  meeting.  He  said  that  "  Mr.  LLOTD- 
GKOROE'H  avowed  object  was  to  totally  annihilate  the  pros- 
perity of  the  country." 

U.  J.  And  your  father's  quite  right,  my  boy.  He  never 
said  a  truer  word  in  his  life. 

/..  1.  Oh,  but,  Uncle  John,  think  of  the  s|'lit  infinitive. 
If  he  had  only  said,  "  totally  to  annihilate,"  or  "  to  annihilate 
totally,"  it  would  have  been  all  right. 

U.  J.  So  that's  a  split  what 's-his-name,  is  it?  Well.  1 
shan't  worry  about  it.  Seems  to  me  your  father  got  hold  of 
the  right  end  of  the  stick,  and  that's  the  chief  tiling. 

L.  A.  Miss  MacBrayne  didn't  know  what  to  say  when  I 
told  her  about  it. 

U.  J.  Well,  you  tell  her  I  thought  your  father  talked  sound 
sense. 

L.  A.  But  think  of  the  grammar,  Uiu •!••. 

U.  J.  Oh,  confound  the  grammar.  It 's  the  taxes  we  've 
jjtit  to  think  of. 

L.  A.  But,  Uncle 

I '.  ./.  Toddle  off  now,  sonny.  I  want  to  finish  The 
man. 
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THE   RABBITS. 

CHAPTER  II. — ON  THE  RUN. 
THE  Major  has  taken  a.  great  deal  of 
trouble  with  his  ground,  and  the  result 
pleases  everybody.  Jf  you  arc  a  bats- 
rnan  you  applaud  the  short  boundaries  ; 
if  you  are  a  wicket-keeper  (as  I  am),  and 
Thomas  is  bowling  what  he  is  pleased 
to  call  googlies,  you  have  leisure  to  study 
some  delightful  scenery  ;  and  if  you  are 
a  left-handed  bowler  with  a  delivery 
oulside  the  screen,  there  is  behind  you 
a  belt  of  trees  which  you  cannot  fail  to 
admire.  When  Archie  was  born  and 
they  announced  the  fact  to  the  Major, 
his  first  question  was  (so  I  understand), 
"Right  or  left-handed?"  They  told  him 
"Left"  to  quiet  him,  and  he  went  out 
and  planted  a  small  forest  so  that  it 
should  be  ready  for  Archibald's  action 
when  he  grew  up.  Unfortunately  Archie 
turned  out  to  be  no  bowler  at  all  (in 
my  opinion) — and  right-handed  at  that. 
Nemesis,  as  the  ha'penny  papers  say. 

"Well?"  we  all  asked,  when  Archie 
came  back  from  tossing. 

"  They  lost,  and  put  us  in." 
"  Good  man." 

"  May  I  have  my  sixpence  back  ?  " 
I  said.  "  You  haven't  bent  it  or  any- 
thing, have  you  ?  Thanks." 

As  the  whole  pavilion  seemed  to  be 
full  of  people  putting  on  their  pads  in 
order  to  go  in  first,  I  wandered  outside. 
There  I  met  Myra. 

"  Hallo,  we  're  in,"  I  said.  "  Come  and 
sit  on  the  roller  with  me  and  I'll  tell 
you  all  about  JAYES." 

"  Can't  for  a  moment.  Do  go  and 
make  yourself  pleasant  to  Dahlia  Blair. 
She  's  just  come." 

"Do  you  think  she  'd  be  interested  in 
JAYES  ?  I  don't  mean  the  disinfectant. 
Ob,  all  right  then,  I  won't." 

I  wandered  over  to  the  deck-chairs 
and  exchanged  greetings  with  Miss 
Blair. 

"I  have  been  asked  to  make  myself 
pleasant,"    I    said.      "I   suppose   that 
means  telling  you  all  about  everybody, 
doesn't  it  ?  "  • 
"  Yes,  please." 

"  Well,  we  're  in,  as  you  see.  That 's 
the  Vicar  leading  his  team  out.  He  's 
no  player  really — one  of  the  '  among 
others  we  noticed.'  But  he's  a  good 
father,  and  we  've  borrowed  two  off- 
springs from  him.  Here  comes  Archie 
and  Wilks.  Wilks  drove  you  from  the 
station,  I  expect?  " 

"He  did.  And  very  furiously." 
"  Well,  he  hardly  drives  at  all  when 
he 's  in.  He 's  terribly  slow — what  they 
call  Nature's  reaction.  Archie,  you  will 
be  sorry  to  hear,  has  just  distinguished 
himself  by  putting  me  in  last.  lie 
called  it  "ninth  wicket  down,  but  I 
worked  it  out,  and  there  doesn't  seem  to 
bo  anybody  after  me.  It 's  simply  spite." 


"  I  hope  Mr.  Archie  makes  some 
runs,"  said  Dahlia.  "  I  don't  mind  so 
much  about  Wilks,  you  know." 

"I'm  afraid  he  is  only  going  to  make 
fourteen  to-day.  That 's  tlie  postman 
going  to  boul  to  him.  He  has  two 
deliveries — one  at  8  A  M.  and  one  at 
12.30  P.M.  ;  the  second  one  is  rather 
doubtful.  Archie  always  takes  guard 
with  the  bail,  you  observe,  and  then  looks 
round  to  see  if  we  're  all  watching." 

"  Don't  be  so  unkind." 

"I'm  annoyed,"  I  said,  "and  I  in- 
tensely dislike  the  name  Archibald. 
Ninth  wicket  down !" 

The  umpire  having  c  died  "  Play," 
Joe,  the  postman,  bounded  up  to  the 
wicket  and  delivered  the  ball.  Archie 
played  forward  with  the  easy  confidence 
of  a  school  professional  when  nobody 
is  bowling  to  him.  And  then  the  leg- 
bail  disappeared. 

"  Oh  !  "  cried  Dahlia.     "  He  's  out !  " 

I  looked  at  her,  and  I  looked  at 
Archie's  disconsolate  back  as  he  made 
for  the  pavilion  ;  and  I  knew  what  he 
would  want.  I  got  up. 

"I  must  go  now,"  I  said;  "I've 
promised  to  sit  on  the  heavy  roller  for 
a  bit.  Archie  will  be  here  in  a  moment. 
Will  you  tell  him  from  me  that  we  both 
thought  he  wasn't  quite  ready  for  that 
one,  and  that  it  never  rose  an  inch  ? 
Thank  you  very  much." 

I  discovered  Myra,  and  we  sat  on  the 
roller  together. 

"  Well,  I've  been  making  myself  plea- 
sant," I  said.  "  And  then  when  Archie 
got  out  I  knew  he'd  want  to  sit  next  to 
her,  so  I  came  away.  That  is  what  they 
call  tact  in  The  Lady." 

"  Archie  is  rather  fond  of  her,"  said 
Myra.  "I  don't  know  if — 

"Ah,  yes,  I  understand.  Years 
ago -" 

"  Let's  see.  Are  you  ninety  or 
ninety-one  ?  I  always  forget." 

"  Ninety-one  next  St.  Crispin's  Day. 
I  'in  sorry  Archie  's  out.  '  The  popular 
cricketer  was  unfortunate  enough  to 
meet  a  trimmer  first  ball,  and  the  silent 
sympathy  of  the  Bank  Holiday  crowd 
went  out  to  him  as  he  wended  his  way 
to  the  pavilion.'  Extract  from'  Pavilions 
I  have  wended  to,  by  PERCY  BENSKIX.' 
Help  !  There  goes  Blair  !— 

After  this  the  situation  became  very 
serious.  In  an  hour  seven  of  us  had 
got  what  I  might  call  the  postman's 
knock.  Wilks  was  still  in,  but  he  had 
only  made  nine.  The  score  was  52, 
thanks  entirely  to  Simpson,  who  had 
got  35  between  first  and  second  slip  in 
twenty  minutes.  This -stroke  of  his  is 
known  as  the  Simpson  upper-cut,  and 
is  delivered  straight  from  the  shoulder 
and  off  the  edge  of  the  bat. 

"  This  is  awful,"  said  Myra.  "  You  '11 
simply  have  to  make  some  now." 

"I  think  it's  time   Wilks  got  on  to 


his  second  speed.  Why  doesn't  some- 
body tell  him  ?  Hullo,  there  goes  John. 
I  knew  there  wasn't  a  run  there.  Where 
are  my  gloves  ?  " 

"  You  mustn't  be  nervous.  Oh,  Jo 
make  some." 

"  The  condemned  man  walked  firmly 
to  the  wickets.  'What  is  that,  umpire?' 
he  asked  in  his  usual  cool  vo'ce.  '  I  lout- 
side  the  leg  stump,  Sir,'  said  the  man  in 

white.  '  Good,'  he  replied What 

an  ass  your  second  gardener  is.  Fancy 
being  potted  out  like  that,  just  as  it'  he 
were  a  geranium.  I  ought  to  wear  a 
cap,  oughtn't  I,  in  case  1  want  to  bow 
when  I  come  in.  Good-bye ;  I  shall 
be  back  for  lunch,  I  expect." 

I  passed  Joe  on  my  way  to  the  wickets, 
and  asked  pleasantly  after  his  wife  and 
family.  He  was  rather  brusque  about 
it,  and  sent  down  a  very  fast  half-volley 
which  kept  low.  Then  Wilks  and  I 
returned  to  the  pavilion  together  amid 
cheers.  On  the  whole,  the  Rabbits  had 
lived  up  to  their  reputation. 

"  Well,  we  are  a  lot  of  bunnies,"  said 
Archie  at  lunch.  "Joe  simply  stands 
there  looking  like  a  lettuce  and  out  we 
all  trot.  We  shall  have  to  take  to  Halma 
or  something.  Simpson,  you  swim,  don't 
you?  " 

"You  don't  have  to  swim  at  Halma," 
said  Simpson. 

"  Anyhow,"  said  Blair,  "  we  can't 
blame  the  Selection  Committee." 

"  I  blame  Thomas,"  I  said.  "  He 
wouM  have  eight  and  he  wouldn't  wait. 
I  don't  blame  myself,  because  my  average 
is  how  three  spot  five,  and  yesterday  it 
was  only  three  spot  one." 

"That  is  impossible  if  you  made 
nought  to-day,"  said  Simpson  eagerly. 

"Not  if  I  divided  it  wrong  yester- 
day." 

"  Averages,"  said  the  Major  to  the 
Vicar,  catching  the  last  sentence  but 
two,  "are  the  curse  of  modern  cricket. 
When  I  was  a  boy — 

"  We  are  now,"  Archie  explained  to 
us,  "back  in  the  thirties,  when  FELIX 
MYNV  bowled  Ensign  Mannering  with  a 
full  pilch." 

"  Dear  old  FULLER  Piirn.  Ah  !  what 
do  they  know  of  England  who  only 
KING  and  JAYES?"  I  declaimed.  "Li- 
bretto by  Simpson." 

"  Who's  finished  ?  "  s.iid  Archie,  get- 
ting up.  "  Come  out  and  smoke.  Now 
we  simply  must  buck  up  and  out  the 
opposition.  Simpson  ought  to  bump 
them  at  Joe's  end,  and  Thomas — 

"I  always  swerve  after  lunch,"  said 
Thomas. 

"  I  don't  wonder.  What  I  was  going 
to  say  was  that  you  would  box  them  in 
the  slips.  You  know,  if  we  all  buck 
up- 

We  bucked  up  and  outed  them  by  the 
end  of  the  dav  for  two  hundred  and 
fifty.  A.  A.M. 
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THE   PERFECT  HOLIDAY. 
I. — TIIE  CARAVAN. 


The  follotciiirj  note*  nrc  bated  n/xm 
particular!!  fniiJifl  by  the  Firma 


named  tlicrrin. 


Nn\v  that  the  fine  weather  is  possibly 
U|x)ii  us,  or,  at  ;my  rate,  is.  according  to 
tho  almanack,  due,  it  is  time  to  think 
ilxiiit  the  holidays.  And  what  letter 
in 'In lay  could  there  bo  than  one  spent 
in  a  caravan  ?  Think  of  the  morning 
mists,  tho  glory  of  the  sunrise,  the 
tender  lie.mty  01  the  same  orb's  sol  tin  g. 
the  adventures  of  the  road,  the  rahhiK 
the  strangeness  of  it  all  (at  first),  the 
,\\eet  rest  Fulness  of  the  deliberate  pace, 
the  healthy  dust,  the  romance  ! 

First,  the  vehicle  itself.  A  caravan  is, 
as  you  pr.ibably  know,  a  room  on  wheels. 
This  yon  may  either  buy  or  hire.  If 
you  buy  it  go  to  the  Caravan  Builders 
Co.,  Bermondsey  Causeway,  S.E.,  but  if 
you  hire  it  go  to  the  Caravan  Hiring  Co., 
\Vanstead  Hats,  E.  In  either  place  you 
will  lie  well  treated.  The  advantages  of 
buying  over  hiring  are  (1)  it  becomes 
your  own,  and  (2)  you  have  had,  if  the 
caravan  is  new.no  predecessors — a  word 
which  covers  a  large  variety  of  life. 
The  advantages  of  hiring  over  buying 
are  (I)  you  pay  less,  and  (2)  the  wretched 
thing  docs  not  lie  on  your  hands  after 
you  are  dead  sick  of  it.  But  do  not 
forget  the  point  about  predecessors. 
Gipsies  may  have  lived  in  it  once.  .  .  . 
Picturesque  devils,  no  doubt,  but.  . 

What  are  the  joys  of  the  caravan? 
Ah!  In  a  caravan  it  is  possible  to  have 
constant  change  of  scene,  to  be  comfort- 
ably sheltered,  and  yet  to  be  continually 
in  the  open  air.  To  the  uninitiated  the 
capacity  of  an  ordinary  caravan  seems 
almost  miraculous.  From  the  outside  il 
looks  as  though  one  person  alone  would 
have  some  difficulty  in  squeezing  into  it 
anyhow,  you  say  there  won't  be  room  for 
anything  else.  It  takes  one's  breatl 
away  to  learn  that  the  caravan  contains 
a  bedroom — sometimes  two — a  dining 
and-sitting-room,  a  kitchen,  pantry 
wardrobe,  china  closet,  bookshelf — ir 
fact,  nearly  as  much  as  can  be  packec 
into  a  small  suburban  villa. 

All  these  things  have  to  be  fixed  up 
which  brings  us  to  point  No.  2 — fur 
nishing.     But    here    the    resources    o 
commerce   are    endless.     For  the   stove 
you  may  go  to  Billington's,  at  153,  Cur 
sitor  Street ;  for  your  hat  to  Preedy  it 
i  'hcapside ;    for  your  boots,  if  new,  tr 
Hingrose  of  the  Strand,  or  if  old  (am 
ah  !  old  boots  are  best ! ),  to  Robertson's 
in  the  Haymarket.     For  your  gun.  win 
is  better  than  Fosbrooke  ?  and  for  you 
wall-paper   try    Simperwill's    in    Shxm 
Street.     Do   you   eat  chocolate? — there 
is  none  like  Maurice's  in  Bond  Street 


ON    WIMBLEDON    COMMON. 

limited  Pedestrian  (to  apologetic  gol/er).  "\Vti.i.,  Siu,  IF  vnf  «r.-r  ri.\t  nAl.L  AT  TOCB  T1MB 
OK    I.IKE,    I   WISH   TO   cauiNKitt    YOU 'l)    tSE  A  SOFT  OSE." 


while  Buckstone's  billiard  tables  are  slill 
the  best.  At  breakfast  time,  when  the 
morning  mists  have  been  swept  away 
and  the  fields  and  hedges  smell  fresh 
and  sweet,  tho  camper  knows  that  just 
two  things  are  necessary  to  make  life 
perfect — the  smell  of  'bacon  frizzling  in 
the  pin  and  the  delightful  all-pervading 
aroma  of  coffee.  And  when  considering 
coffee  be  sure  to  go  for  an  extract,  for 
the  coffee  is  so  much  better  and  more 
like  coffee  than  any  made  from  the 
berry.  Bostock's  is  the  variety  of  which 
many  campers  of  experience  naturally 
think.  The  points  claimed  for  it  which 
should  specially  appeal  to  the  camper 
are  ease  of  preparation  and  imii|iien.  >-; 
of  flavour  when  it  is  ready.  It  reminds 
you  of  the  delicious  coffee  yon  forgot  to 
drink  thirty  years  ago,  which  has  been 
waiting  for  you  ever  since. 


For  dinner  you  will  naturally  prefer 
Peter's  Pemmican  and  Condiment  Soup 
to  anything  fresh  or  wholesome,  since 
you  are  on  a  perfect  holiday  and  rough- 
ing it  is  such  fun,  while  the  special 
advantages  of  Baisin-peas  must  not  be 
forgotten. 

After  dinner  the  delicious  pipe ;  and 
you  will  of  course  smoke  Tramp  Mix- 
ture, that  heavenly  blend  which  causes 
the  smoker  to  forget  whether  he  is  in 
his  shirt-sleeves  or  not,  or  if  he  has  ever 
washed. 

Next  week,  "The  Perfect  Holiday. 
II.—  Walking." 

The  Open-air  Cure. 

"  Armstrong  has  a  seven'  fold,  allhough  the 
weather  in  London  yesterday  «as  bright,  anil 
a    nii-i-    drying    wind     prevailed." — Lirerpool 
' 
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THE  COMEDY  OF  QUESTION  TIME. 
AN  UNRECORDED  INCIDENT. 

SIR  EDWARD  GREY,  answering  questions 
put  by  Mr.  BYI.ES  (L.),  Mr.  MACKARNESS 
L.),  and  Mr.  WILL  TIIORXK  (Lab.),  said 
Jiat  the  Imperial   Opera  House  at  St. 
Petersburg  \va-,  as  its  name  suggested, 
n  receipt  of  a  Stale  subvention,  but  His 
Majesty's  Government  could  not  accept 
responsibility  for  the  visit  of  the  leading 
nembers  of  the  ballet. 

Mr.  MACKAKM  -s.   Is  the  right  hon.  gen- 
tleman aware  that  The  Daily  Chronicle, 
n  its  issue  of  the  16th  inst.,  has  stated 
hat  Mni''.   I'liKOBRAJKNSKA,   "the  queen 
>f  this  organisation,"  is  a  "  great  deal 
more  than anordinary  theatrical  dancer?" 
Sensation.)  I  have  reason  to  believe  that 
,he  tendency  of  the  pirouettes  executed 
•.)>•  this  lady  is  distinctly  reactionary, 
and  calculated  to  demoralise  the  demo- 
ratic  press 

THE  SPEAKER.  Order.  The  hon.  mem- 
ber is  not  asking  a  question,  but  enter- 
ng  into  a  discussion  of  the  ethics  of  the 
Terpsichorean  art. 

Mr.  BILES.  Is  the  right  hon.  genl  Io- 
nian aware  that  the  name  of  one  of 
the  principal  dancers  is  Mile.  Bash- 
skirtsoff  ? 

No  answer  was  given. 

Mr.  W.  REDMOND.  Arising  out  of  the 
previous  question,  Sir,  may  I  ask 
whether  Mr.  STOLL,  the  manager  of  the 
Coliseum,  is  really  an  exiled  Grand 
Duke? 

Sir  EDWARD  GREY  said  that  on  making 
inquiries  he  had  ascertained  that  Mr. 
STOLL  was  the  author  of  A  Theory  «f 
Immortality  by  Xntunil  Late.  This 
seemed  hardly  reconcilable  with  the 
grand-ducal  hypothesis. 

Mr.  MACKARNESS.  Can  the  right  hon. 
gentleman  give  a  positive  assurance  that 
these  ballet  dancers  are  not  political 
spies,  whose  aim  is  to  lure  the  pro- 
letariat from  their  allegiance  to  HENRY 
and  LLOYD  GEORGE  ? 

Sir  EDWARD  GREY  said  he  had  no  in- 
formation that  supported  this  ingenious 
theory. 

Mr.  BYLES  wished  to  know  whether  it 
was  a  fact  that  the  Empress  CATHERINE 
had  instigated  the  assassination  of  hei 
husband. 

THE  Si'KAKKR.  Order.  Events  that 
happened  150  years  ago  are  not  suitable 
subjects  for  questions,  even  on  the  part 
of  the  Member  for  Bradford. 

Mr.  MACKARXKSS.  Is  the  right  hon. 
gentleman  aware  that  there  is  an 
intense  and  growing  feeling  in  the 
country  ns  to  the  inadvisability  of  en- 
couraging these  salaried  protegees  oi 
the  Russian  Court,  while  corresponding 
facilities  are  denied  to  the  patriotic 
dancing  dervishes  of  Egypt  and  the 
Nationalist  nautch-girls  of  India  ? 

Sir  EDWAHD  GKEY  returned  no  answer. 


DEGENERATION. 

["  It  is  said  by  the  critics  of  democracy  tliat 
mirnalism  of  the  newer  type  impairs  and 
vcakrns  the  habit  and  faculty  of  continuous 
•v.id  coherent  attention."  —  Lord  . 


Mr.  WILL  THORNK  observed  that  the 
right  hon.  gentleman  was  an  inhuman 
nonster.  (/xi'xmi-  dicers.) 

Mr.  W.  REDMOND.  Anyhow,  he's  got  a 
horn  in  his  side.  (Opposition  laughter.) 


r/>N<!  ere  the  first  of  winter's  snow 

Upon  this  forehead  fell, 
A  little  lad  I  used  to  know  — 

I  knew  him  rather  well. 
He  loved  his  dog,  he  loved  his  cat, 
His  pink-eyed  rabbit  and  his  rat, 
He  loved  the  great  good-natured  cook, 
But  most  of  all  he  loved  his  book. 

This  little  lad  would  read  through  all 

A  summer's  afternoon  ; 
The  Heroes  held  him  in  their  thrall 

Till  bed-time  came—  too  soon. 
He  paused  not  till  the  Golden  Fleece 
Was  brought  in  triumph  back  to  Greece, 
Nor  till  Medusa's  grisly  head 
Had  frozen  Polydcctes  dead. 

There  in  the  great  arm-chair  upcurled 

All  else  he  would  ignore, 
Concentred  in  the  magic  world 

Whereon  he  loved  to  pore. 
No  journals  had  as  yet  been  brought 
To  paralyse  his  po.ver  of  thought, 
This  little  lad  that  once  1  knew  — 
~Le  petit  mot  que  j'ai  perdu. 

At  Oxford  he  could  still  attend 

As  one  not  quite  insane, 
And  haply  for  an  hour  on  end 

Could  exercise  his  brain. 
At  first  he  quite  enjoyed  the  scent 
Of  some  Socratic  argument, 
And  could  pursue  it  like  a  dog 
Perhaps  through  half  a  dialogue. 

But  soon  the  youth  began  to  find 

His  mental  vigour  fail  ; 
The  proper  study  of  mankind, 

They  told  him,  was  The  Mail. 
He  read  it  daily,  and  his  power 
Of  brain  grew  weaker  hour  by  hour  ; 
All  Plato's  points  he  learnt  to  miss  — 
Ehcu  !  Descensus  facilis. 

And  now  he  reads  in  jerks  —  a  lift  — 

Two  minutes  in  a  train  — 
And  ere  he  has  the  time  to  sift 

A  sentence—  lift  again. 
Bus—  tram  —  morelift—  andthenaslrap  — 
More  lift  —  what  wonder  if  a  chap 
Has  lost  the  art  of  thought,  and  bars 
Papers  with  more  than  six-line  pars  ? 


''  Aurum  irrepertum,  et  sic  melius  situm 
Cum  terra  celat." 

The  above  was  written  by  HORACE  prioi 
to  Mr.  LLOYD  GKOHOK'S  proposal  to  tax 
Ungotten  Minerals. 


A  BACK  NUMBER, 

"  No,  no  eoup  "  (this  to  the  butler). 
Then  I  turned  to  the  serious  business  of 
the  evening.  I  looked  at  the  large  and 
gravely  Scotch  matroa  beside  me,  and 
went  at  it  gallantly. 

"Don't  you  think,"  I  began,  "that 
the  shortage  of  horses,  due  to  the  spread 
of  motoring,  may  become  a  national 
danger?" 

"  Very,"  she  replied  with  a  pleasant 
smile;  "but  that  is  so  like  him"  — and 
returned  to  her  soup  willi  an  air  of  duty 
done. 

I  hate  any  laeitnfc  in  table-talk,  so  I 
made  no  pause  to  try  to  detect  the 
relevancy,  if  any,  of  her  answer,  but 
continued  with  business-like  briskness  : 
"  But  perhaps  we  are  getting  a  little  too 
apprehensive  of — ah — the  dangers  of 
invasion.  Who  was  it  who  said  that  to 
meet  trouble  halfway  is  the  surest 
method  of — er — going  halfway  to — in 
fact,  to  meet  trouble?  Was  it  LOCKE, 
BACON?  By  the  way,  what  do  you  think 
of  MARK  TWAIN  on  the  Baconian  heresy  ?  " 

"  I  like  the  woolly  ones  best,"  she 
said  with  great  decision  ;  and  her  glance 
was  as  clear  and  untroubled  as  a  child's. 
This  did  give  me  pause.  Plainly  she 
was  guiltless  of  joking,  and  (here  were 
no  signs  of  incipient  insanity.  In  my 
confusion  I  let  the  butler  fill  my  glass 
with  champagne,  although  the  halfpenny 
autocrat  of  my  breakfast-table  tells  me 
that  the  Smart  drink  only  mineral  water  ; 
and  I  have  always  thought  one  had 
better  be  dead  than  not  be  smar'. 
Yulgarian-like — but  the  faux  pas  was 
due  to  confusion,  not  to  ignorance^  I 
emptied  my  glass.  Then,  with  dwindling 
confidence,  I  spoke  again. 

"And  what  are  your  views  on  the 
slump  in  modern  drama?  " 

"I  did  once— in  France,"  she  told 
me.  Heavens !  I  wished  I  could  have 
changed  places  with  Bailey  Hamilton. 
Bailey,  on  the  other  side  of  the  table, 
had  a  bright  young  girl  next  to  him, 
and  they  were  already  tackling  their 
seventh  topic  (Lords  and  the  Budget). 
But  I  wasn't  going  to  give  in  yet. 

"Do  you  think,"  I  said,  dauntlessly— 
"  do  you  think  this  remarkable  weather 
is  going  to  last  ?  " 

No  answer. 

"  Do  you  think  this  remarkable  weather 
is  going  to  last?"  I  repeated,  a  shade 
more  anxiously. 

No  answer.  "  But  then,"  thought  I, 
"  the  Scotch  are  a  cautious  race.  It  will 
take  lime  to  think  out  something  non- 
committal. Or  perhaps  she  is  comparing 
this  year  with  that,  and  deducing  her 
verdict  from  an  average  of  forty  sea- 
sons." 

The  fish  came  -the  fish  went,  and  ray 
question  remained  unanswered.  Then, 
on  a  sudden,  she  turned. 
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<7ame/Krcp.r.  "  WHAT  ARK  YOU  DOING  IN  HERE?    DIDN'T  YOU  SEE  THE  BOARD -' PKIVATE.    TRESPASSERS  wn.i,  HE  PROSECUTED'?" 

r.  "\VEI.I.— YKS—  I  SEE'D  A  BOARD,  BUT  I  READ  'PRIVATE'  ON  IT,  so  HMD  NO  FURTIIEU,  THINKING  IT  WAS  NOSE  o'  MT  BUSINESS." 


"  Have  you  heard  of  poor  Mr.  Popkin- 
son's  accident?  "  she  asked. 

In  the  consternation  of  the  moment  1 
swallowed  an  olive  alive — I  mean,  whole. 
(I  hope  there  will  be  no  complications. 
It  couldn't  sprout,  could  it?) 

"Oh!"  I  said  reproachfully,  "you 
shouldn't  do  that.  Unless  I  take  them 
in  order  I  lose  the  thread.  Now  I  shall 
Lave  to  go  right  back  to  the  beginning 
again.  Talking  of  the  shortage  of 
horses,  don't  you  think " 

So  far  slie  had  heard  me  with  atten- 
tion. Now,  with  eager  concern,  she 
spoke. 

"  My  dear  Mr.  Piimpley,"  she  said, 
"I'm  so  sorry.  I  saw  at  the  outset 
from  something  in  your  eye  that  you 
were  ^0111,1;  to  palm  off  on  me  The  Mirror. i 
list  of  dinner-table  topics  ;  and,  do  you 
know,  I  'm  afraid  I  've  been  giving  the 
answers  I  prepared  for  yesterday's  ques- 
tions. So  stupid  of  me,  but  you  'iv 
sitting  on  my  deaf  side,  so  that  I  didn't 
reali'/.e — 

"  Let 's  say  no  more  about  it,"  I  put 
in  magnanimously.  "Shall  we  just  talk 
simple  scandal  instead,  straight  out  of 
our  own  heads  ?  " 

She  gave  a  sigh  of  relief.  "  Yes, 
let's,"  she  said. 


THE  IRRESPONSIBLE  WOOER. 

[An  eminent  authority  has  stated  that  aiming 
the  inhabitants  of  tho  Hanks'  Islands  the  dr  i  i- 
sion  as  to  \vho:n  a  man  should  n:arr/  lies  with 
his  father's  sister.] 

WAFT,  0  waft  me  to  those  Islands  in  the 

South  Pacific  seas, 
To  the  land  of  milk  and  honey 
Where  it 's  always  nice  and  sunny, 
Wliere  the  little  waves  are  lapping 

Round  the  laughing  maidens'  knees, 
And  the  palm-fronds  idly  flapping 
In  the  breeze. 

There   in   prc-lapsarian    innocence  I'd 

comb  the  mermaids'  curls, 
I  would  dive  through  sea-green  waters 
With  a  troop  of  dusky  daughters  ; 
I  would  spy  the  lurking  oyster 

And  I  'd  make  the  modest  pearls 
Leave  their  dim  secluded  cloister 
For  my  girls.    . 

I  would  flirt  with  Laughing  Water  when 

the  firefly's  lamp  was  lit, 
I  would  praise  the  grace  and  vigour 
Of  my  dainty  Sea-shell's  figure; 
At  the  feet  of  Summer  Lightning 

I  should  be  content  to  sit, 
As  I  felt  my  senses  brightening 
At  her  wit. 


Nor  should  nasty  "little  devil  doubt" 

come  lifting  up  his  voice, 
Asking  which  it  was  my  duty 
To  decide  on — brains  or  beauty  ; 
I  could  flirt  with  any  maiden, 
Or  with  all,  and  still  rejoice 
That  my  soul  would  not  be  laden 
With  tho  choice. 

And  the  girls  would  understand  me, 'and 

their  pardon  freely  grant, 
If  they  found  themselves  rejected 
And  another  mate  selected  ; 
For  they'd  know  my  heart 's  not  frozen, 

That  I  don't  because  I  can't ; 
I  must  take  the  bride  that 's  chosen 
By  my  aunt. 


The  Yorkshire  Ercniwj  Post  publishes 
a  testimonial  written  by  a  lady  in  praise 
of  certain  spectacles,  the  product  of  the 
enterprise  of  some  "American  Special- 
ists." "  Formerly,"  she  says,  "  my  luvid 
always  ached,  now  I  do  not  know  what 
't  is."  Nor  does  Mr.  Punch,  though  he 
has  tried  hard  to  guess. 


"lsELASD,Xor.TH  ASP  .SoiTii.  — Wimi  chiefly 
X.,  ligh'.  or  moderate  ;  fairly  generally  ;  over- 
cast at  times;  temperature  b.-low  the  nominal." 
— Irish  Times. 


442 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


[JUNE  23,   1909. 


HORATIA    HOLDS    THE    BRIDGE. 

Territorial  Officer.  "Bui,  MY  GOOD  WOMAN,  IT'S  ALL  NONSENSE  TO  EXI'ECT  us  TO  PAY;  WE'RE  NOT  ORDINARY  CIVILIANS,  WK'RR  ON  Hn 
MAJESTY'S  KKHVU  K,  IMIN'T  YOU  KNOW." 

Toll-keeper.  "I  DON'T  KNOW  NOTHINK  ABOUT  THAT.  IF  YOU  COMES  OVER  THE  BUIDGE,  IT'S  HA'PENNY  EACH  russos  AN'  HA'PENNY  EACH 
BICYCLE." 

Territorial  Officer.  "  BUT — ER-HUPPOSE  THE  (!ERMANS  CAME  AND  WANTED  TO  GET  ACROSS — WHAT  WOULD  YOU  DO?" 

Tall-lueper.  "  MAKE  'EU  PAY  !  " 


TO  A  FANCY  VEST. 
TWKI.VE  months  agone  (I  told  the  tailor  "  urgent ") 

You  clasped  my  palpitating  bosom  first, 
And  now  once  more,  like  Proserpine  resurgent, 

After  your  winter's  sleep  to  life  you  burat ; 
Time  has  not  dimmed  your  buttons'  starry  brightness, 

Fair  as  the  South  but  steadfast  as  the  North, 
Though  possibly  there  is  a  hint  of  tightness 
About  the  fourth. 

With  clearer  skies,  perhaps,  we  might  have  traced  where 

That  woeful  mellay  in  a  garden  green 
Projected  on  her  suitor's  summer  waist-wear 

An  ice  intended  for  the  tourney's  queen  ; 
I  mind  me,  too  (it  happened  at  "  The  Larches  "), 

A  strawberry,  debouching  from  its  mash, 
Left  a  red  trail  of  ruin  round  your  marches, 
And  I  said,  "  Dash  !  " 

But  either  Sol  is  kind  or  else  the  laundress  ; 

You  look,  my  yearling  fancy,  much  the  same 
As  when  the  nymph  Neaera  (in  a  fawn  dress) 

Refused  to  gratify  the  heart  you  frame  : 
Little  they  thought,  who  plied  on  you  the  nesdle, 

Or  dowered  you  with  that  tender  tint  of  dove, 


That  such  a  classy  line  could  fail  to  wheedle 
A  woman's  love ! 

Still,  as  I  say,  you  have  not  lost  your  beauty  : 
And  (like  the  breast  beneath  it),  barely  frayed, 

Your  shining  envelope  must  now  do  duty 
For  courting  Amaryllis — in  the  shade  ; 

I  cannot  think  she  too  will  turn  her  nose  up 
At  knightly  adoration  in  a  shell 

Whose  shade  is  so  romantic  and  that  shows  up 
The  tie  so  well. 

But  if  she  does — for  all  the  sex  is  fickle — 
Can  we  but  'scape  the  hazards  of  the  storm, 

The  sudden  cream-drop  and  the  icy  trickle, 
Another  June  may  see  you  yet  in  form  ; 

Close  comrade  as  of  yore,  and  even  closer, 
I  swear  that  you  shall  do  the  business  when 

I  trot  you  out  against  my  heart's  engrosser 
Of  1910. 


"  Kind   home  wanted   for   tiny  crossbred  female,   black   with    tan 
markings." — Add.  in  "Tlic  I^ady." 

We  are  afraid  that  the  poor  girl  had  a  bad  time  in  her  last 
situation. 
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COLD  STORAGE. 

Mi;.   Asoumi  (to  Welsh  Ralbit).    "AFRAID    YOU    MUST    BE    HUNG    UP,    BUT    YOU    SHALL   COME 
OUT  FIRST  THING  NEXT   YKA!!,   IF  YOU'RE   GOOD!" 
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ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 

KVIKA. n •!•  H;OM  THE  DIARY  OF  T»nv,  M.I'. 

Houx?  "!  <'n»iiit"Hs,  Mi'n'ltuj,  -hiii:-  1  I. 
— ',' Parliamentary  life  would  be  endur- 
able but  f<ir  its  deputations." 

Til  us  the  (  'invn. l.l,olt  OK  THK  Kv'IIElJI'KR, 

mopping  a  harrowed   brow.     Certainly 


ENOUGH  TO  sroiL  TIIK  TKMIT.K  <>r  AN  AKGKI.. 

Mr.  William  Jones.  "  1  shall  haf  to  be  fery 
cross,  look  you  !  I  shall  be  giffing  you  a  g  ot 
hard  knock,  whatelTer  !  " 

(Welsh  Disestablishment   Bill    postponed   till 
next  year.) 

had  rather  a  hard  day.  First  of  all 
there  were  the  Irish  distillers  insisting 
upon  special  terms  in  the  Budget.  Then 
came  the  Welsh  Members,  pistol  in  hand, 
demaiiding  instant  passage  of  Church 


benedictions.  Not  a  dry  eye  in  the  room 
when  in  voice  trembling  with  honest 
emotion  he  protested  that  he  "  would 
consider  the  matter  as  a  whole  witli  as 
deep  a  sympathy,  as  warm  a  friendship 
fur  Ireland,  as  any  gentleman  present." 

And  yet,  as  he  reflected  when  the 
deputation  withdrew,  he  had  not  done 
more  than  promise  "  consideration." 

\Vitli  his  own  countrymen  he  was, 
naturally,  more  at  home  and  not  less 
successful.  On  entering  the  room  he 
found  them  upstanding,  singing  "  The 
March  of  the  Men  of  Harlech,"  led  from 
the  Chair  by  ALFRED  THOMAS  (Knight). 
There  was  that  in  the  stern  regard 
turned  upon  him  that  betokened  serious- 
ness of  the  situation.  It  meant  war. 
The  Welsh  Members  want  Disestablish- 
ment and  they  won't  wait.  (No  rhyme 
possible  about  the  declaration,  wherein 
it  falls  short  of  the  attraction  of  GEORGIC 
WYKDHAM'S  immortal  couplet.  What  it 
lacks  in  rhyme  is  made  up  for  in 
reason.) 

Task  of  reconciliation  seemed  hopeless. 
WILLIAM  JONES  especially  turbulent  in 
his  attitude  towards  a  PRIME  MINISTER  who 
had  broken  faith  with  honest  Welshmen. 
Almost  blood-thirsty  in  his  denunciation 
of  that  Minister's  emissary.  His  sar- 
donic suggestion  that  "  in  the  absence 
of  a  lamp-post  they  might  hang  the 
CHANCELLOR  OF  THE  EXCHEQUER  on  the 
Member  for  Pembroke "  was  received 
with  roar  of  approval  chilling  to  the 


Disestablishment  Bill, 
these  chaps  have  votes. 


Worst  of  it  is 
Last  week  the 


Irish  Nationalists  plumped  against 
Second  Reading  of  Finance  Bill.  As  it 
happened,  didn't  matter  much.  Specific 
reason  for  defection  plainly  stated.  But 
if  Wales  joins  hands  with  Ireland,  pas- 
sagi'  of  Bill  through  Committee  might 
prove  a  thorny  one. 

Accordingly  PREMIER  ''  turns 
on  "  his  persuasive  colleague  ; 
bids  him  see  the  Irish  and  the 
Welsh  malcontents  in  succes- 
sion ;  to  both  playing  the  part 
of  the  Friend  of  Humanity. 

Meeting  the  Irish  distillers, 
LLOYD-GFORGE'S  tongue  lingers 
lovingly  over  a  memorable  line 
in  his  prototype's  address  to  the 
Needy  Knife  Grinder : 

"  /    give  tliro    sixpence  !    I  '11   see 

thri-  d          tii st." 

Restrained  himself.  Played 
the  part  so  well  that  he  brought 
Edit  tears  to  eyes  of  hardened 
1 1 1st  i  Hers  from  Dublin  and  Cork. 


From  his   altitude  of 
PHILIPPS  looked  down 


stoutest  heart. 

6  feet  7   OWEN 

assenting.      Not   pleasant  to  go  about 

suspending  a  limp  CHANCEI.LOR  OF  THE 

EXCHEQUER.    But  with  Welsh  Members 

personal  convenience  is  never  permitted 

to  clash  with  patriotic  purpose. 

Patienceand  plausibility  work  wonders. 
At  the  end  of  address  that  did  not  ex- 
ceed a  quarter  of  an  hour  in  delivery, 
the  mutineers  were  won  over.  In  an 
eloquent  passage  spoken  in  their  native 
tongue  LLOYD-GEORGE  promised  if  they 
would  say  nothing  more  about  Dis- 
establishment Bill  this  Session  it  should 


lie  made  the  first  measure  in  the  pro- 
granimo  of  next  year. 

Thus  in  the  course  of  an   afternoon 

tlie  (  'li\\ri:|  |«.|;  <>{•   mi:  Kvill.',il  Kit  allayed 

the  passions  of  two  nationalities,  ward- 
ing off  the  immediate  stroke  of  adversity 
by  pleasing  promises  for  the  future.  Aa 
he  says,  translating  a  familiar  Welsh 


<>f 


A  SNAP-SHOT  OF  MB.  GOOCH  IN  AOTIOK. 

proverb,  "Take  care  of  to-day ;  to-morrow 
will  take  care  of  itself." 

Business  done.  —  In  Committee  of 
Supply.  By  nine  o'clock  appointed  work 
accomplished  and  House  adjourned. 

Wednesday.  —  JAMES  FITZALAN  HOPE, 
J.P.,  author  of  A  History  of  the  1900 
Parliament,  cannot  make  out  what  the 
House  is  laughing  at.  Asked  a  simple 
question.  Wanted  to  know  what,  in  the 
opinion  of  the  Admiralty,  are  the  rela- 
tive values,  for  the  purpose  of  com- 
puting the  two-Power  standard,  of 
battleships  of  identical  fighting  power 
at  Kiel,  Toulon,  Pola,  Nagasaki,  San 
Francisco,  and  New  York  ? 

Nothing  could  be  simpler,  nor  any- 
thing more  subtly  calculated  to  cover 
the  FIRST  LORD  with  confusion. 

"The  relative  value  of  battleships  of 
identical  fighting  power  in  their 
respective  ports  would,"  ADMI- 
RAL McKENNA  gravely  answered, 
"  be  one  of  equality." 

Then  came  the  burst  of 
laughter  ;  began  below  Gang- 
wayoppoeite,  ran  round  benches 
like  train  of  gunpowder  on 
which  a  lighted  match  had 
fallen.  What  were  they  laugh- 
ing at  ?  JAMES  FITZALAN'S 
question  had  cost  him  thought 
and  research.  It  meant  a 
study  of  those  big  maps  in  the 
necessity  of  consulting  which 
the  late  MARKISS  found  com- 
pensation for  devastating  war. 


an   interest  111^  |>erfonnancet  the   freijufnt    repetition  of 

which  soi-mcd  to  afford  Lord  Rolicrt  ("Veil   infinite  satisfaction.     It  ff 

was  probably  a  symptom  of  reflective  enjoyment  of  the  so-called  Mere   spelling  Of  1    e  names  a 

Sent    them    away    murmuring   slump  in  Tariff  Reform."]  matter  of  responsibility. 
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Expected  to  see  FIRST  LORD  heave  to, 
lower  his  bunkers,  ship  his  mizzen 
forrard,  and  t  display  other  signs  oi 
trepidation  familiar  to  these  who  go 
down  to  the  sen  in  ships.  "  Instead  ol 
which,"  there  he  was  coolly  offering 
enigmatical  reply  of  which  FITZALAN 
couldn't  make  head  or  tail,  and  the 
House  was  roaring  with  laughter — ap- 
pirently  at  him  (JAMES  HOPE). 

However,  being  a  practical  man,  he 
determine!  to  turn  incident  to  account. 
.Makes  a  note  of  it.  In  forthcomin 
lxx>k,  .1  Ilistiii-i/  a/  lit/-  I'.HHl  Parliament, 
a  chapter  will  be  devoted  to  the  distorted 
sense  of  humour  that  sometimes  causes 
the  Mother  of  Parliaments  to  sink  in  the 
(siinuition  of  intelligent  men. 

Business  done.  —  Labour  Exchanges 
1'iill  read  a  second  time  without  divi- 
sion. Immediately  after,  in  spite  of 
liAU'ARREs'  magnanimous  effort,  House 
resolved  that  WINSTON  shall  be  specially 
excluded  from  benefits  of  increased 
salary  of  PRESIDENT  OF  BOARD  OF  TRADE. 

Thursday.  —  Ajnurath  to  Amurath 
succeeds.  When  present  House  first 
met,  a  LUNDON  represented  East  Limerick. 
To-day  the  name  of  LONDON  again  figures 
on  the  roll  of  Parliament ;  but  another 
bears  it:  Even  Ireland,  mother  of 
marvels  among  mankind,  could  produce 
only  one  WILLIAM  LUNDON,  and  he  died 
before  May  was  out. 

The  present  House  knew  nothing  of 
him.  Its  predecessor  not  much.  He 
spoke  rarely,  but  his  speech  was  memor- 
able as  his  appearance  was  striking.  A 
farmer  by  occupation,  there  were  few,  if 
any,  in  the  House  who  equalled  him  in  the 
extent  and  intimacy  of  his  classical  know- 
ledge. Greek  and  Latin  were  more 
familiar  to  him  than  the  English  tongue, 
which  as  a  true  patriot  he  despised.  To 


^  i  vdiill  tafce  a  ITlan  nt  i,|s  <  faf.e  vrl]m,  >  •> 
.Vr.  Cltiu-rlnir*  K/ieefli  un  Isihmir  llurctiujr. 
(Mr.  Keuwick,  M.T.  f,,r  N  «ca  tlc-on-Tyne.) 


SOME  MORE  "FACE  VALUES." 

Sir  H-nry  C-tt-n,  Dr.  R-th-rf-rd,  and  Mr.  M-ck-ru-sa  (who  have  taken  such  a  touching 
sympathetic  interest  m  the  sequestration  of  those  dear  "  gentlemen "  who  have  be  n 
prevented  from  promoting  sedition  in  India)  during  their  well-merited  castigaliou  by  the 
Prime  Minister. 

["By  constantly  calling  into  question  in  this  House  the  action  of  the  Government  of  India 
they  are  only  encouraging  a  revival  in  India  of  the  elements  of  mischief  that  the  deportations  of 
last  September  have  done  so  much  to  abate." — Mr.  Asquith."] 


lack  of  familiarity  with  it  he  added  the 
habit  of  addressing  the  SPEAKER  or 
the  CHAIRMAN  OF  WAYS  AND  MEANS  as  if 
he  were  hailing  him  across  the  breadth 
of  the  Thames.  He  mnde  amends  for  this 
by  occasionally  dropping  his  voice  to 
inaudible  whisper,  in  which  such  point 
and  coherency  as  might  lurk  in  the 
particular  passage  were  utterly  lost. 

One  would  have  given  much  to  have 
been  the  confidant  of  Mr.  LUNDON'S 
thoughts  as  he  sat  on  a  back  bench 
below  the  Gangway  and  regarded  hon. 
gentlemen  opposite  and  on  the  benches 
to  his  right.  A  man  not  given  to 
boasting,  he  was  proud  of  the  fact  that 
he  was  an  early  pioneer  of  the  Fenian 
movement,  in  connection  with  which  he 
served  three  years'  imprisonment.  When 
the  Land  League  was  started  ho  regarded 
it  as  better  than  nothing  and,  plunging 
into  its  wildest  doings,  found  himself 
again  in  prisoa. 

It  was  during  one  of  his  missionary 
efforts  in  connection  with  the  League 
that  ho  succeeded  in  baffling  the  myr- 
midon of  a  Saxon  Government.  Ad- 
Jressing  a  roadside  meeting,  he  observed 
i  constable,  note-book  and  pencil  in 
land,  ready  to  take  down  his  words, 
which  it  was  shrewdly  suspected  would 
be  treasonable.  After  a  few  introductory 
remarks,  he  began  to  declaim  in  the 
iriginal  tongue  the  names  of  the  ships 
catalogued  in  Homo:  The  constable 
was  puzzled.  All  he  knew  was  that  the 


Asquith.] 

language  was  not  English  nor  even 
Irish.  But  he  was  told  off  to  take- 
verbatim  report,  and  he  was  not  the  man 
to  shirk  duty.  So  as  the  stately  roll 
was  recked  he  struggled  on,  covering 
sheels  of  his  note-book  with  hierogly- 
phics. 

The  best  part  of  the  story,  a  conclusion 
possible  only  in  Ireland,  was  that  when 
his  notes  were  transcribed  and  sworn  to 
in  Court,  Mr.  LUNDON  was  summarily 
convicted  under  the  Crimes  Act  and 
sentenced  to  two  months'  imprisonment 
with  hard  labour. 

Business  done.  —  In  Committee  of 
Supply  on  Local  Government  Estimates. 


"  In  a  case  at  Kingston  in  which  a  Ijoy  com- 
pliiined  that  three  teeth  were  knocked  out  of 
his  moulh  when  he  was  assaulted,  Mr.  A.  Higgs, 
one  of  the  mugistraU's,  who  is  a  dentist,  took 
the  boy  over  to  a  window,  and  after  a  careful 
examination  was  able  to  pronounce  ihat  the 
teeth  were  only  broken  off  and  not  dislodged 
by  the  roots." — Daily  Telegraph. 

This   of  course 
alleged  offence. 


greatly   mitigated   the 


A  "  well-known  physiologist  "  has  let 
out  to  The  Dally  Mirror  the  secret  of  the 
way  to  avoid  depression.  "Be  cheer- 
ful," he  says.  As  secrets  are  being 
given  away,  Mr.  Punch  does  not  mind 
giving  his  clients  a  golden  rule  for 
avoiding  povertv.  It  is  as  follows  :  "  Be 
rich  1 " 
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HINTS    TO    YOUNG    ANGLERS.-No.    3. 

Is  CASE  OF     ACCIDENT    WHILE    SALMON"     FlSllINO,   WADIXO    TROUSERS,   IF     FASTENED    BY  A    BELT,   AS   LOSO   AS  THEY    1IKJ1  VIS   Alli-1  «»T,  CAN    BE 
DEPENDED   CI'ON   TO   PREVENT   YOUR   SINKING. 


THE    NEW    CAOL. 

THE  Oovernor  received  me  with  that 
dignified  courtesy  which  has  ever  gone 
with  the  control  of  such  institutions. 
"I  think,"  he  said,  "  you  will  agree  that 
it  is  well  conducted." 

I  le  took  a  huge  bunch  of  keys  from  its 
nail  and  led  the  way. 

"  Here,"  he  said,  unlocking  a  cell,  "  is 
a  very  old  offender. ' 

I  peered  into  the  gloom  and  saw  an 
Aberdeen  terrier  in  the  corner. 

"Sandy's  his  name,"  said  the  Oover- 
nor. "  A  destructive  maniac.  He  tears 
up  everything  he  sees  — clothes,  papers, 
work-bags,  carpets,  hearthrugs,  even 
books.  His  last  offence  was  to  chew 
half  a  presentation  copy  of  Buvni's 
Amerii'nn  t'onxtitntion.  lie  is  here  for 
a  week.  We  cover  articles  with  Eau-de- 
Cologne,  whisky,  and  tobacco-juice  to 
disgust  him." 

In  the  next  cell  was  a  bulldog. 

"Disobedience,"  said  the  Oovernor. 
"  Won't  go  out  for  walks  without  a  lead, 
and  then  pulls  at  it  like  a  salmon.  We 
Listen  him  to  a  crank,  and  he  has  to  trot 
with  it  or  be  half  choked  for  hours." 


In  the  next  was  a  little  black  spaniel. 

"  Refuses  to  be  broken  to  the  house," 
said  the  Governor.  "A  stubborn  case. 
Otherwise  a  charming  character.  Syste- 
matic lashings  regularly  was  the  sen- 
tence." 

"  Do  you  find  that  punishment  is  a 
deterrent?  "  I  asked. 

"  Undoubtedly,"  he  said  ;  "  but  they 
learn  slowly.  One  sojourn  here  is  rarely 
enough.  Here,  for  example,  is  a  fre- 
quent visitor,"  and  he  showed  me  an 
Irish  terrier.  "  A  cat-worrier.  We  deal 
with  him  by  pushing  stuffed  cats  charged 
with  electricity  into  his  cell.  In  the 
way  they  cure  crib-biters,  you  know. 
But  his  spirit  is  stronger  than  his  sense 
of  pain." 

"  Good  dog  !  "  I  involuntarily  said. 

The  Governor  was  scandalised,  and  led 
me  away.  "Had  I  known  you  would 
so  forget  yourself,"  he  said,  "  I  should 
have  refused  vou  the  interview." 


Testimonial   Candour. 

"  Please  send  me  two  more  Army  Field 
Glasses  with  so;  arale  receipts.  Whoever  sees 
mine  wants  another." 


THE  PEN  IN  THE  SLIPS. 

"Mnclaren  caused  loud  cheers  by  cutting  one 
from  Armstrong  away  to  the  leg  bouudaiy."- 
liournemoulh  Daily  Kcho. 

"  Tyldesley  took  seventy  minutes  to  g.'t  liis 
first  1C,  and  15  of  these  were  singles."— Daily 
Express. 
Query  :  What  was  the  other? 

"  The  former,  iu  an  effort  to  briug  off  a  catch, 
fell  full  length  in  the  slips,  and  just  secured 
the  ball  left  handed  from  a  fine  high  drive."— 
Surrey  Mirror. 

"Mr.  Jones  then  joined  Hirst,  who  had 
scored  three  pretty  4's  to  leg  through  the 
slips."— Daily  Mail. 

"  McLaren  followed  with  a  nice  late  cut  for 
36  from  Layer."— Bristol  Evening  Hues. 

"  Noble  is  a  past-master  in  placing  the  field 
to  suit  his  bowlers,  and  he  is  backed  "P^by 
eleven  men  of  rare  cricketing  intelligence."- 
Morning  leader. 

Twelve  Australians  !    That  explains  our 
defeat. 

A  Glasgow  paper  publishes  the  follow- 
ing curious  example  of  renaissau.  • 

"He  was  bom  in  Edinburgh  lU5  years  ago. 
and  afterwards,  with  his  lifelong  frit-ud  Juuu 
Wyllie,  at  I'aris." 
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SIC  TRANSIT. 

(On  the  itanging  of  the  Senior  \Vruwjler.) 

0  UPPERMOST  Wrangler ! 

0  greatest  of  nobs  ! 
Thou  deft  disentangler 
Of  intricate  probs. — 
To  whom  surds  are  as  simple  as  under- 
hand bowling  to  HoiiB3. 

Henceforth  thou  art  banished, 

Thy  kingship  is  o'er, 
The  halo  hath  vanished 

That  ringed  tliee  of  yore ; 
And  even  the    sfoan  that  was  wooden 
is  not  any  more. 

How  journalists  loved  thee  ! 

What  copy  thou  wast  ! 
How  gladly  they  shoved  thce — 

Ay,  free  of  all  cost !  — 
By  the  side  of  HALL  CAIVE  and  the  KAISER  ! 
.  .  .  And  now  thou  art  lost. 

No  more  will  they  tell  us ) 
The  tales  of  thy  skill :  ' 
How  tutors  grew  jealous 

(As  pedagogues  will) 
When,  clever  as  they  were,  their  pupil 
proved  cleverer  still. 

No  more  will  the  pressmen 

In  ecstasy  note 
Thy  craft  as  a  chessman 

And  hasten  to  quote 
"  Meus  sana  in  corpore  sano  "  (as  some- 
body wrote). 

Farewell  to  thy  fame — 

And  to  Father's  and  Motbet's  ! 
Henceforth  will  thy  name 

Be  no  more  than  another's  ; 
For  thou,  in  the  future,  must  wrangle 
along  with  the  others. 


PRAISE  TO   THE  FACE. 

Mil.  HAROLD  BKGBIE  concludes  a  de- 
scriptive article  in  The  Daily  Chronicle 
on  the  great  Naval  Review  by  i  xpressing 
the  modest  hope  that  the  critics  of  the 
Admiralty  may  one  day  come  to  suggest 
that  "  our  greatest  battleship  should  be 
named  the  Kingfisher,"  adding  that  "it 
would  be  a  graceful  amend  to  the  creator 
of  the  modern  Navy." 

The  extreme  modesty  of  this  proposal 
has  naturally  disappointed  the  admirers 
of "  the  greatest  of  sea-lords  since  NOAH," 
:ia  he  has  wittily  been  styled,  and  Mr. 
I'undi  has  been  positively  bombarded 
l>y  suggestions  as  to  how  this  culminat- 
ing point  in  Sir  JOHN  FISHER'S  career 
should  be  fitly  commemorated. 

Mr.  Rugby  Pink,  the  famous  naval 
correspondent,  writes  :  "  Mr.  BEGBIE 
suggests  that  one  battleship  should  be 
called  the  Kingfisher.  Could  anything 
be  more  miserably  inadequate  or  un- 
generous? My  proposal,  which  I  am 
convinced  will  be  hailed  with  general 
acclamation,  is  that  England  should 


hmcrforlh  be  called  '  Fisherland,'  and 
the  Isle  of  Wight  the  'Isle  of  Arnold 
While.' " 

Mr.  Yello  Pearyard,  the  renowned 
nautical  publicist,  opens  his  communi- 
cation by  very  properly  calling  attention 
lo  the  superb  and  gorgeously  poetic 
metaphors  of  Mr.  HAROLD  BKCIHK'S  article. 
He  says,  "  Has  anyone  since  RUSKIN  come 
within  a  measurable  distance  of  the 
majestic  sonority  of  this  adorable  exor- 
dium ? — 

" '  On  Saturday  there  was  something  new. 
Uritantiia's  flesh  did  not  creep.  It  glowed. 

Sea  and  Sky  were  like  two  prize-fighters 
retired  to  their  corners  after  a  round  of  hard 
pounding.  Every  shade  of  bruise  was  in  the 
clouds,  which  were  puffed  and  bagged  and 
swollen;  every  shade  of  sick  gr^eu  \vas  in  the 
sea,  which  suggested  a  winded  body  and  a 
sinking  stomach.  Thesj  two  antagonists  re- 
garded each  other.  They  appeared  to  be  wait- 
ing for  the  next  round.  'J  he  sound  of  the  wind 

:is  like  the  murmur  of  conversation  round  the 
ring. 

Kvery  now  and  then  the  rain  fell ;  every 
sow  and  then  a  pale  sun,  like  a  hammered  eye, 
peered  out  of  the  brown-paper  sky  and  pro- 
duced the  tinge  of  thunder  in  the  green  sea ; 
always  the  wind  blew.  It  was  cold,  melan- 
cho  y,  depressing.  But — you  could  almost  see 
Hritannia's  flesh  glow  with  pride.' 

"  Mr.  HAROLD  BEGBIE  suggests  how  a 
filling  amend  could  be  made  by  the 
detractors  of  Sir  JOHN  FISHER.  May  I 
be  permitted  to  suggest  that  the  mag- 
niricent  services  of  Mr.  BEGDIE  to  the 
English  language,  to  Britannia,  and  to 
Sea  and  Sky  also  deserve  recognition. 
Why  should  we  not  found  a  Chair 
of  Ichtliyolatry  at  Birmingham  Univer- 
sity, with  Mr.  BF.GBIE  as  first  Professor? 
Or  failing  that,  let  him  be  created 
Honorary  Admiral  of  the  (Arnold)  White, 
or  Controller  of  the  Boom." 

The  foregoing  letters  adequately  repre- 
sent the  spirit  of  enthusiasm  evoked  by 
the  lyrical  outburst  of  Mr.  BEGBIE.  It  is 
painful  to  add  that  a  jarring  note  is 
struck  by  one  correspondent,  who  writes: 
"  I  am  not  a  superstitions  man,  but 
when  people  write  in  this  rancid  strain 
of  fulsome  complacency  I  want  to 
propitiate  Nemesis  by  a  wholesale  holo- 
caust of  professional  gushers  and  gup- 
mongers." 

We  are  sorry  that  the  two  following 
paragraphs  should  have  appeared  con- 
secutively in  ThcManchesterGuardian: — 

"  The  Canadian  Minister  of  Finance,  the  Hun. 
W.  S.  Fielding,  who  was  accompanied  by  his 
daughter,  Miss  Fielding,  was  also  a  passenger 
by  the  Empress  of  Ireland." 

"  It  was  also  alleged  that  they  took  a  number 
of  hens,  valued  at  £2,  from  an  adjoining 
hen-run." 

"  WANTED,  MAN  or  LADY  to  prepare  and  fry 
fish  and  chips  from  4  to  10  A.M."— Southern 
Daily  Echo. 

But  what  objection  can.  there  be  to  a 
real  gentleman  for  this  kind  of  work  ? 


THE  MIDGES'   SONG. 

MAIDEN  like  a  tinted  rose, 

Clad  in  muslin  thin  and  chaste, 

Your  embroidered  net-work  hose 
Absolutely  suits  our  taste. 

Youth,  whose  pulse  with  rapture  slirs, 

Agitated  by  her  charm, 
While  your  eyes  are  wooing  hers 

We  are  creeping  up  your  arm. 

Military-looking  gent, 

Clad  in  suit  of  shepherd's  check, 
We  salute  you  with  content 

As  we  titillate  your  neck. 

Ample  dame,  whose  kindly  face 
Lifelong  charity  reveals — 

Tender  also  to  our  race — 

Y  u  are  good  for  many  meals. 

Cordially  we  greet  you  all, 
Comradeship  we  cultivate  ; 

Though  in  person  we  are  small, 
Yet  our  influence  is  great. 

If  our  ways  are  not  polite, 

Your  behaviour  seems  to  match  ; 

Though  we  little  midges  bite, 
In  return  you  mortals  scratch. 

From   The    Visitor,  a  journal  which 
serves  the   needs   of  Bridge   of   Allan, 
Dunblane,    Doune,   and   Callendar,    we 
extract     the    following    advertisement, 
which  appeared  in  the  issue  of  June  9th  : 
"Dunblane  Habitation  Primrose  League.     ; 
A  GARDEN  PARTY, 
at  the  kind  invitation  of 
Mr.   Arthur   Hay   D.utnmond, 

will  lake  place  at  Cromlix 

on  SATURDAY,  the  2(ith  JrxK. 

Those  who  intend  going  should  do  so  at  once." 

No  reports  have  yet  reached  us  from 
Cromlix,  but  we  imagine  that  Mr.  HAY 
DRUMIIOND  has  had  very  little  leisure  for 
correspondence. 


The  Unpardonable  Sin. 

"  Tli3  majority  of  the  Lidies,  however,  were 
the  usjal  evening  gowns,  and  as  many  of  their 
cos  itmes  were  noted  when  I  wrot  5  an  account  of 
ihe  Infirmary  Hall,  it  will  not  be  necessary  to 
dt  scribe  them  her,;  again." •-  Local  Paper. 

The  Editor's  fate  is  not  known. 


"  Yesterday   a   few   American   visitors,  who 
ha  1  only  reached  Liverpool  this  morning,  put  in 
an   a|  pearance   late  in  the  nfternoon,   but  to- 
day their  number  was  strongly  reinforced."— 
"  Weetminater  Otae'te  "  (on  Ascot). 

1  he  new  lot  would  be  those  who  only 
reached  Liverpool  to  morrow. 

"There  is  a  probability  that  St.  John's 
(Oxford)  will  send  a  four  as  well  as  an  eight, 
but  at  present  nothing  has  been  definitely 
decided.  Should  they,  if  they  are  content  with 
the  latter,  the  Thames  will  be  their  goal." — 
Paris  Daily  Mad. 

Always  the  best  river  to  aim  at  when 
you  go  to  Henley. 
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Mother  (telling  the  hi-lory  of  our  first  pirent*).  "AND  EVE  ATE  OF  THE  mcir  AXD  SHE  GAVE  SOME  TO  AHASI. 
Dolly.  "On,  MCMMIK!  now  KIND  OF  IIEB!" 


A  TARDY  PROPOSAL. 

[fn  the  course  of  an  article  on  "The  Bride  " 
a  daily  paper  points  out  that  in  nspcct  of  their 
chances  of  getting  married,  waitresses  com" 
before  c!erks,  and  clerks  before  teachers  and 
nurses.] 

SOME  years  ago  I  saw  her  first, 

Her  homely  face  suffused  with  frowns, 
As  she  (professionally)  nursed 

That  beastly  brat  of  Brown's. 
Sin-  pleased  me  then,  I  must  confess; 

To  her  I  smiled  my  silent  thanks, 
Who  curbed  the  cub's  effusiveness 

With  surreptitious  spanks. 

His  governess  when  next  we  met, 

She  lei  his  youthful  footsteps  through 
The  ma/.es  of  the  alphabet, 

The  pat'a  of  two  times  two. 
'Twas  not.  to  find  her  still  unwed 

That  filled  me  with  unholy  joy, 
Hut  that  I  knew  she  slapped  the  head 

Of  that  unpleasant  boy. 

(  hi  leaching  tasks  she  turned  her  back, 

Her  labours  graced  another  scene  ; 
For  want  of  something  else  to  smack 

She  smacked  a  type  machine. 
Then  once  again  she  changed  her  po>t  ; 

Since  marriage  comes  to  her  who  waits, 
She  sorved  out  dubious  eggs  on  toast 

And  so  called  ham  on  plates, 


At  last  my  laggard  heart  awoke 

(The  cap  and  dress  became  her  well), 
I  ate  the  eggs,  but  barred  one  yolk, 

Then  softly  rang  the  bell. 
Her  face,  I  hastened  to  decide, 

Though  plain,  was  not  unpicturesque. 
"  Be  mine,"  I  said,  and  she  replied  : 

"I  will.     Pay  at  the  desk." 


PUBLISHERS'    ANNOUNCEMENTS. 
Mu.  LONG  JANE'S  NEW  POET. 

Mi?.  LONG  JANE  begs  to  announce  that 
he  will  publish  shortly  a  volume  of 
poems  by  the  new  poet,  Mr.  Morrell 
Haggis,  with  an  introduction  by  Mr. 
1 1 .  K .  Jcsterton.  The  co-operation  of 
Mr.  Jesterton  and  Mr.  Haggis  in  the 
production  of  this  book  is  eminently 
•li-st'Ttonic.  The  two  men  met  as 
strangers  to  each  other  on  the  stairs  of 
a  liattersea  Hat.  The  new  Poet  intro- 
duced himself.  "  Mr.  Jesterton,  I  pre- 
sume?" ho  said.  "It  would  be  im- 
possible," replied  the  great  commentator, 
"  to  state  anything  more  tremendously 
true."  "  I,"  said  the  other,  folding  Lis 
hand  in  that  of  his  new  friend,  where  it 
lay  like  a  sleeping  camel  in  the  Sahara, 
"lam  Morrell  Haggis."  An  hour  later 
two  figures  of  strangely  contrasted  ap- 


pearance might  have  been  seen  steadily 
circumambulating  Battersea  Park,  one 
shouting  the  other's  verses  to  the  aston- 
ished heavens  and  a  following  of  feckless 
youths.  The  book  containing  these 
wonders  is  only  3s.  Gd.  m  t. 

Mn.  WEI.KIV  MARK'S  NEW  POET. 

Mr.  Welkin  Mark  (exactly  opposite 
Long  Jane's)  begs  to  announce  that  he 
has  secured  for  the  English  market  the 
palpitating  works  of  the  new  Montana 
(U.S.A.)  poet,  Mr.  Ezekiel  Ton,  who  is 
the  most  remarkable  thing  in  poetry 
since  ROIIEUT  Itnowxixi;.  Mr.  Ton,  who 
has  left  America  to  reside  for  a  while  in 
London  and  impress  his  personality  on 
English  editors,  publishers  and  readers, 
is  by  far  the  newest  poet  going,  what- 
ever other  advertisements  may  say.  He 
has  succeeded,  where  all  others  have 
failed,  in  evolving  a  blend  of  the  imagery 
of  the  unfettered  West,  the  vocabulary 
of  Wardour  Street,  and  the  sinister 
abandon  of  Borgiac  Italy. 


Commercial  Candour. 

" '  BAnnKn  WIRE  CLOTH'  for  Youngsters'  Suit* ; 
aim  st   MTnvi-arable." — -Irfrt.    in 
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IT  IS  DISCOITBAGIKO  TO  REFLECT 
THAT  THE  OLDER  METHODS  OF  AERIAL 
NAVIGATION,  SUCH  AS  TlIE  BROOM, 


OUR    BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By  Mr.   Punch's  Staff  of  Learned  Clerks.) 

The  Story  of  Thi/rza  (CONSTABLE),  by  ALICE  BROWN,  Is  really 
the  story  of  two  Thyrzas,  with  little  else  but  the  author's 
own  word  to  guarantee  their  identity.  In  the  first  part  of 
her  book  she  sketches,  with  a  very  sympathetic  humour,  the 
childhood  of  a  girl  of  high-strung  and  consciously  romantic 
temperament,  brought  up  in  the  most  primitive  surroundings. 
In  the  second  part  we  are  shown  a  rather  colourless  woman 
of  middle-age,  absorbed,  after  a  brave  struggle  against 
poverty  and  shame,  in  the  career  of  her  unfathered  son. 
The  bridge  that  spans  the  yawning  gulf  between  these  two 
existences  may  be  strong  enough  to  bear  the  author's  feet 
skimming  airily  along  by  aid  of  the  winged  sandals  of  imagi- 
nation, but  is  not  meant  to 
support  the  gravity  of  the 
critic.  Even  under  my 
frail  weight  it  quivered 
parlously.  She  has  asked 
t'X>  much  of  us  when  she 
wants  us  to  believe  that 
she  has  provided  an  ade- 
quate motive,  on  Thyrza's 
side,  for  the  act  that  was 
to  ruin  her  life.  The  credu- 
lity which  allows  the  girl 
to  idealise  a  coarse  nature 
\vho;e  loyalty  she  has  had 
good  reason  to  suspect,  can- 
not account  for  her  lapse. 
True,  she  had  always  had 
a  morbid  craving  for  self- 
sacrifice,  and  would  cer- 
tainly have  laughed  at  con- 
vention and  run  clean  away 
with  a  lover  if  there  bad 
been  a  bar  to  their  formal 
union.  But  here  there  was 
no  such  bar ;  and  (he  cir- 
cumstances— it  is  the  old 
story  of  a  last  train  missed 
— are  of  the  most  banal. 
To  make  them  serve  as  ex- 
cuse for  such  a  tragedy  is 
to  set  too  low  a  value  both 
upon  the  instinctive  purity 
of  the  girl's  heart  and  the 
healthy  influences  of  her 
simple  country  training. 
All  this,  however,  may  be  a  matter  of  personal  opinion  ;  but, 
for  the  rest,  there  cannot  be  two  opinions  about  the  charm 
of  the  author's  work,  her  freshness  and  spontaneity, 
her  feeling  for  what  is  noble  in  character,  her  sense  of  the 
laughter  that  lies  close  to  tears.  If  her  vision  is,  perhaps, 
rather  clear  than  wide,  she  always  sees  the  things  worth 
seeing.  And  I  am  glad  to  make  the  acquaintance  of  Barton 
dorse,  and  to  be  given  once  more,  as  in  Hose  Macleod,  so 
pleasant  a  picture  of  love  between  two  people  well  past 
their  youth.  I  cannot  change  my  belief,  already  expressed 
in  these  columns,  that  of  all  the  novelists  whose  work  conies 
to  us  from  America  ALICE  BROWN  is  the  most  delightful. 

'Out  of  the  intermingling  of  those  two  lives -the  one 
fundamentally  of  the  earth,  the  other  of  the  spirit"— what 
character  would  result?  This  is  the  problem  in  heredity 
that  Mrs.  PI-.KC-Y  DKARMER  set  herself  to  answer  in  GVm/.sr 
(MACMII.LAN),  and  she  has  done  it  with  remarkable  originality 
and  success.  Gervase  Allcyne  is  as  cleverly  drawn  a  figure 


as  I  remember  to  have  met  with  in  recent  fiction.  Intro- 
duced to  us  as  a  contemplative  Baby  (in  a  first  chapter  of 
which  the  delicate  charm  would  alone  make  the  book  worth 
reading),  his  career  as  school-boy,  undergraduate,  and 
grown  man  is  developed  by  the  author  in  a  way  that  is 
always  convincing,  because  it  is  always  the  logical  outcome 
of  the  two  opposing  influences  that  directed  it.  There  are 
other  characters  also  in  the  book  that  impress  one  as  truly 
observed  :  Mark  Jlaxaiill,  the  ascetic  young  Oxford  tutor, 
whose  friendship  with  Gervase  was  so  strong  a  force  in  bring- 
ing about  the  tragedy  of  the  lutter's  life,  is  one ;  another  is 
Miriam  Souls,  the  girl  whom  Gervase  marries  through  a 
strange  mixture  of  passion  and  altruism.  Kate,  her  bister 
and  the  heroine  of  the  story,  is  a  figure  of  whose  reality  I  am 
less  sure ;  nor  can  I  resist  a  suspicion  that  Mrs.  DEARMER  was 
herself  not  quite  certain  about  the  remaining  important  per- 
sonage, Jack  Denliam, 
whose  villainy  ruined  the 
marriage  of  Miriam  and 
Gervase,  but  who  plays  only 
a  shadowy  part  in  the 
events  that  followed  its  dis- 
covery. Si  ill  ( .'ccrasc  alone 
is  an  achievement  upon 
which  I  tender  Mrs.  DKAR- 
MER my  hearty  congratula- 
tions ;  she  should  also  be 
credited  with  the  discovery 
of  a  striking  novelty  in 
"curtains,"  as  I  remember 
no  other  story  of  which 
the  psychological  crisis 
turns  upon  its  hero's  choice 
of  a  Division  Lobby  in  the 
House  of  Commons. 


THE  SEVEN  LEAGUE  BOOTS, 


AND  TIIE  MAGIC  CARPET, 


WERE  MUCH  SIMPLER  AND  MORE  EFFECT- 
IVE THAN  TIIE  MODERN  AEROPLANE. 


It  is  probably  prejudice 
which  makes  me  object  to 
a  novel  in  which  all  the 
characters  are  in  love  with 
other  persons'  husbands 
and  wives.  One  such 
domestic  difficulty  in  one 
book  may  be  defensible ; 
but  three  is  rather  strong 
meat,  even  for  seasoned 
readers.  Yet  that  is  what 
Mrs.  VERE  CAMPMELL  gives 
us  in  Ifeniier  Unto  Caesar 
(Mn,T.s  AXD  BOON).  One 
—  cannot  help  thinking  that 
it  would  have  been  so  very  much  simpler  for  the  parties  to 
have  sorted  themselves  out  correctly  in  the  first  place.  Of 
course  we  might  in  that  case  have  had  to  do  without  the 
story  altogether.  But  would  that  have  mattered  so  greatly  ? 
The  book  ends  weakly  and  inconclusively,  most  of  the 
characters  apparently  being  still  uncertain  whether  to  con- 
tinue rendering  a  nominal  obedience  unto  Ca>sar  or  to  repair 
to  the  Divorce  Court  as  the  shortest  way  of  straightening 
out  the  tangle. 

A  Good  Target. 

"At  the  firetcrythe  enemy  stop  short ;  at  tli?  second  luuidle  together, 
looking  fearfully  round." — Kngl'mh  dlivrc.li  1'utjcnnt  j>r<njr;imme. 

Talking  of    rotundity,   it   will    be    remembered    that    Mr. 
CHESTERTON  had  a  part  in  this  spectacle. 

Commercial   Candour. 

From  a  housekeeper's  application:    <:I  have  some  testimonials  from 
good  people  who  have  put  up  with  me  at  various  times." 
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CHARIVARIA. 

'•1  ovi.v  want  to  tax  unearned  incre- 
ment," sui<l  Mr.  Lu>vi>-(iK(>i!i:i',  in  the 
course  of  the  Budget  debate;  "but  the 
simple'  way  is  to  exclude  anything  in 
the  nature  of  improvements."  This 

would  seem  to  be  Mr.   LI.OM.C '- 

attitude  to  the  eat  ire  Mudgct. 

v 

Tin-    British  Association  of  Teachers 
of   Hawing  has   been  concerning  itself 
with  the  question  of  how  to  j — 
put  a  stop  to  romping  and  kit- 
chenish  behaviour  at  dances. 
An  attempt  is  to  be  made  to 
popularise  "  The  Athenaeum 
\Valt7,  " — as    performed,    we 
take  it,  by  the  less  frivolous 
of  the  members  of  the  stately 

( 'lub  of  that  name. 
*  * 

* 

A  certain  Reformer  must 
be  getting  alarmed  at  the 
results  of  his  anti-face-hair 
propaganda.  Some  of  his 
disciples  are  becoming  plus 
ro'yaluiei  que  le  rot.  A  com- 
munication received  by  the 
Congo  Reform  Association 
mentions  the  case  of  a  native 
who  was  compelled  to  swal-j 
low  his  beard  after  it  had 
been  cut  off,  chopped  up,  and 
mixed  with  leaves. 

v 

While  two  bicyclists  were 
looping-the-loop  at  Orleans 
the  other  day,  over  a  cage  in 
which  there  were  half-a-dozen 
lions,  one  of  the  performers 
broke  his  handle-bar  and  fell 
into  the  cage.  The  lions, 
however,  did  not  touch  him.  j 
The  king  of  beasts  is  nothing 
if  not  dignified,  and  he  will 
not  take  his  food  if  it  is 
thrown  at  him  like  that. 

V 

We  are  sorry  to  hear  that 
Consul  and  Peter,  the  two 
talented  monkeys  and  foot- 
light  favourites,  have  been 
sulking  because  they  were 
not  invited  as  guests  of  honour  to  the 

1>  \ii\vix  celebrations. 

*  * 

* 

'  Little  lY.nio  AUKI  >i  ,\,the  marvellous 

child  pianist,  will  receive  in  Ameri.-a," 

\\e  i. ml,  "  1,O(M)  dols.  for  each  recital  he 

The  printer  seems  to  have  left 

out  an  /. 

*  * 
* 

A  motor  omnibus  caused  some  little 
excitement  last  week  in  New  Oxford 
Street  by  entering  a  tobacconist's  shop. 
The  fondness  of  some  of  these  vehicles 
for  smoking  is  an  undoubted  evil. 


sea  there  is  a  dispute  as  to  which  is  to 
blame,  but  the  Hungeness  accident  was 
plainly  the  fault  of  S'a/i^o. 

A  I'ost  Office  customer,  in  a  letter  on 
the  subject  of  the  writing  materials  sup- 
plied for  public  use,  complains  that 
•'  the  blotting-paper  will  not  blot."  Our 
experience  is  that  this  is  just  what  it 

does. 

*  * 

It  is  not  only  in  America   that  one 


sheep  grafted  in  its  place.  The  man  ia 
doing  well,  and  is  wondering  whether 
he  will  now  be  accused  of  cannibalism 

when  he  has  lamb  for  luncheon. 

*  * 

As  there  have  been  several  instances 
recently  of  cirs  falling  into  rivers  and 
sinking,  the  "Thames  Motor  Carriages" 
which  we  see  advertised  should  supply 

a  want. 

*  * 

An  enlarged  Clement  airship-  No.  2 
— is  now  being  constructed, 
and  a  suggestion  (which,  we 
imagine,  emanates  from  an 
admirer  of  The  Sphere) 
reaches  us  to  the  effect  that 
No.  1  and  No.  2  should  be 
known  in  future  respectively 
as  "Clement  Shorter"  and 

"  Clement  Ixmger." 
*  * 

Surprise  has  been  expressed 
by  many  persons  that  so  much 
as  £13,125  should  have  been 
given  for  TI:HXER'S  Burniny 
of  the  Houses  of  Parliament, 
but  a  Liberal  friend  of  ours 
is  of  the  opinion  that  the 
destruction  of  the  Upper 
Chamber  alone  would  have 
been  worth  that  sum. 


It  is  exceptional  to  find  a 
tobacconist  who  supports  Mr. 
LLOYD-GEORGE'S  Finance  Bill. 
We  therefore  derive  a  rare 
pleasure  from  the  following 
announcement  of  a  cigar 
linn : — 

"IMPORTKD  HAVAXAS 

(1905  Crop) 
OFFEHED  AT  Pno-lH'iH;tT  PIUCEC." 


finds  capable  journalists.  A  French 
newspaper  informs  us  that,  during  a 
recent  storm  at  Clermont,  a  man  was 
caught  in  the  rush  of  the  wind  and 
blown  six  miles  out  of  his  way,  and 
only  then  was  able  to  stop  by  using  his 

face,  on  which  he  fell,  as  a  brake. 
*  * 

The  difficulty  of  finding  an  apt  title 
for  a  play  is  well  known.  For  example, 
\Vlint  the  Public  Wants  has  just  been 

withdrawn  after  a  short  run. 
*  * 

In  a  Chicago  hospital  a  patient  whose 
shin-bone  had  been  shattered  has  had  a 


As  a  rule  when  two  vessels  collide  at  portion  of  bone  from  the  leg  of  a  young 


A  Conservative  correspon- 
dent has  discovered  in  a 
French  Ericyclopa-dia  a  short 
outline  of  what  he  takes  to 
be  the  career  of  Mr.  LLOYI>- 
(iKoiMJK  (under  the  iiam  <le 
guerre  CIIARUCS  AI.KXASKKE  DK 
CALOXNE.)  It  runs  as  follows : 
—  "  Controleur-general  et  1'un 
des  homines  d'etat  les  plus  cclebres  de 
1'ancienue  monarchic  dont  il  acceleni  la 
chute  pas  ses  operations  financieres. 
II  n'avait  aucun  plan.  .  .  ." 


The  Stronger  Ser. 

The  Sunday  Chronicle,  in  an  account 
of  a  fencing  match  between  teams  of 
ladies  from  Manchester  and  Liverpool, 

says  : 

"The  Manchester  ladies  won  five  bouts  out 
of  four." 

It  is  very  doubtful  whether  a  team 
composed  of  mere  men  could  have  done 
as  well  as  this. 


VOI.     OTTtVf 
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THE    QUARREL. 

Mr.   I'hurh's   HniKjuirl  to  Mi:   Trails 
Piillmin. 
DEAU    OLD    MAN,—  You   have  always 
l«x>n  Biifh  a  brick.  I  wish  vou  'd  do  me 

would   just  have  put  me  right,  and  now 
I   don't   know    where   to   look    for   the 
money.     As  for  not  having  any  experi- 
ence,   I've    read    a'l    about    Wn.un; 
\Vi;i';iir,  and   I've  seen  him  on  the  bio- 
scop.',  and  I'm  a  first-class  driver  of  a 

believe  me, 
Yours  sincerely, 
CHARLES  HAPCOOD. 

SY  Unify  Ferney,  M.P.,  to  Mr. 
Cliarlfs  lliivniood. 

understand  the  whole  business. 
later  I  might  have  a  shot  at  the 
Channel  pri/.e.         Yours  as  ever.^ 

C.  H. 

Mr.  Charles  Hapjood  to  Sir  Henry 

Ferney,  M.P. 

DEAR  SIR   HENRY,— I  am  taking  an 
aeroplane  down  to  Dartmoor  on  — 
Friday,  and  shill   be  delighted 
to  show  it  to  you  and  to  Miss 
Ferney,  to  whom  please  give  my 
kind  regards. 

Y'ours  sincerely, 
CHARLES  HAPGOOD. 

Sir  Henry  Ferney,  M.P.,  to  Mr. 

Cliarles  Hapgood. 
DEAR  HAPGOOD, — We  are  de- 
lighted to  think  that  we  shall  so 
soon  see  an  aeroplane  at  close 
quarters.  You  will,  of  course, 
secure  an  accomplished  aviator. 
Evelyn  declares  her  intention  of 
going  up;  but  I  doubt  if  I  should 
allow  that.  You  will,  of  course, 
stay  with  us.  We  shall  take  no 
denial.  Yours  sincerely, 
HENRY  FERNEY. 

Miss  Ferney  to  various  friends 
and  neighbours. 

DEAR , — It  will  give  my 

father  and  myself  great  pleasure 
if  you  will  come  to  Tor  Castle  to 
lunch  on  Saturday  to  witness 
an  aviation  display  under  the 
control  of  my  friend,  Mr.  Charles 
Hapgood.  Yours  sincerely, 

EVELYN  FERNEY. 

Mr.  Travis  Pullman  to  Mr.  Charles 
Hapgood. 

MY  DEAR  CHARLES, — You  seem  to  have 
gone  clean  off  your  head — unless,  of 
course,  your  letter  is  an  elaborate  joke. 
How  on  earth  do  you  think  I'm  going 
to  lend  you  my  aeroplane?  I've  only 
just  got  it,  and  haven't  mastered  it 
myself  yet.  How  could  you  manage  it 
when  you  've  never  been  in  one  in  your 
life?  Besides,  there  are  certain  things 
a  man  doesn't  lend.  Aeroplanes  come 
nearly  first.  Yours  always 

TRAVIS. 

Mi:   (.'linrli' ••   //«;/)/'.<»/  in  Mr.   Tracts 

Pulllll'lil. 

MY  TXAP.  THAVIS, — Your  letter  was  a 
-urprise  to  me,  and  a  great  shock 

I    always     lnokei 

man      TLi- 


Then  mechanics  I  have.      In  any  case   one 
'  must  begin  some  time,  and  that 's  where 
an  old  friend  should  come  in.     If  any- 


thing   goes  wrong  with  the  thing  1  11 


say  more  than  that. 


Y'ours,        C.  H. 


know.     Hali'-an-hour's   ex- 

(Telegmm.) 

Sorry  this  week-ead  impossible. 

FEKHEY. 

Miss  Hapgood  to  Mr.  Travis  Pullman. 
MY  DEAR  MR.  PULLMAN, — I  don't  know 
what  it  is  that  Charlie  wants  from  you, 

buy  you   another,   if  you   don't   mind  j  but  if  you  could  possibly  see  your  way 
waiting  for  the  money.     A  pal  couldn't  to  lend  it  I  should  be  so  happy.     The 

poor  boy  is  a  wreck  of  disappointment, 
and  it  affects  all  of  us.     He  says  you 
— -  are  the  only  man  who   can  do 
him  this  little  favour,  whatever 
it  is.     Please  do  it. 

Yours  sincerely, 

IRENE  HAPGOOD. 

A  Fellow-Clubman  to  Mr.  Trar'is 
Pullman. 

DEAR  PULLMAN, — I  thought  you 
might  like  to  know  that  at  the 
Club  to-day  Hapgood  was  abus- 
ing you  like  a  pickpocket.  He 
says  that  you,  one  of  his  oldest 
friends,  refused  to  do  some  simple 
thing  for  him — lend  him  a  fiver 
or  something.  As  the  friend  of 
both  this  is  rather  painful  to  me, 
and  I  should  like  a  word  from 
you  to  enable  me  to  meet  him 
squarely  next  time  he  talks  like 
this.  Yours,  X. 


Lady.   "  BUT    POVERTY    IS    KO    EXCUSE    FOE    BEINU    DIRTY  !      Do 
YOU  SEVER  WASH  YOUR  FACE?" 

Tramp  (with  an  injured  air}.   "PARDON   ME,  LADY,  BUT  I'VE 

ADOPTED    THIS   'ERE    DRY-CLEAN!*'    PROCESS  AS  BEIN'   MORE   'EiLTHY 
X.VD   'l-GEEXIO." 


Old  Ireland  for  Ever. 

"As  long  a*  he  w.is  rivtor  of  St. 
Augustine's  lie  would  do  his  best  to 
put  a  st'ip  to  anything  o£  that  kind 
(hear,  luar),  not  becausj  it  existed, 
but  because  it  never  should  arise  in 
that,  parish  (hear,  hear)." — Report  nj 
Father  llatlie's  remarks  ("  ].irrrfwol 
Echo.")  


DEAR  HAPGOOD, — It 's  quite  out  of  the 
question.    I  refuse  to  lend  it.     Why,  it 
would  be  only  one  remove  from  murder. 
Yours,  T.  P. 

DEAR  PULLMAN, — Your  astonishing  let- 
ter puts  the  lid  on  it.  That 's  the  end. 
I  did  think  I  had  one  pal  I  could  trust ; 
but  now  I  know  better.  You  may  trust 
me  never  to  ask  you  for  anything  else, 
or  anyone  else  either. 

Yours  faithfully,  C.  H. 

M/:  diaries  Hapjood  to  Sir  Henry 
Ferney,  M.P. 

DEAR  Sin  HENRY,- — I  am  sorry  to  have 
to  say  that  I  shall  be  unable  to  come 
after  all.      There  is  a   hitch   with   the 
on    you     as    a  '  aeroplane,  and  it  will  be  impossible  to 
Channel    pri/.e   bring  it.     I  shall  however  come  alone. 


The  Two  "Sapphos." 
"  When  Greeks  joined   Greeks,  then 
was  the  tug  of  "  Dover. 


There 's  nothing  like  leather  still. 

"  Under  these  civciuns'.anees,  Commander 
Christian  gave  orders  for  the  men  to  lower  the 
boots." — Leed*  Mercury. 

No  shoemaker  will  be  surprised  to  hear 
that  not  a  soul  was  lost. 


Chivalry. 

"  Robin  a  14'2  Bay  .  .  .  perfect  manners  . 
safe  with  a  lady  and  children   and  all   roac 
uuisanc:s."- ••Muriiiny  Post. 


A  little  Hermaphrodite  ? 

"Birth. 

On  June  13,  to  llev.  and  Mrs. ,  a 

son  (nea  Mabel  Lees)." — Wolvcrhampton 
Express  and  Star. 
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AT   HOME'    TO   THE   FLEET. 


FATHER  THAMES.  "PITY  I  HAVEN'T  GOT  MY  OLD  FLOTILLA  OF  PADDLE-BOATS  IN  COMMISSION. 
I  SHOULD  HAVE  LIKED  TO  SHOW  MY  GUESTS  WHAT  I  COULD  DO." 
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MORE  BUDGET  GRUMBLES. 

SIR,  —  May  I  ask  all  your  readers  to 
join  me  in  a  non-political  league  against 
the  Budget  ?  I  am  not  a  politician 
myself.  I  Lave  not  the  least  animus 
against  the  present  Government.  It 
would  pain  me  if  they  were  to"  be  turned 
out  of  office.  My  object  is  simply  to 
secure  the  alteration  of  financial  pro- 
posals which  I  believe  to  be  detrimental 
to  the  public  interest.  Let  nje  ask  all 
your  readers  ^of  all  parties  to  support 
this  non-political  movement,  and  to  send 
their  names  and  addresses  to 

Yours  impartially. 

WALTER  LONG. 

P.S.  —  I  have  already  been  surprised 
and  gratified  to  secure  the  adhesion  of 
Mr.  BALFOUR  and  Mr.  ArsrEN  CHAMBERLAIN. 

SIR,  —  I  recently  inherited  from  a  rela- 
tive a  small  legacy  —  amounting  approxi- 
mately to  the  sum  of  one  million  sterling. 
As  1  frequently  receive  requests  for 
subscriptions  from  charitable  scc'eties, 
I  wish  to  state  that  I  have  had  to  pay 
in  death  duties  the  sum  of  £100,<XK). 
This  is  the  income,  for  three  years  of 
a  million  invested  at  31-  per  centum. 
Therefore  you  will  see  that  for  three 
yeirs  I  am  absolutely  without  any  in- 
come whatever  and  shall  be  unable  to 
subscribe  a  farthing  even  to  the  most 
deserving  charity.  It  wounds  me  deeply 
that  the  rapacity  of  a  Chancellor  should 
check  the  stream  of  benevolence. 
Yours  practically 

A  PAITEK. 

P.S.  —  I  am  taking  legal  opinion  as  to 
whether,  considering  the  fact  that  I 
possess  no  income,  I  am  not  eligible 
(during  the  nest  three  years)  for  an  old- 
age  pension. 

SIR,  —  From  my  landed  estates  I  derive 
a  gross  income  of  £80,000.  Of  this  no 
less  than  £10,000  is  paid  away  in  income 
tax,  local  rates,  insurance  against  death 
duties,  repairs,  allowances,  subscriptions 
and  other  charges.  Thus  I  already  lose 
half  of  my  income,  and  am  left  the 
miserable  pittance  of  £40,000  a  year. 
Were  it  not  for  certain  investments  apart 
from  land  I  could  not  make  both  ends 
meet.  And  now  a  super-tax  of  6d.  in 
the  £  is  to  be  levied  on  my  income. 
This  means  that  I  must  economise.  I 
shall  therefore  discharge  one  plumber, 
one  mason,  one  bricklayer  and  one 
carpenter  from  my  estate  staff.  Perhaps 
this  will  teach  the  democracy  that  it  is 
dangerous  to  lay  hands  on  capital. 
Yours  truly, 


SIR,  —  F  happen  to  be  a  millionaire—  a 
baro  millionaire—  that  is,  the  value  of 
niy  landed  property  just  exceeds  a 
million.  Now,  apparently,  this  Budget 


merely  takes  away  one-tenth  of  the  pro- 
perty in  case  of  my  death.  But  I 
intend  to  prove  tint  circumstances  may 
arise  under  which  the  Government  may 
confiscate  not  a  mere  tenth  but  two- 
thirds  of  my  property. 

Let  me  suppose  that  I  am  walking  on 
the  seashore  ia  company  with  my  ten 
sons.  There  is  nothing  improbable  in 
that.  We  are  cut  off  by  the  tide  and  take 
refuge  on  a 'rock.'  A  breaker  sweeps  me 
away,  to  the' infinite  regret  of  my  off- 
spring and  tlie  fiendish  deliglit  of  the 
Chancellor,  who  rakes  in  a  cool  hundred 
thousand.  The  next  breaker  carrier  off 
my  eldest  son,  and  with  him  £l)l),0()i>. 
The  others  follow  in  order.  By  the 
time  the  lifeboat  rescues  my  youngest 
son  the  estate  has  been  reduce!  to 
£350,000— roughly  two-thirds  of  its 
value  confiscated. 

I  ask  you.  shall  such  things  be  ?  I  say 
never.  To  show  my  determination  I  am 
sending  a  subscription  of  10s.  Gd.  to  the 
Budget  Protest  League,  and  I  ask  all 
millionaires  to  follow  my  example. 
Yours  truly, 

As  ANXIOUS  PnTon;vi. 

SIR, — My  landed  property  consists  of 
one  cliff  and  its  adjacent  foreshore  on 
the  Eastern  coast.  At  present  its  rental 
value  as  a  goat  pasture  is  7s.  6</.  per 
annum.  But  I  can  sec  possibilities  for 
its  development.  I  am  working  strenu- 
ously for  and  giving  largely  to  the 
Tariff  Reform  league.  When  Tariff 
Reform  comes  the  ample  cave  accommo- 
dation for  smugglers  in  my  cliff  will  let 
readily  at  fabulous  prices.  Am  I  to  be 
taxed  on  this  wealth  which  I  am  labour- 
ing to  create  ? 

If  so  I  shall  refuse  the  use  of  my 
caves  to  smugglers  and  hold  out  for 
higher  prices  still.  Reluctantly  I  should 
be  compelled  to  offer  my  cliff  and  fore- 
shore to  foreign  Governments  as  a  highly 
eligible  invas:on  site. 

Yours  truly, 

PATRIOT. 

SIR, — I  own  a  few  acres  of  agricultural 
land  of  poor  quality,  which  till  this  year 
let  at  ten  shillings  an  acre.  However 
it  has  this  advantage — it  borders  the 
private  golf  course  of  a  Cabinet  Minister. 
Consequently  I  have  let  it  at  twenty 
pounds  an  acre  to  the  Women's  Social 
and  Political  Union.  Deputations  daily 
throw  bottles,  fly  kites,  and  shout 
through  megaphones  over  the  dividing 
wall.  Is  it  fair  that  I  should  ba  taxed 
on  the  betterment  of  my  property  ?  If 
so,  is  it  not  also  just  that  1  should  re- 
ceive compensation  for  woreement  when 
the  members  of  the  Social  and  Political 
Union  get  married,  or  get  the  vote — or, 
what  is  even  more  probable,  when  the 
Cabinet  Minister  goes  out  of  office. 

Yours  truly. 
AN  AKDENT  GOVERNMENT  Si TPORTER. 


LATEST  NEWS  FKOM  THE  ROADS. 
(By  Our  Motoring  Ea-pert.) 

BATH  ROAP. — During  the  re-tarring 
operations  yesterday  a  child  named 
Albert  Burdekin,  aged  4  years,  fell  on 
a  patch  of  still  warm  tar  and  became  so 
(irmly  imbedded  in  it  that  it  took  several 
navvies  to  extricate  the  little  sufferer, 
whose  clothes  were  completely  destroyed . 
Sir  Leon  Guggenheimer,  however,  who 
was  passing  by  at  the  time,  kindly 
proffered  an  old  fur  coat,  in  which  young 
lUirdekin  was  removed  to  the  Hounslow 
Cottage  Hospital. 

I>AiiNES  AND  Dis'iRicr.— Tarring  opera- 
tions are  in  full  swing  on  the  Barnes  — 
Richmond  road.  Special  accommodation 
is  now  provided  for  tar  babies  at  the 
Nurseries,  Upper  Richmond  Road. 

BRICIITON  ROAD. — Every  Sunday  this 
popular  highway  grows  more  a;id  more 
reminiscent  of  the  Red  Sea  during  the 
Exodus.  On  Monday  the  iMst  a  remark- 
able experience  was  enjoyed  by  a  well- 
known  motorist  in  the  neighbourhood 
of  Handcross.  Having  been  obliged 
to  stop  in  order  to  execute  some  trifling 
repairs,  this  gentleman  became  nearly 
faint  owing  to  the  strong  scent  of  clover 
from  an  adjacent  field. 

COVENTRY  ROAD. — Tarring  operations 
concluded  on  Saturday  between  St. 
Albans  and  Markyate.  The  surface  is 
now  being  treated  with  lavender-water 
at  the  expense  of  the  firm  of  Scbmoller. 

EASTisoruNi:  l{o.\i>. — The  neighbour- 
hood of  Erant  is  still  convulsed  by  the 
witticism  of  a  well-known  motoring 
nobleman  who  observed  that  the  process 
of  re-tarring  the  road  was  apt  to  retard 
his  progress. 

GREAT  NORTH  ROAR — On  Friday  last 
an  obelisk  was  unveiled  about  four  miles 
from  Welwyn  to  commemorate  the 
escape  last  year  of  Lord  George  Bostock, 
who  had  the  misfortune  to  collide  with 
a  steam-roller  at  this  spot. 

SOUTHAMPTON  ROAD. — The  re-tarring  of 
the  road  between  Sunningclale  station 
and  Bagshot  has  been  the  subject  of 
Kime  interesting  comments  by  the  Editor 
of  The  Wettminster  Gazelle. 


A  Government  Washhouse. 

The  Upper  Burma  Gazette  announces 
Mr.  CiiUKCim.i.'s  Labour  Exchange  Bill, 
which,  it  says,  "  will  form  a  national 
system  of  exchanges  with  a  central 
cleaning  (.sic)  house." 

.Many  a  true  jest  is  spoken  in  earnest. 


Sudgen's  Hard  Luck. 

"II.  TUidgfii  1)  TTurst  1>  I.c   f'outenr  L'fi. 
The  inmti«s  closed  for  101,  liud^rn  ju^-t  failing 
to  reach  his  century."-  -< Unite. 

No  wonder  he  could  not  make  those 
needed  7f>  runs,  with  two  bowlers  at  him 
at  once. 
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Hale  Trifler.  "By  THE  WAY,  SPEAKING  or  IIIK  S.P.C.A.,  Miss  (iimts,  I'M   TUI.I>  IIIKIIK '.-  A  SIMILAR  SOCIETT   FOB  THE  PRBVEXTIOX  or 
CRUELTY  TO  CHEESE-MITES— AT  LEAST,  I  SAW  IT  SUGGESTED  IN  Pcxcii." 
Superior  Female.  "An!  BUT  PCSCII  is  SELDOM  RELIABLE." 


A    DAY    IN    JUNE. 

Oil, .the  sunny  month  of  June, 
When  our  hearts  are  keeping  tune 

With  the  whisper  of  the  breezes  and  the  murmur  of  the  stream, 
When  the  girls  are  making  posies  of  the  pansies  and  the  roses, 
And  the  gardens  have  the  glory  and  the  freshness  of  a  dream. 

Oh,  the  leafy  month  of  June ! 
It  will  vanish  very  soon, 
With  its  hours  of  light  and  beauty  and  its  flowers  and  its 

play; 
With  the  joyous  trills  and  gushes  of  the  blackbirds  and  the 

thrushes, 

And  the  laughter  of  the  children  as  they  tumble  in  the  hay. 
*  *  *  * 

I  had  rhymed  so  far  with  rapture  when  the  sky  grew  Uack 

us  ink, 

And  before  I  had  a  moment  to  collect  myself  and  think, 
With  a  flash 
And  a  crash 

Came  a  sound  of  awe  and  wonder ; 
Came  a  summer-burst  of  thunder  ; 
And  the  rain,  a  rushing  river, 
J  trenched  me  through  and  made  me  shiver  ; 
And  I  hurried  helter-skelter 
To  the  very  nearest  shelter ; 
And  the  song-birds  ceased  their  singing 
In  the  brandies  bleak  and  wringing  ; 


And  the  gardener,  crouching  closely 
In  his  shed,  spoke  up  morosely. 
He  and  I  had  one  desire — 
To  get  home  and  light  a  fire 
In  the  wet  and  freezing  nooa 
Of  a  jolly  day  in  June. 

Our  Maritime  Nation. 

"Tin  Board  of  Trade  has  received,  through  (lie  Fore'gn  Office,  gold 
watches  and  chains  for  Captain  George  William  Muir  (Master)  and  Mr. 
Jesus  <!e  Echevarria  (Chief  Officer),  gold  medals  for  Ton  as  Domingue/. 
(boatswain'.  Juan  Sanies,  Manuel  Gonzalez,  and  Secundino  Santamaria 
(quartermasters),  and  Antonio  Vinagreand  Viccente  Erecacho  (seamen), 
of  the  British  steamship  Mercedes  <le.  /-nrrinnja,  of  Liverpool,  which 
huv  •  li  on  awarded  to  them  by  the  President  of  th-»  United  States  in 
recognition  of  their  services  in  rescuing  the  shipwrecked  cr^w  of  the 
American  schooner  KdimrdJ.  TJfririiirf." — Morning  I'oft. 

There  is  a  true  British  ring  about  all  this. 

The  tendency  of  many  released  Suffragettes  to  resort  in 
Loiulon  to  a  vegetarian  restaurant  for  breakfast  seems  to  have 
spread  to  Liverpool.  The  local  Echo  tells  how  a  certain 
"  Holloway  heroine,"  on  her  return  to  that  centre  of  activity, 
"  was  presented  with  a  banquet  of  flowers." 

"At  the  annual  convention  of  (he  British  Undertakers'  Association 
Mr.  l'<  rter,  the  president,  sa'd  that  pood  would  result  in  every  way  if 
women  took  more  part  in  business." — Daily  Mail. 
A   pretty   compliment,  which   would,   however,    have   come 
better,  perhaps,  from  the  president  of  some  other  association. 
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Boi/.  "\\'ELL,  ALL  I  CAN  SAY  is,  MOTIIRR,  IF  THAT'S  WHAT  THEY  DO  AT  UIIBUIAN  SCHOOLS  I'M 

JOLLY  GLAD   I   BELONG  TO   AN    ENGLISH   ONE." 


OUR  NATURALISTS'   CORNER. 

(With  acknowledgments  to  "  The 
Captain") 

"Hoppy"  (Hammersmith). — It  is  noth- 
ing exceptional  that  your  tame  beetle 
should  have  a  sore  throat.  Administer  a 
teaspoonful  of  glycerine  every  half-hour. 
No,  Keating's  Cough  Lozenges  are  for 
humans,  not  insects ;  the  name  is 
certainly  misleading. 

"MABEL"  (York). — You  cannot  use  your 
tortoise  as  a  comb  while  it  is  alive.  But 
don't  kill  it  for  that ;  wait  until  it  dies. 

"TINY"'  (Tottenham). — Very  sorry,  dear, 
to  hear  that  one  of  your  pet  elephants 
has  died.  No,  do  not  send  me  the  body, 


I  am  busy.  If  you  care  to  dissect  it 
yourself  you  will  probably  find  its 
diaphragm  covered  with  small  pink 
spots  about  three  inches  in  diameter. 
If  so,  you  may  be  certain  your  pet  died 
of  neurasthenia.  Be  careful  of  the  one 
elephant  you  have  left.  I  don't  think 
you  ought  to  keep  it  in  the  house,  but  in 
order  to  prevent  its  catching  cold  you 
might  let  it  sleep  in  the  conservatory. 

"  CIIAKUI:"  (Chelsea). — If  your  newts' 
tails  keep  dropping  off,  try  seccotine— 
or  steel  rivets. 

"  GRACE  "  (Sheffield). — You  may  have 
been  deceived  about  your  canary.  If 
you  really  think  it  is  a  sparrow  immerse 
it  in  a  strong,  hot  solution  of  soda  for 


five  minutes,  and  then  scrape  the 
plumage  with  a  file.  If  the  paint  comes 
off,  it  is  not  a  canary. 


POET  AND  PENGUIN. 

[One  of  the  photographs  of  Lieutenant 
SIIACKI.ETHN'S  Kxpedition  shows  a  group  of 
antarctic  penguins  being  entertained  with  sc-!( .  - 
tioQB  from  a  gramophone].  • 

\YiiK\  the  sun  has  finished  setting 
And  the-  light  begins  to  wane, 

And  the  fly  has  ceased  coquetting 
With  his  image  on  the  pane  ; 

When  the  timid  balling  hovers 
Hound  the  lonely  country  barns, 

And  the  myriad  race  of  lovers 
Spin  their  yarns; — 

When  the  babe  is  hushed  to  by-by, 

Cradled  in  her  tiny  cot, 
And  the  little  fairies  fly  by, 

Smiling  on  the  tender  tot ; — 
Then,  in  short,  beneath  the  crimsoned 

Skies  of  eve,  I  take  my  chair, 
Gently  stretch  my  weary  limbs,  and 
Sniff  the  air. 

Twilight !  bashful  hour  when  Cupid 
Makes  the  lips  of  those  that  love 

Utter  things  intensely  stupid 
(As  I've  hinted  up  above) ; 

Twilight  hour !  when  man  is  smitten 
With  a  liking  for  his  lot, 

Hour  of  which  the  bard  has  written 
Lots  of  rot ! 

Here  I  weep  no  tears  of  sorrow 
O'er  my  oft  rejected  rhymes ; 

Here  I  feel  no  need  to  borrow 
Money,  as  I  've  felt  at  times  ; 

Here  I  muse  upon  the  mystic — 

Hark  !  is  that  the  Thing  that  moans 

Nightly  cliez  my  inartistic 

Neighbour  Jones  ? 

Woe  is  me  !  is  this  my  reverie 

Thus  to  and  at  his  caprice? 
Must  I  bear  with  him  whenever  he 

Chooses  to  disturb  my  peace? 
Can  I  never  soothe  my  forehead, 

Never  calm  my  restless  brain  ? 
Why  must  I  endure  this  horrid 
Noise  again  ? 

True,  I  've  heard  that  in  the  free/ing 
Regions  round  the  Southern  Pole 

This  insufferable  wheezing 

Soothes  the  penguin's  puny  soul  ; 

But  a  penguin  and  a  poet 
"  Married  to  immortal  verse" 

Differ  vastly  ;  and  I  know  it 
Makes  me  curse. 

Yes  !  I  have  a  finer  feeling 
Than  a  bird  can  ever  know  ; 

And  my  higher  brain  is  reeling 
With,  the  row,  and  I  must  go. 

Jones  !  1  'd  drown  you,  were  it  lawful-- 
Laugh to  hear  your  bubbling  mc,an    - 

Lashing  round  your  neck  that  awful 
Gramophone! 


JUNE  30,  1909.] 


PUNCH,   OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


467 


ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 

l.XTRA(TEI)  FROM  TIIE  DlABT  OF  ToBT,  M.I'. 

House  of  Commons,  Monday,  June  21. 
1  living  disposed  of  the  Instructions, 
I  will  now  leave  the  Chair." 

As  lie  said  this,  looking  round  the 
l>eiiehes  with  regard  of  wholly  kind, 
partly  pained  sympathy,  there  was  in 
tli-  SHAKER'S  voice  a  note  of  manly 
pathos  that  went  straight  home  to  the 
lir:iitsnf  the  audience  addressed.  Occa- 
sion momentous.  After  days  and  weeks 
ul  tidk  round  the  Finance  Bill,  House 
now  about  to  get  into  <  'oininittee.  l.Val 
business  beginning.  How  long  it  will 
last  who  can  say?  Already  on  tliis  our 
opening  day  over  one  hundred  pages  of 
solidly  printed  amendments  circulated. 
Every  day  will  bring  its  sheaves  with 
it.  For  three  days  a  week  through  the 
sad  summer  time  the  House,  getting 
into  Committee  not  later  than  four  o'clock 
in  the  afternoon,  will  sit  through  long 
evening  into  the  young  fresh  morning. 
And  the  SPEAKER  will  take  no  part  in  the 
grinding  of  a  mill  whose  s'owness  is 
upon  occasion  unparalleled  among  the 
legislative  machinery  of  the  world. 

It  is  not  his  funeral.  It  may  literally 
prove  to  be  that  of  the  CHAIRMAN  OF  WAYS 
AND  MEANS  and  his  Deputy.  Day  after 
day,  when  the  House  resolves  itself  into 
Committee  of  Ways  and  Means  to  take 
in  hand  the  Finance  Bill,  the  SPEAKER 
wi'l  retire  to  the  learned  leisure  of  his 
library.  Some  would  have  gone  off 
jubilant,  happy  in  the  good  fortune  that 
befell  them.  Not  BO  Mr.  I.OWTHER.  He 
stood  for  a  moment  gazing  upon  the 
throng,  then  turned,  and  with  audible 
sigh  of  sympathy  slowly  strode  forth. 
Mr.  KMMOTT  hopped  into  chair  at  the 
Table  and  forthwith  ruled  a  batch  of 
amendments  out  of  order  with  decision 
and  energy  that  did  something  to  relieve 
a  painful  situation. 

Mi-YS!.Y-Ti!<>\ii'soN  put  first  block  in 
wheel  of  progress.  Moved  to  postpone 
Clause  1.  Proceeding  to  enlarge  on 
principle  of  unearned  increment,  was 
pulled  up  by  CHAIRMAN. 

"  The  hon.  Member  must  speak  to  his 
motion,"  said  Mr.  EMMOTT. 

"I  do  not  quite  understand,"  said 
Mi  \SI;Y-TIIOMI'S<I\,  naturally  amazed  at 
this  ruling.  "  Am  I  to  speak  only  as 
to  postponement?" 

"  .Most  certainly." 

"What  am  I  to  say  then?  "  he  gasped. 

Here  was  chance  for  kind  souls  op- 
posite. Full  muster  of  legal  talent  on 
Treasury  Bench.  ATTORXKY-GKNTRAI., 
SouanOB-GratUL,  Loitn  ADVOCATE,  So- 
LlOITO&-GKIKUIi  FOR  SCOTLAND—  any  one 
could  have  told  the  distraught  Member 
what  to  say  in  support  of  his  motion. 
They  sat  dumb,  unsympathetic. 

Then,   "Sir,  I  beg  to  move,"  mur- 


"TiiE  NIMBLE  GALLIAHD." 
(After  the  picture  by  J.  Seymour  Lucas,  R.A.) 

["  Mr.  L'oyd-George  has  shown  much  humour  and  extraordinary  intellectual  nimbleness  and 
agility  during  these  discussions  (on  the  Finance  Bill)." — Daily  Paper.] 


mured  MEYSEY-THOMPSON,  and  dropped 
into  his  seat. 

This  the  solitary  instance  during 
sitting  where  Member  had  amendment 
on  paper  and  no  speech  in  support  of  it. 
At  midnight  two  amendments  disposed 
of  with  assistance  of  Closure.  Wi I.I.IK 
1 'F.F.I,  rose  and  protested  against  "the 
headlong  hurry  with  which  we  are 
rushing  through  this  Bill." 

Not  hitherto  suspected  of  being  a 
humorist,  his  reputation  established  at  a 
stroke. 

Business  done. — First  night  in  Com- 
mittee on  Budget  Bill. 

Tuesday.  —  Sultry  atmosphere  out- 
side. Lowering  clouds  threaten  thunder- 
storm. With  quick  sympathy  the 
House  discloses  similar  atmospheric 
characteristics.  Rumbles  of  thunder, 
spluttering  of  rain,  sudden  flashes  of 
lightning,  mark  course  of  proceedings. 


Half-an-hour  before  midnight  storm 
burst  in  full  fury.  Opposition  elated 
by  result  of  division  on  PKETYMAN'S 
amendment  exempting  agricultural  land 
from  increment  tax.  Irish  Nationalists 
going  in  body  into  the  Lobby  with 
their  hereditary  allies,  the  country  gen- 
tlemen of  England,  majority  dropped 
to  a  trifle  over  1(X).  When  burst  of 
hilarious  cheering  from  Opposition  died 
away,  CHANCELLOR  OF  THE  EXCHEQI  F.R 
moved  Closure  on  portion  of  Clause 
dealing  with  increment.  This  meant 
wiping  off  the  slate  two  and  a  half  pages 
of  amendments. 

Instantly  hilarity  blazed  into  fierce 
resentment.  The  old  familiar  cry, 
"  Gag  !  Gag  !  " — precursor  of  many 
violent  scenes — filled  the  Chamber. 

"  Put  the  whole  Bill,"  cried  a  Unionist, 
metaphorically  emptying  his  pockets  in 
face  of  ruthless  highwayman. 
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What  would  the  CHAIRMAN 
do?  Would  he  grant  Closmv 
and  so  establish  momentous 
precedent  in  dealing  with 
Bill,  or  would  he  withhold 
asM'iit  V  Mr.  K  \IMOIT,  master 
of  himself  though  amend- 
ments fell,  walked  on  both 
sides  of  the  highway.  Among 
threatened  amendments  stood 
one  in  name  of  LAURENCE  UAHDY 
dealing  with  minerals.  If  that 
were  moved  and  Committee 
disposed  to  discuss  it,  op- 
portunity should  be  found. 
Otherwise  CHAIRMAN  would 
forthwith  put  the  Closure. 

HARDY,  declining  the  over- 
ture,  moved  to    report   pro- 
gress.      CHAIRMAN     counter- 
checked   by  submitting   Clo- 
sure.   Uproar  rose  to  stormier 
heights.    Members  bobbed  up 
on    Opposition    benches   like 
corks  in  a  maelstrom.  Division 
bell  clanging  through  all  the 
corridors,  anyone  desiring  to  address  the 
Chair  must,  according  to  hoary  etiquette, 
do  so  seated,  with  his  hat  on.    RUTHER- 
FORD, disregarding  the  rule  and  lustily 
hailing  the  CHAIRMAN,  was  pulled  back 
by  the  coat  tails  and  somebody  else's 
hat  jammed  on  his  head.    Sudden  move- 
ment had  effect  of    literally 
extinguishing   him.       He  sat 
motionless,  dumb,  gaping  at 
the  Chair. 

Louder  grew  the  cry,  "  Gag ! 
Gag  !  "  Interpolated  rose  an- 
guished cries  for  the  SPEAKER. 
He  was,  so  to  speak,  the  straw 
at  which  drowning  men  con- 
vulsively clutched.  Amid  up- 
roar, CHAIRMAN  put  question  of 
the  Closure.  Opposition,  wash- 
ing their  hands  of  the  whole 
business,  refused  to  appoint 
tellers.  Moti;  n  accordingly 
carried  without  division. 
While  House  was  still  cleared 
for  division  that  never  came  off 
PRINCE  ARTHUR  interposed. 
Necessary  in  his  case,  as  in 
others,  that  ho  must  keep  hiu 
seat  and  put  on  his  hat.  Hadn't 
got  a  hat.  It  was  reposing  in 
sanctum  of  his  room.  Several 
were  proffered.  Accepting  SON 
AUSTEN'S,  he  flopped  it  on  his 
head.  At  least  a  size  too 
small,  he  doftly  balanced  it 
whilst  he  asked  the  CHAIRMAN 
to  oblige  Committee  by  telling 
them  where  they  were  ? 

Thus  did  history  repeat 
itself.  Twenty-eight  years 
ago,  amid  similar  scene  of  up- 


'J'lIK    IlAKDEST-WOKKKD    11  ,\X    IN    THE    KINGDOM. 

"Master  of  himself  though  amendments  fell." 
u\Ir.  Alfred  Einmott,  Chairman  cf  Committees.) 


rold  water  shot  into  cauldron 
of  steam.  By  midnight  all 
was  over.  Members  went  home 
proudly  reflecting  that,  say 
what  you  will  about  dulness 
of  present  House,  it  is  still 
able  worthily  to  maintain 
traditions  of  former  assem- 
blies. True,  it  stopped  short 
of  fisticuffs  ;  but  the  night  is 
still  young. 

Business  done. — In  a  rage 
and  Committee  on.  Finance 
Bill 

Thursday. — House  much  in- 
terested in  statement  made  by 
WILLIE  PEEL.  Discussing  pro- 
bable influenceof  Budget  Land 
Taxes  on  yeoman  farmer,  he, 
elate  with  his  success  of  Mon- 
day night,  alluded  to  "  these 
small  men  who  have  lived 
their  lives  on  the  land  forhun- 
dreds  of  years." 

Burst  of  ribald  laughter 
breaking  in,  he  turned  upon 


mittcd  point  of  Order  to  CHAIRMAN  OF  gentlemen  below  Gangway  opposite  and 


COMMITTEES. 


remarked,    "I   know  one  case  in 


LLOYD-GEORGE  came  to  assistance  byjwickshire  where   father  and 


moving  to  report  progress.  This  declared 
carried,  the  SPEAKER  entered,  with  pro- 
voking air  of  imperturbability ;  had 


son 


War- 
have 


effect    on    heated    House   of    spray   of  hear 


lived  on  the  land  for  800  years." 

More  laughter  at  the  moment ;  upon 
reflection  there  is  general  disposition  to 


further  of  this  remarkable  case. 
From  data  supplied,  the 
father  must  have  lived  and 
laboured  under  Norman  dy- 
nasty. HENRY  THE  FIRST  was  on 
the  throne  ;  Crusades  were  in 
J'ull  fling.  Dividing  the  time 
equally  between  the  couple, 
the  son  would  have  been  born 
during  the  reign  of  HENRY  THE 
EIGHTH,  living  during  Tudor 
and  Stuart  times  into  and  past 
the  Victorian  era. 

On  face  of  it  story  seems 
incredible.  With  responsibi- 
lity of  a  great  name  and  pro- 
minent position,  WILLIE  PEEL 
not  the  man  lightly  to  commit 
himself.  When  next  Monday 
House  resumes  Committee  on 
Budget  Bill  attempt  will  be 
made  to  obtain  further,  more 
precise,  particulars  of  a  case 
beside  which  modern  cente- 
narian allegations  pale  their 
ineffectual  fires. 

Business  dona. — Irish  Votes 
iii  Committee  oi'  Supply. 


According  to  The  Dublin 
Ereninrj  Herald's  account  of 
a  cab  accident — 

"  Police  Constable went  to 

the   assistance    of    the    occupants, 
roar  so  sat  Mr  G  AN  "  ULI~'S|XK"  IN  UIIEASI-I'J.AJ'LS.  who  unfortunately  escaped  with  a 

HHBOHKLL'fl     hat''      '    brid^f    ,-  M1aj0?'An8trull"-'r-Gray  (of  Ihe  Royal  Horse  (iiumls  Reserve)  takes  a    *°verc  shakiuS-" 

lively  interest  111  Armourer-Sergeants.     Can  liu  be  contemplating  a    Our  Sympathies  are  with  the 
new  outfit?  Editor. 


AN  "  OLT-.SIXK"  is  UKEASI-I'I.ATI:S. 


of   his   nose   whilst 


bridge 
he   sub- 
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FALSTAI'TS   OFKKM'K. 

Siu  JOHN,  1  've  never  yet  attacked 

Your  taste  fur  taverns  and  for  tippling, 

Or  rated  you  because  you  lacked 

The  litlie  proportions  of  the  stripling; 

Your  braggadocio  irks  me  not, 

I  rather  lik<-  a  brawl's  excitement — 

And  yet  against  you  I  have  got 

A  strong  indictment. 

'Ti.-i  that  you  pestered  M'mtrom  /'»;/'' 
With  flmiisy  and   unwelcome  wooing, 

I 'ut.il  she  threatened  in  her  rage 
To  draft  a  Hill  *  for  man's  undoing  ; 

That  threat  lias  filled  our  days  with  strife, 
Our  docks  with  many  a  fair  defendant, 

And  each  is  of  that  merry  wife 
A  true  descendant. 

Should  Mlsti-Htta  l'<Kje'v  Bill  go  through, 

And  woman  snap  her  final  fetter, 
The  blame,  old  Jach,  will  rest  with  you, 

The  measure's  only  true  begetter. 
Meanwhile,   I    trust    your    sprite    will 

squirm 
(I  am  not  troubling  where  your  sprite 

is) 

Fur  having  loosed  on  us  the  germ 
Of  Suffragitis ! 

\i;*t,-rs»  l',t,jf.  Why,  I'll  exhibit  a  Bill 
in  tin'  PkriiMMBt  for  the  putting  down  of 
man. — Merry  \Vieet  of  Windsor,  Act  II.,  Sc.  2. 


THE  VOICE  OF  THE  PEOPLE. 

ON  the  eve  of  the  third  Test  Match 
we  feel  bound  to  give  publicity  to  the 
following  illuminating  advice  and 
suggestions  that  have  reached  us  with 
regard  to  England's  representatives. 

"PAX"  writes  to  say:  "  Would  it  not 
be  a  good  idea  if  separate  private 
pavilions  were  erected  for  all  amateurs 
consenting  to  play  for  the  Old  Country, 
and  if  a  rule  were  to  be  passed  that  all 
communications  between  these  gentle- 
men on  the  field  of  play  should  be  made 
through  the  umpires  ?  " 

[Poor  "PAX  '  has  been  swallowing 
some  silly  rumour. — ED.] 

"  CONEY,"  writing  from  an  address  in 
the  Midlands,  suggests  that  in  order  to 
make  the  Australians  look  a  little  more 
like  rabbits  than  they  did  at  Lord's, 
England's  fast  bowlers  in  the  forth- 
coming Tests  should  be  BURROWS  of 
Worcestershire  and  WARREN  of  Derby- 
shire. 

Au  anonymous  writer  suggests  that, 
to  ensure  a  sticky  wicket  at  Leeds, 
(!I-:OIH;E  llins'r  might  be  requested  to 
furnish  the  groundsmen  with  a  gratis 
supply  of  his  health  toffee. 

"  M  uiiKMATurs  "  writes  to  ask  whether 
Triangu'ar  Tests  will  be  possible  en  the 
Oval. 

In  pursuance  of  the  theory  that  dour 
determination  and  desperate  doggcdness 
are  what  do  it,  "  Devonian  "  has  selected 


; 


THE    PITY    OF    IT. 

Little  Girl  (In  agonised  tone).  "Ou,  MCHMY,  WHY  DIDN'T  I  HAVE  CHERRIES  AND  CREAM?' 


an  eleven  (which  we  have  not  the  space 
to  print  here)  entirely  beginning  with 
capital  D's. 

Later.  A  report  reaches  us  that  if 
the  worst  comes  to  the  worst  Mr.  G.  K. 
CHIMHUTON  has  promised  to  don  an 
M.C.C.  cap  and  a  false  black  beard  and 
lead  the  field  against  the  Australians. 

DRUGS  FOR  VEG. 

THE  success  of  the  fruit  grower  who 
has  brought  on  his  strawberries  ten 
days  earlier  by  giving  them  ether  has 
set  the  gardeners  of  England  busily 
engaged  in  experimenting  with  drugs 
for  fruit  and  vegetables. 

Green  peas,  in  order  that  they  may  be 
green.are  now  being  freely  drenched  with 
a  solution  of  arsenic,  and  the  tonic  blood- 
making  properties  of  the  beatroot  are 
vastly  increased  by  an  injection  of  iron 
into  its  veins.  The  eyes  of  potatoes 
can  be  made,  it  has  been  observed,  vastly 
more  attractive  by  a  few  drops  of  bella- 


donna ;  while  the  sensitiveness  of  the 
sensitive  plant  ia  dulled  by  judicious 
doses  of  cocaine  or  morphia. 

Pears,  as  our  fruitarian  readers  i.eed 
not  to  be  reminded,  are  peculiarly  liable 
to  the  sleeping  sickness,  but  it  has  now 
been  discovered  that  if  hot  coffee  is 
supplied  to  the  fruit  during  its  grow- 
ing stage,  camplete  immunity  from  this 
complaint  is  secured. 

But  perhaps  the  greatest  triumph  of 
all  is  the  "  New  Way  of  Life  for  Onions," 
as  devised  and  carried  out  by  the  famous 
Russian  scientist,  Professor  Vejnikoff. 
The  onion,  though  one  of  the  noblest  of 
vegetables,  has  unfortunately  long  been 
regarded  as  suspect  in  the  best  circles 
owing  to  its  peculiar  aroma.  The  Pro- 
fessor, however,  by  spraying  it  with  a 
solution  of  eau-de-Cologne,  patchouli 
and  opoponax,  has  succeeded  in  com- 
pletely deodorising  this  entrancing 
vegetable,  which  can  now  be  eaten  with 
impunity  by  the  most  fastidious  mem- 
bers of  the  plutocracy. 
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Housemaid.  "  PLEASE,  SIB,  WILL  YOU  COMB  AT  OKCE,  THE  DBOBINQ-BOOM  's  ON  FIEE."  ' 

Master.  "  WELL,  oo  AND  TELL  YOUR  MISTRESS  ;  YOU  KNOW  I  NEVER  INTERFERE  IN  HOUSEHOLD  MATTERS. 


IN  THE  AIR. 

THE  offer  to  tlie  nation  of  an  air-ship, 
to  be  paid  for  by  the  readers  of  The 
Morning  Post,  and  a  garage  by  Tlie 
Dally  Mail,  has  naturally  spurred  other 
papers  (never  contemptuous  of  hints) 
to  acts  of  similar  patriotic  generosity. 

The  Daily  Telegraph  has  placed  at  the 
disposal  of  the  Government  a  colossal 
balloon  in  the  shape  of  Mr.  HALDANK  for 
any  purposes  that  may  be  required,  the 
only  condition  of  acceptance  being  that 
the  name  of  the  journal  shall  be  pro- 
minently emblazoned  upon  it. 

The  Daily  Express  offers  to  start  a 
Fresh  Air  Fund  to  supply  the  vapour 
with  which  the  airships  are  filled. 

The  Daily  News  does  not  see  its  way 
to  support  the  War  Office  in  any  way, 
but  rather  than  do  nothing  it  oilers  to 
subsidise  Mr.  CHESTERTON  sufficiently 
handsomely  to  make  it  worth  his  while 
to  engage  any  or  all  of  England's 
enemies  in  argument  on  any  subject 
whatever  immediately  they  land,  and  to 
do  it  so  successfully  as  to  blow  them 
into  thin  air. 

The  Pall  Mall  Gazette    solicits   sub- 


scriptions for  the  purchase  of  a  Bellair- 
ship  to  present  to  the  Board  of 
Admiralty. 

The  Spectator  will  gladly  provide  the 
country  with  a  sufficient  number  of 
trained  pigeons  (each  one  the  hero  of  a 
touching  anecdote  illustrating  the  intel- 
ligence of  birds)  to  act  as  news-carriers 
in  time  of  war. 

The  Guardian  volunteers  to  provide  a 
dovecote  to  harbour  The  Spectator's  war 
pigeons  during  their  periods  of  pacific 
inactivity. 

The  Globe  offers  no  airship  proper,  but 
promises  that  when  that  portion  of  the 
millennium  arrives  which  provides  for 
the  flying  of  pigs  it  will  present  the 
Admiralty  with  rashers  of  aerial  Bacon. 

The  current  issue  of  The  British 
Weekly  contains  a  brilliant  article  from 
the  pen  of  "  CIAUDIUS  CLEAR,"  appealing 
in  clarion  tones  to  the  supporters  of  that 
renowned  periodical  to  come  to  the 
rescue  of  their  distressed  Fatherland. 
He  confidently  demands  from  them  the 
sum  of  £50,000,  with  which  to  purchase 
and  place  at  the  disposal  of  the  nation 
a  Nicoll-plated  airship,  to  be  called  The 
Kailyard,  as  well  as  a  Kentish  Fire 


balloon,  with   a  crew  exclusively  com- 
posed of  Men  of  Kent. 

The  enterprise  of  The  Sphere  takes 
the  form  of  a  passionate  appeal  from 
Mr.  SHORTER  to  his  readers  to  provide 
funds  enabling  him  to  present  the  nation 
with  an  accordion-pleated  Jane-Eyre- 
ship,  and  a  parachute  for  making 
descents  from  Wuthering  Heights. 

Charity  under  Arms. 
Mr.  Punch  has  pleasure  in  quoting 
the  following  extract  from  a  rival  publi- 
cation, entitled,  "  Field  Service  Regu- 
lations," and  issued  by  the  War  Office: 
"  A  Contribution  is  a  forcible  collection 
in  money  or  in  kind  .  .  .  and  is  gene- 
rally inflicted  as  a  punitive  measure, 
and  as  a  matter  of  policy." 


A  Yorkshire  contemporary  relates  how 
"a  street  organ,  manipulated  by  three 
men  who  professed  to  be  tinemployed, 
was  suddenly  pounced  upon  by  the 
police  and  charged  with  stealing  eggs." 
This  instrument  must  be  one  of  the 
many  Radical  organs  which  support  the 
great  robber  of  hen-roosts. 
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CONSTITUTIONAL  DESPOTISM. 


TIIF.  DESTOT  (to  JOHN  BULL).  "  HERE  'S  A  VISITOR  COME  TO  SEE  YOU.  WON'T  YOU  SAY  A  FEW 
\YKLL-CHOSKN  WORDS  OF  GREETING?" 

JOHN  Buix  (to  the  PRESIDENT  OF  THE  RUSSIAN  DUMA).  "  WELCOME,  SIR,  TO  THE  ANCIENT  HOME  OF 
LIBERTY ! " 

["Lord  riosnbory's  diagnosis  .  .  .  is  perfectly  correct.  .  .  .  Wo  arc  relapsing  into  the  condition  from  which  the  Duma  is  trv  ing  to 
ricate  itussia." — The  Times.  liepresentatives  of  the  Duma  are  now  on  a  visit  to  England.] 


extricate  '. 
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HINTS    TO    YOUNG    ANGLERS.-No.   4. 

IF,  WHEN    ONLY    PROVIDED    WITH    A    LICENSE    TO    FISII    FOR    TROCT,   YOU    SHOULD    CHANCE    TO   CATCH  A   SALMON,   BE  SUBS  THAT  TOUR  OOAT   18 
LONG   ENOUGH   BEFORE   YOD   DECIDE  TO  TAKE  YOUR   FISII   HOME. 


THE  MUTINY  YEAR. 

IN  the  lumber-room  I  rummaged  for  some  papers  out  of  place, 
When  I  came — among  the  cobwebs — on  a  small  morocco  case, 

Raised  the  lid  and  saw  a  medal,  on  its  upturned  side  a  date, 
"  1857  "  graven  on  the  tarnished  Laurelled  plate. 

'Twas  enough  ;  and  ere  I  turned  it  in  its  faded  velvet  bed 
Quite  a  host  of  recollections  ran  in  riot  through  my  head  ; 

And  from  out  the  musty  boxes,  loved  of  spider  and  of  mouse, 
Came  a  half-forgotten  story  of  an  owner  of  the  house. 

Thus :  A  dusty  roadway  rises  and  an  Indian  sun  beats  down 
Where  an  English  scouting  party  gallop  in  from  Delhi  Town,  j 

On  their  flank  the  rebel  rilles  rattle  out  in  sudden  storms, 
One  full  mile  in  front  is  shelter,  where  a  sweating  battery 
forms. 

On  they  come  in  open  order,  through  the  danger  zone  they 

sweep, 
Save  the  hist,  whose  wounded  charger  pecks,  and  pitches  in 

a  heap, 

Stnii^k's,  shivers  and  lies  quiet,  while  the  trooper  makes  a 

run. 
Tries  to  join  his  comrades  halting  under  cover  of  the  gnu, 

Where  they  breathe  their  sobbing  horses,  and  the  boy  who  'a 

in  command 
Knocks  the  dust  from  off  his  tunic,  numbers  off  his  tattered 

band, 

Throws  a  glance  along  the  roadway  where  the  bullets  flick 

and  bound, 
Sees  the  distant,  limping  figure,  swings  his  reeking  Arab 

round, 


Swears,  and,  sitting  down  to  gallop,  sends  him  racing  back 

again, 
Gels  the  trooper  up  in  safety,  spite  the  rjking  leaden  rain, 

And  again  defies  the  gauntlet  of  the  glaring  shot-swept  road, 
Till  the  Arab  rocks  and  staggers  into  cover  with  his  load  ! 
*  *  *  * 

This  the  story  I  remembered  of  tLose  days  by  Delhi's  gate, 
As  I  read  the  magic  figures  of  the  medal's  famous  date. 

Then  it  seemed  to  my  romantic  and  unmilitary  mind 

That  some  record  of  his  riding  might  be  found  engraved 

behind. 

f?o  I  turned  it,  and  discovered  that,  some  fifty  years  ago, 
His  Aunt  Jane  had  scored  with  butter  at  the  local  county  show. 


"  Mr.  DitchiU'ld,  playing  at  Knebworth,  struck  a  lark  with  his  drive 
from  the  tentli  tee.  This  sp'.cndid  sporting  course  promises,'1  &c.,  Ac. 

])iiily  Mirror. 

This  kind  of  sport  might  satisfy  some  of  our  Continental 
friends,  but  what  ice  want  to  know  is— how  is  the  green- 
keeper  doing  with  his  pheasants'  eggs? 

From  a  report  in  The  Irish  Times  of  the  race  for  the  Littfc 
Breeders'  Plate  (five  furlongs)  at  the  Cork  Park  Meeting  :— 

"Won  in  a  ranter  by  two  aud  a-half  miles;  one  and  a-half  miles 
separated  second  and  third." 

We  think  the  misprinter  made  an  error  of  judgment  in 
repeating  his  joke  so  soon. 

News  from  the  Concert  Boom. 

"  Mr. sang  witli  great  feeling, '  Relieve  me  of  all  those  endearing 

young  charms.'  "• — Local  Paper. 
•'  S_  ng  :  '  IV/u'/i  1'clia  sings  '  .  .  Mr.  P.  J.  Dams."—  Cambridge  Chronicle. 

But  what  does  Celia  do  when  Mr.  P.  J.  sings  ? 
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OUR    BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By  Mr.  Punch's  Stuff  of  Learned  Clerks.) 

OM-:  can  guess  what  started  .Mrs.  HTMI-HRY  WARD  oa  the 
iietne  of  her  lJuiihne,  or  '  Mnrr'nnji'  <i  la  Mode  "  (CiSSKU.). 


One  pictures  the  author  on  her  visit  to  the  States,  and  a  New 
Englander  sayinsj  to  her,  "  Our  divorce  laws  are  a  scandal  to 
civilisation;  why  don't  you,  dear  Mrs.  HI:.MI'III:Y  WAIID,  with 
your  powerful  pen,  write  a  novel  exposing  these  iniquities?" 
On  the  other  hand,  she  may  have  undertaken  the_  voyage 
with  this  set  object  before  her.  Anyhow,  it  is  a  pity  that, 
even  from  so  heterogeneous  a  race,  Mrs.  WAKD  should  not 
have  selected  for  her  excellent  purposes  a  purer  type  than 
this  daughter  of  an  Irishman  and  a  Spanish  South  American 
woman.  A  pity  too  that  she  complicates  her  case  by  marry- 
ing Daphne  not  to  another  American  but  to  the  native  of  a 
country  (England)  whose  divorce  - 
courts  take  no  cognisance  of  the 
vagaries  of  Nebraska  jurisdiction. 
But  Mrs.  WARD'S  strength  lies  in 
the  portiayal  of  the  things  which 
her  eyes  have  seen  most  closely; 
and  she  naturally  preferred  familial- 
English  backgrounds  for  the  main 
development  of  her  social  drama. 
Even  so,  she  is  hampered  by  the 
exigencies  of  her  moral  purpose  ; 
the  plot,  never  her  strongest  point,  is 
at  times  perfunctory,  and  the  rather  j 
crude  devices  by  which  Dapltne  is 
allowed  to  stcure  evidence  to  sup- 
port her  case  for  divorce  seem,  if 
I  dare  hint  it,  to  savour  a  little  of 
Palais  Royal  farce. 

I  notic:  that  the  publishers'  an- 
nouncement states  that  "  the  whole 
story  leads  up  to  the  scene  in  the 
last  chapter  Ijetvveen  the  divorced 
husband  and  wife,  and  by  it  Mrs. 
WARD  is  content  that  her  book  should 
be  judged."  And  well  she  may  be, 
for  it  is  certainly  a  very  strong ' 
and  moving  chapter,  and  we  are 
most  of  us  content  to  be  judged 
by  our  best.  But  the  critic  is  less 
easily  eatisfied ;  and  it  must  be 
confessed  that,  though  the  book 
opens  well  and  ends  very  well,  and 


throughout  offers  many  proofs  that  the  old  craftsmanship  has 
not  been  forgotten,  Mrs.  WAKD  has  done  better  work. 

I  must  end  with  a  sincere  compliment  to  the  tact  she  has 
shown  in  handling  a  difficult  subject  without  offence  to  the 
feelings  of  the  nation  whose  laws  (and  some  of  their  manners) 
she  assails.  Americans  are  notoriously  sensitive  of  criti- 
cism ;  but  the  best  of  them  are  bound  to  welcome  this 
attack  upon  a  condition  of  things  from  which  they  are  the 
chief  sufferers.  A  postscript  of  praise  is  due  to  Mr.  PECK  \.\fs 
delicate  illustrations  in  colour. 


Sixpenny  Pieces  (JoiiK  LANE)  takes  its  name  from  the 
practice  of  that  most  amiable  physician,  Dr.  lii-inl;,  of 
Bovingdon  Street,  who  prescribed  for  the  dwellers  in  his 
neighbourhood  on  what  is  called  the  spot-cash  system  at 
sixpence  a  consultation.  Fortunately  the  patients  were  un- 
aware that  Mr,  A.  NKIL  LYONS  was  watching  them  all  the 
time  through  the  little  window  above  the  gas-stove  in  the 
kitchen;  and  those  who  remember  Aiilmr'a,  by  I  ho  same 
writer,  will  not  need  to  be  told  what  excellent  use  he  makes 
"I  ttis  Opportunities.  The  iv.sult  is  a  book  of  which  every 


page  is  a  delight,  written  with  humour  and  sympathy,  and 
a  I  rntle  satire  none  the  less  biting  for  its  restraint.  Especi- 
ally does  the  figure  of  practical  Dr.  .Brink  himself  dwell  in 
the  memory,  witli  his  kindness,  his  steady  disclaimers  of 
philanthropy,  and  above  all  his  very  human  enjoyment  of 
the  good  Burgundy  that  his  work  enables  him  to  alford. 
Perhaps  the  chief  charm  of  the  book  is  its  entire  avoidance 
o!'  sentimentality.  The  tragi-COinediee  of  Bovingdcm  Street 
call  forth  their  own  tears  and  laughter  without  any  apparent 
manipulation  by  the  author.  In  short,  Mr.  LYONS'  Sixpenny 
have  the  ring  of  true  metal,  and  I  for  one  shall  e.igerly 
anticipate  another  issue  from  the  same  excellent  mint. 

Jack  Cell,  the  victim  of  .1  Comedy  of  Amliii'uni  (Mi.:r.nosi-:\ 
is  a  new  variety  of  the  Stickit  Minister.  He  had  plenty  to 
say  for  himself  in  the  pulpit,  but  his  flow  of  oratory  was 
checked  by  a  course  of  1  ligher  Criticism  made  in  Germany, 
s;>  he  threw  up  his  Orders  to  plunge 
into  a  politico-journalistic  life  in 
London  (where  all  good  Scotsmen 
come  at  last).  And  of  course,  being 
a  Scotsman,  he  was  a  triumphant 
success,  :md  his  career  as  para- 
graph writer  and  secretary  to  a 
Member  of  Parliament  makes  very 
good  reading,  though  I  hope  that 
the  tactics  of  party  newspapers 
are  not  quite  so  black  as  Mr.  A. 
GowANa  WHVTE  paints  them.  All 
the  same,  it  is  not  hi?  politics  but 
his  love  affairs,  and  his  relations 
with  the  three  women  who  influenced 
him  most,  that  make  one  really  like 
the  book.  There  are  certa  in  passages 
in  his  friendship  with  one  of  these 
ladies  through  which  1  wish  Mr. 
WIIYTE  had  drawn  his  pen.  But  the 
story  of  his  unconsciously-growing 
love-for  the  woman  whom  he  eventu- 
ally marries  is  idyllic  in  its  earlier 
moments,  and  marked  in  its  climax 
by  all  the  ruggedness  proper  to  the 
course  of  true  love.  The  impedi- 
ment to  their  happiness  was  a  dark 
chapter  in  her  previous  life,  which 
made  her,  as  she  thought,  not  good 
enough  for  him.  However,  a  still 
darker  chapter  in  his  mother's  life, 
which  he  chanced  to  discover,  put 
the  lovers  more  nearly  on  a  level.  And  so  two  blacks  made 
a  white,  and  Mr.  WIIYTE  made  a  good  ending  to  a  good  book. 

In  An  Honest  il/oii  (METHOEN)  the  reader  may  study  the 
curious  operation  of  a  stone  trying  to  draw  blood  from  itself 
and,  supposing  stones  to  have  families,  from  its  wife  and 
children.  Honest  Ftlilsom's  dishonest  partner  defaults  with 
most  of  the  firm's  assets,  but  the  firm's  creditors,  dis- 
regarding the  etiquette  of  fiction,  temper  justice  with  mercy 
and  are  not  the  less  true  to  life  for  that.  They  allow  the 
firm's  debts  to  stand  over  indefinitely ;  but  Milsom's  pride  is 
not  to  be  so  easily  put  off.  It  drives  him  to  play  the  martyr 
to  the  gallery  and  the  brute  to  his  family,  even  to  abuse  his 
sweet  wife  to  his  miserable  ledger-clerk  and  to  do  other 
det:stable  things,  the  pecuniary  advantage  of  which  is  some- 
times obscure.  There  is,  indeed, a  striking  and  possibly  a  sound 
idea  at  the  back  of  the  author's  mind,  that  a  man's  sense  of 
honour  is  often  a  nuisance  and  occasionally  a  positive  curse; 
but  the  next  time  Mr.  H.  II.  BBKTHRBTOH  has  a  striking  idea,  he 
should  invite  some  expert  novelist  to  teach  him  the  art,  or 
undertake  for  him  the  business,  of  its  proper  exposition. 
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MEN   OF  PUDVILLE!"  concluded  the  Orator,  "  the  eyes  of  England  are  upon  you!     Vote  for  Spinks  and  Free 
Trade  !      Vote  for  Spinks  and  the  sacred  principle  of  One  Man,  One  Vote  !     Vote  for  Spinks  and  the  triumph 
of  a  Socialist  Budget !" 

As  he  descended  from  his  al  fresto  hustings,  the  Orator  was  approached  by  a  gentleman  of  philosophic  aspect. 
"  Pardon  me,  Sir,"  said  the  Thinker,  raising  his  hat,  "but  I  have  had  the  ill-luck  to  miss  all  but  your  excellent  peroration; 
and  1  should  take  it  as  a  peculiar  favour  if  you  would  kindly  define  for  me  the  exact  meaning  of  a  'Socialist  Budget.' 
Is  it  one,  as  the  term  would  seem  to  imply,  in  which  all  men  are  equal  in  the  eyes  of  its  framer  ?  " 

"  l!y  u  Socialist  I'.ndget,"  replied  the  Socialist  Orator  (it  was  his  proud  boast  that  he  had  never  paid  "  Sir."  or  raised 
his  hat,  to  any  man),  "1  mean  one  by  which  the  bloated  Capitalist  is  compelled  to  pay  for  the  down-trodden  Masses  from 
whose  sweated  labour  he  has  piled  up  his  iniquitous  accumulations  of  filthy  and  unearned  lucre." 

"  Yet  I  take  it,"  said  the  Thinker,  "  that  you  have  sufficient  self-respect  to  desire  to  contribute  your  fair  proportion 
toward  the  maintenance  of  the  Empire?  " 

"  I  get  all  the  self-respect  I  need,"  replied  the  Orator,  "  from  the  fact  that  I  belong  to  the  ranks  of  Labour.  My 
contribution  to  what  you  call  'the  maintenance  of  the  Empire'  is  moral  rather  than  pecuniary.  I  earn  a  starvation 
I'ittamv  of  >I150  a  year  as  a  Labouring  Man,  and  therefore  pay  no  income-tax.  I  am  a  lodger.  I  allow  myself  no 
luxuries,  being  n  non-smoker  and  a  total  abstainer  from  intoxicating  beverages.  My  doctor  forbids  me  tea  and  sugar. 
As  I  siilTcr  from  gout—'  poor  man's  gout,'  need  I  say? — I  drink  imported  mineral  waters,  and  these  are  not  taxed  by  a 
Five  Trade  (iovcrmnent." 

"  And  I  may  assume  that  yon  subscribe  to  the  gospel  of  Free  Food  ?  " 

"  Would  you  tax  the  poor  man's  bread,  his  staff  of  life?  "  protested  the  Orator. 

"  li  seems  the  only  way  of  getting  at  some  of  you.  Unless  the  necessities  of  life  are  taxed,  how  can  men  like  you 
be  expected  to  have  a  proper  sense  of  the  responsibilities  of  citizenship?" 

"  We  get  that  by  exercising  our  right  to  vote." 

"  To  lie  sure.  Which  reminds  me  that  1  just  now  passed  a  sandwichman  carrying  the  legend, '  No  TAXATION  WITHOUT 
!i'i  !',;I:SKM UION  ' ;  and  siiu-c  we  began  our  conversation  I  am  more  than  ever  impre.>se  1  with  the  belief  that  there  is  quite, 
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as  uuicli  to  l>e  said  for  the  converse  doctrine  —  Xo  HKPBKSF.NTATION  WITHOUT  TAXATION-.  Yours,  of  course,  is  an  exceptional 
case.  You  are  peculiarly  abstemious.  But  even  the  average  labourer  who  has  a  vote  does  not  pay  anything  like  his  share 
of  the  State's  expenses.  How  do  you  reconcile  this  condition  of  things  with  your  principle  of  '  One  Man,  One  Vote  '  ?  " 
"  All  men  are  equal  in  the  sight  of  Heaven,"  replied  the  Orator. 
"But  not  in  the  sight  of  Mr.  LI.OYD-GEOIIGE.  •  Mr  LLOYD-GEOBOE  wants  u-,  to  believe  that  the  Landowner  and  the 
Publican  and  the  Millionaire  ('especially  the  dead  Millionaire)  are  much  bigger  and  better  fellows  than  the  rest,  and  that 
he  ought  to  do  them  the  honour  of  making  them  pay  the  lion's  share  of  the  cost  of  Empire.  Very  good,  I  say,  if  only  he 
gives  them  a  proportionate  voice  in  the  disposal  of  their  contributions.  Your  doctrine  of  '  ONI-:  MAN,  ONE  VOTE'  is  directed 
against  the  pluralists.  men  who  just  happen  to  have  voting  qualifications  in  more  than  one  constituency.  But  I  would 
carry  the  system  of  pluralism  much  further.  I  would  say,  'No  TAXATION  wmiorr  CORRESPONDING  II'I-TUKSKXTATICIN.'  ]f  1 
subscribe  ten  times  as  much  in  taxes  as  my  neighbour,  and  if  these  taxes  are  honestly  imposed,  it  must  mean  that  I  have 
ten  times  as  much  interest  as  he  in  the  disposal  of  the  State's  revenue  ;  therefore  I  ought  to  have  ten  votes  to  his  one. 
Wlio  pays  the  piper  most  has  the  right  of  calling  the  greatest  number  of  tunes." 

A  spasm  of  indignation  played  across  the  face  of  the  Orator.  "You  would  be  throwing  the  power  of  Parliament,'' 
he  said,  "into  the  hands  of  the  Capitalists,  and  they  would  bring  in  Budgets  which  would  lay  the  burden  of  taxation  on 
the  Labouring  Classes." 

"And  an  excellent  thing  for  you,"  replied  the  Thinker.  "You  would  then  get  a  corresponding  increase  of  votes, 
and  be  able  to  turn  the  Capitalists  out  at  the  next  election  and  produce  the  kind  of  Budgets  you  like  best.  The  pendulum 
would  swing  for  a  little,  but  would  soon  reach  a  state  of  millennial  repose." 

"  I  don't  like  your  millennium,"  said  the  Orator,  "and  I  disagree  with  you  in-  every  particular." 
"Then,"  said  the  Thinker,  "let  us  put  the  case  to  arbitration.      Yonder  I  observe,  alighting  from  his  car,  a 
gentleman  of  a  wise  and  judicial  countenance.     Let  us  appeal  to  him." 

****** 

Scarcely  had  the  benign  old  Sage  caught  the  gist  of  tbe:r  argument  .when  he  politely  interposed. 
"Gentlemen,"  he  said,  "I  am  no  party  politician.     I  have  a  habit  of  smiling  at  various  forms  of  folly,  but  I  make 
it  a  principle  not  to  attempt  to  assign  to  them  any  order  of  merit,  saying,  '  This  is  foolish,  but  that  is  more  foolish  still.'     On 
the  contrary,  I  have  with  me  a  soothing  compound  for  the  composure  of  all  differences.      Permit  me  to  hand  you  a 
couple." 

And  with  that,  and  a  courtly  bow,  MR.  PUNCH  (for  it  was  he)  bestowed  on  each  a  sample  of  his 
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Penalties' of  Office  (The) :;:«> 

Perfect  Holiday  (The) 439 

Porteresque  (The) 27t! 

Praise  to  the  Face 44S 

Prepare  to  shed  them  non   27'.l 

Problems  ofa  (ireat  Mind ISO 

Publishers' Announcements 449 

Quarrel  (The) 452 

Return  of  the  Lion  (The) 150 

Secret  Out  (The) 35tf 

Seen  ill  the  Shops 

Serials  for  All    S 

•  it  of  i  lie  Public  (A) 
Sidelights  on  tin-  "  Shovel       

Spciu-lit  up  :     i  •                 •_•;:! 

Spring  l>iy  liy  li.iy        241 

Sprln--  I'...'!  (Tb»)  430 


C!  RAVES,  C.  L.,  AXD  LUCAS,  E.  V. 

St.  Cecilia  at  the  Sales 20B 

Tips  for  our  Tots    23:' 

Truthful  Advertiser  (The) 21 4 

Viceregal  Capers ISS 

View  of  Modern  Life  (A) !'«' 

Want  Places 250 

Wordj  in  the  Dock 322,  330 

GCTHRIE,  ASSTEY 

Conversation-Manual  for  the  Mon- 
key-House (A) :  lie. 

"  Find  "  Seekers  (The) 107 

Private  Reflections  of  a  Conscien- 
tious Fox  (The) 12S 

"Under  entirely  New  Manage- 
ment''    SO 

Writinga  Comedy  under  Difficulties  422 

HASKIX,  ST.  Jonx 

Modern  Dramatist  tohis  MuM(Tlu-)    10 

HODGKIXSOS,  T. 

Coming  Prodigy  <  4) 4<)1 

Higher  Hedonism  (The)  Sft'i 

Tardy  Proposal  (A) 44H 

HOGGARTH,  GRAHAM 

Shakspeare  Hour  (The)    44 

HOI'KIXS,  E.  T. 

Horse-]iower    *8 

Wiuu  when  it  is  red 208 

HUGHES,  C.  E. 

Our  Booking  Office . .  Is,  72.  '.«>,  i 
252,  270,  588,  324,  342,  37$,  414 
William's  Licence .     74 

HcTnimsos,  A.  S.  M. 

HiMiplineforSeirants 98 

JENKIXS,  ERNEST 

Back  to  the  good  Old  Times SI 

Blackmail 

Chess  Mutch  (A) 

Englishman's  V>  01  khoii-e  tThc). 
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JlAKISS,  KliNEST. 

King  of  the  Castle  (The) 

I 'i : i: l ul  Conversation    

guest  ions  of  Health 

Musing-Sickness 

.IIIYCE,  K.  K. 

>.ii  the  Anti-Motor  Slu.w 

KEIGWIN,  It.  P. 

Philosophic  Fighter  (The) 

Sic  Transit  

KERR,  A.  I'.  T. 

Glass  with  Care 

KENDALL,  CAITAIN 

Benedick 

KENT,  E.  A. 

New  Terror  (The  > 

KIWI,  ARTHUR 

Poet  and  Penguin 

Kxox,    K.  G.    V. 

Clothes  and  the  Clerk 

Crisis  (The) 

Hook  of  the  Rmper  (The)   

Ode  toa  So-called  Spring  Chicken 

On  Robert  Reduced 

Once  Bitten 

Our  Booking  Office....  !>4,  108,144. 
234,  270,  342,  Sftti,  432 

Pagan  Splurce  (The) 

Protest  from  Parnassus  (A)    

Hertford  Mllsagetea   

Kcscnes  for  the  Rich    

Komance  in  1908 

To  a  Cnckoo,  heard  on  the  Links. . 

To  a  Fancy  Vest 

Tying  the  White  Ti« 

LANGLEY,  F.  0. 

Among  the  Advertisements   

Babes  and  Sucklings 

Celebrities  of  the  Railway  World.. 

Confession  (A)    

Digression  (A) 

Donkey  Whitewashed  (The)  

How  the  Good  News  was  Made  — 

In  Chambers  850,  3SO, 

Our  Booking  Office 300,  432, 

Philistines  among  the  Prophets  . . 
Polit*  Art  of  Vituperation  rThi.)  . . 

Rex  r.  Thomas  Bence  

Roofer  (The)    

"Save me  from  my  Friends" 

Ship-shape  Shopman  (TheJ 

Suspect  (The) 

Voyage  of  Discovery  (The) 

LAY,  ERNEST 
Literary  Help 

LEA,  JOCELYN  C. 

Mars  and  Venus 

Mother's  Sacrifice  (A) 

Sonnet  of  Sprint;  Microbe*  (A) .... 
Station  Pathway  (The)    
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;  Ll'.llMANN,    1!.    C. 

Cheltenham  Water IK) 

Contract  (The)     44 

rro-s.Kxaininatioii:,  I'm-  the  Hume 
]::•'  1  ill,  Kl-l,  I*.',  -JIHI,  2:i(,  '.M-_', 
iM,2f"6r«08,«a8, 844,  f  08,8*8,484 

Day  in  June  (A; 4.V. 

Hints  to  Beginner*   20 

In  Sumnifr-Time  en  Winter-Time..  Ill 

In  the  Confederate  Clumber (12 

In  the  Crip  of  an  Arlist 41(1 

Mouse  (The)      (Hi 

\n   Millionaire     :i.^s 

:      Our  Booking  Office ..  l:>i!,  H4,  I'.'N  2ss, 
432 

:      Sleuth    1*5 

Soliloquy  in  Berlin  77 

I.<iD<;E,   A.    A. 

Mnemonic  Aids H'O 

l.nv.  H.  W. 

Essence  of  Parliament ISO,  K.7,  175, 

1H3,  211,22!i,  247,  2(1.'..  301,  31'.'.  WIT, 
355,  373,  S'.'l.  4d(i.  427,  445,  4:,7 

Our  Booking  diliee. . . .  is.  ;:c,,  us,  li>8, 
234,  202,  270,  HOd,  :!'.'(! 

MVCKKXXIK,  A.  G. 

Wallflower  (The 1  :;-• 

MARTIN,  N.  R. 

Great  Authors'  .Struggles 142 

Invaders  (The)    1ST 

Literary  Insurer  (The) 41 

More  Budget  Grumbles    454 

More  "  rngotten  "  Minerals 384 

Snow  Flakes    177 

MENZIES,  G.  K. 

A.andB 135 

Beauty  in  Business    296 

Degeneration  440 

Dog's  Life  (A) 02 

Irresponsible  Wooer  (The)  441 

Perfect  Pedagogue  'The) 46 

Revenge  (The) 1 3H5 

Hilling  Passion  (The;    401 

Itus  in  Urbe 359 

Wins  of  the  Fathers  (The) 63 

Unsettled  Convictions 32K 

Way  to  Wedlock  (The; 110 

William's  Wail    316 

MIALL,  DERWENT 

Back  Number  (A)  440 

Dead  Certainty  (A)   196 

Embarrassment  ot  Hiches  (An). ...  376 

Errata   _ 194 

Incompleat  Burglar  (The)  1G 

Kindness  and  Dumb  Animals    ....  857 

One  of  the  Unemployed 266 

Some  New  Headlines    278 

MILNE,  A.  A. 

Another  Olympic  Game  : . . .  78 

At  the  Play SS,  1 42,  :in  i .  :t.-,s 

Budget  Letter  (A) 110 

Catch  »a Catch  Can   \-2-> 
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MII.NK,  A.  A. 

Daily  Programme  (Tlie)  

Fancy  Dress 

Great  Play(A) 

Literary  Light  (A 

Motor  Mystery  (The)    

Mr.  Punch's  Budget 

I'.'dS     

Oor  Jamie 

Our  Booking  Office Is,  12(1.  M2. 

2ss,  324 
Pantomimic  Touch  (The)    -. . . 

IVlev 

liabl.its  (The) 420, 

Revival  of  the  Fittest  (The)   

^e:is'in's  1'iospects  (The) 

S'en't  of  I  he  Arm\  Aeroplane  'The 

Spring  (Janlens   

Story  of  the  Week  (The) 

To  an  Old  ll.it  

Tobaeco  and  Other  Duties 

Trifle  Off  (A)    

University  Boat  Race  (The)  

Week-end  in  the  Country  (A) 

MOTT,  ELSIE  M. 

Fly  and  Lei  Fly 

MURPHY,  PAUL 

SoloeTutti 

PARTRIDGE,  BERNARD 

Our  Booking  Office    

PARTRIDGE,  EDWARD  J. 

bad  Case  (A)    

POPE,  JESSIE 

Artf ul  Dodger  (The'. 

Bandbox  (The)    

Billy  Barrington's  Mano-iivre    

Char-r-m  

Children's  Treat  (The, 

Midges'  Song  (The)    

Our  Christmas  Pudding 

Woman's  Franchise  

RAVEN-HILL,  L. 

Our  Booking  Office    

EISK,  R.  K. 

Centenary  Court  Tile) 

Lilies  for  a  Birthday 

Neglected  Centenarist  ( A  ' 

Solitude    

ROSE,  GERALD 

Compleat  Skater  vTlie) 

Ross,  ROBERT 
Tips  to  Art  Critics 

ROWAN,  HILL 

"  Broadening  the  Basis"    •_'.(.", 

Dumped  Diseases    '. 14 

Forgotten  Heroes 74 

Told  to  the  Sea-horse  Marines  ....  34 

SEAMAN,  OWEN 

Ascot  Tints 4:!4 


SEAMAN,  OWKS' 

At  the  Play.  .Sit,  232,  250,  isl,  a>4,  :;12, 
80S,  412  ' 

Beaut}  in  the  Making :ios 

Detachment  of  Pnuoerbf  (The,  ..218, 

no 

Diary  of  the  Near  East    :'  I  J 

Fortune  and  Folly 2:111 

Guide  to  Popular  Emotion  (A: 2,  20 

Harmoi.y  in  splits  (A) USD 

Higher  Language  Test  (The;    :i!is 

In    Memoriam — Algernon    Charles 
Swinburne 


In    Memoriam  —  Arthur    William 

A'Beckett 45 

In  Memoriam— George  Meredith  ..  370 

In  the  Old  Lion's  Den :!s 

Jerry  Builder's  Budget  (The;    ....  32C. 

More  Panic 257 

No  Offence  Intended 200 

Of  the  Proposed  Tax  on   l!acli»!nr-   is-; 
Our  Booking  Office  .  12(1,  21(1,  :am,  ".7", 

414,  450,  4(14 
Uight   Man  in  the   Wrong    Place 

(The) 14C. 

Shouting  tor  a  Tax  on  Noise -JM 

Sic  nos  lion  nobis 50 

Stepney  Children's  Pageant  (The)..  330 

To  Betty  in  "Rubbers"  ....' Ji.t 

Transformation  (The) 344 

"Words,  Words,  Words"    410 

SlIKAIIAN,  G.  f. 
How  the  Bad  News  was  Marred   ..     01 

SMITH,  G.  TURLEV 

Matches  and  Mentis   28 

Our  Booking  Office 54,  W).  10,s,  102, 

252,  324,  342,414 
Young  Idea  (The) 215 

SYKES,  A.  A. 

Cow-cure  (The) 413 

GolfDegree(A) 2'.| 

On  "  Billy  "—an  Epitaph   341 

SkyCode(A)  4» 

Tele-wooing 341 

Walks  in  Life <;s 

TILBY,  WYATT 

Our  Booking  Office 
234,  288,  378,  4JO 

Tt;uxER,  DENIS 

En  Attendant 

WATT,  HANSARD 

Beetle  (The) 

My  Partner 

Our  Sweep   

WHITE,  R.  F. 

Leap- Year  Lament  (A) 

What  Every  Goiter  Knows 

WRIGHT,  F.DWAKD 
Flirtation  in  Triolets  (A) 
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Pictures  and  Sketches. 


ARMOUR,  G.  DKNIIOLM  ...  15,  33,  31,  69 
121,135,159,177,195,213,231, 
285,  303,  321,  339,  357,  375,  393, 
447 

BAUMER,  LEWIS  ...  7,  25,  59,  117,  151, 
241,  287,  313,  367,  383,  405,  419 

BOOTU,  J.  L.  0 

BROCK.H.M 

BURNET,  W.  HODGSON  

ClIINNER,  J.  A 

DALE,  LAWRENCE  

DOWD,  S.  H 

GWENKETT,  (HiSN 

HARRISON,  CIIAIILKS    

UASELDEN,  W.  K.  ...  l(i,  88,  122,  142, 

250,  284,  304,  312,  330,  358,  412 

HOLLAND,  ARTHUR 

KING,  GUNNING  .  .  23,  71,  79,  99,  149, 

305,323,317,413,  III 

Ll  NT,  WlI.MOT    51, 

WU'I'HKRSON,  U 125,   17H, 

MAYBANK,  THOMAS 

MILLAU,  H.  H.    ...    01,  181,  1!I9,  217, 

271,  :;.-i(i 

MORROW,  (!K(II:I;K  ...  18,  '.',(',,  5((,  (I,S,  Oil, 
120,  127,  144,102.  180,  190,210, 
270,288,  289,  307,  ::21,  .".12.  .".1.",, 
414,421,432,450 


MILLS,  A.  WALLIS  ...  45,  89,  107,  143,  207,  233, 
251,209,277,359,377,419 

XORRIS,  A 37,  161 

PEGHAM,  FRED   ...    9,  C3,  73,  215,  223,  201,  295 
RAVEN-HILL,  L.  ...  10,  46,  64,  82,  100,  118,  136, 
151,  172,  190,  208,  226,  244,  202,  280,  298 
.".10,  334,  352,  370,  388,  400,  42  I,  I  12 
REED,  E.  T....  13,  31,  49,  67,  85.  103,  12:i   I .",9 
140, 157,  158,  175,  170,  193,  191,  211.  212 
229,  230,  247,  248,  259,28::,  .".ill,  302,  SIS 
:;I9,  320,  383,  337,  338,355,  :;:.o,  373,  "71, 
391,  392,  409,  410,  427,  428,  1 15.  1  Hi 

j  REYNOLDS,  KIJANK    ."til,  103,433 

liiuNTiii:!:.  UMIKV  53,  145 

1  SAMBOURNE,  K.  LIM.EY '1 

SllCI'Uili,  l-'.l.'NKS'l    II .",11 

SHBPPEHBOH,  CLAUDE  H.  ...  27,41,97,11.".  133 
107,  203,  21'.-..  21."..  20.1,  279,  297,  331,351, 
305,  415,  437 

STAMINA,  (I.  L 17,19,197 

THOMAS,  BKKT   91 

'1'noiii'E,  F 86 

T.IWNSEND,  F.  H  ....  5,28,45,55,77,95,115, 
131, 153,  169,  185,  205,  239,  257,  275,  293, 
311,  329,  319,  .",0(1,  309,  .".85,  .101,  422,  431, 
439 

WALSIIC.  . I.  C 

WILLIAMS,  HAMILTON 81 
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THIS  LAND 

IS  NOT  BEIMG  USED  TO 

.   THE  BEST 

ADVANTAGE 

T"t  'i_7     .—_  r-.  — .   «^ 


Sporting  Combines. 

To  the  list  of  established  hybrid  games — Ice-Hockey,  Bath- 
Handball  \soinctimes  called  Water-Polo),  and  Pony-Hockey 
(sometimes  called  Polo,  tout  court)  —it  is  now  proposed  to  add 
the  sport  of  Bolter-Tennis.  Other  attractive  combinations 
ha\v  uiviirred  to  us,  such  as  Airship-Golf,  Submarine-Foot- 
ball, Jujitsu-Corliag  (with  humans  for  stones),  Motor-CVi.-ket 
(petrol  interval  at  4.30),  Express-Patience  (for  Messenger 
l'«.y>  ,  Polo-Bridge  (like  ordinary  Bridge  but  with  a  mounted 


dummy),  Croquet-Billiards  (played  on  the  usual  billiard- 
table  and  highly  recommended  by  the  manufacturers  of 
the  same),  Antarctic-Marathon  (to  find  the  Pole,  then  once 
round  and  back),  Lacross2-Badrniuton,  and  Looping-the- 
Gftber. 

"Th>  rejectiLin  ot  the  measure  would  still  leave  lia'liealism  com- 
mittal to  Socialism, but  in  the  trough  of  a  wave  in  which  it  would  be  in 
[n'l-il  i.f  ploughing  the  arid  sands  of  Opposition." — Belfast  tfeweltlter. 

Not  arid,  surely. 


TOL.  CXJUtVU. 
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THE    GERM-CARRIER. 

]N  U.S.A.  (across  the  brook) 

There  lives,  unless  the  papers  err, 
A  very  curious  Irish  cook 

In  whom  the  strangest  things  occur: 
Bcm-ath  her  outside's  healthy  gloze 

Masses  of  microbes  seethe  and  wallow, 
And  everywhere  that  MARY,  goes 

Infernal  epidemics  follow. 

Herself  immune  and  full  of  beans, 

A  state  her  ruddy  cheek  confirms, 
They  say  she  runs,  behind  the  scenes, 

A  toiling  factory  of  germs ; 
AYherever,  rosy  and  robust, 

She  was  engaged  to  boil  the  victuals, 
The  family  would  bite  the  dust, 

Falling  about  her  path  like  skittles. 

What  latent  seeds  of  typhoid  lurk 

In  ambush  near  her  every  pore, 
You  '11  see  in  Dr.  SOPER'S  work — 

"  A  Chronic  Germ-Distributor ;  " 
A  statistician  gives  his  view 

That,  if  she  kept  a  dairy  farm,  he 
Reckons  that  on  her  own  she'd  do 

More  damage  than  a  German  army. 

Our  MJkRY,  being  shut  away 

For  two  whole  years  to  get  her  clean, 
Is  just  as  germy  as  the  day 

On  which  she  went  in  quarantine  ; 
And  now  the  Court  that  tries  her  case 

(Her  chance  was  but  the  merest  cipher) 
Sprinkles  aseptics  round  the  place 

And  says  she  ought  to  have  a  lifer. 

And  yet  she 's  not  the  only  one 

That  flings  destruction  far  and  wide, 
And  still  contrives  somehow  to  shun 

The  horrid  poison  housed  inside  ; 
I  know  a  man,  with  health  as  rude, 

Whose  lightest  word  and  simplest  wheeze  '11 
Throw  off  a  germ  you  can't  elude — 

Either  a  mump  or  else  a  measle. 

As  blooming  as  a  perfect  peach, 

And  hard  as  is  the  camel's  hump, 
LLOYD  never  learned,  by  sampling  each, 

To  tell  a  measle  from  a  mump  ; 
Yet  where  he  goes  the  microbes  spread  ; 

You  mark,  though  he  is  never  ailing, 
Horror  that  vainly  scoots  ahead, 

And  pestilence  behind  him  trailing. 

Among  his  hundred  books  (the  best), 

Lord  AvEBUtY,  counting  up  his  cash, 
Was  shocked  to  find  his  noble  chest 

Break  out  into  a  measly  rash  ; 
"Nathaniel,"  too  (that's  not  his  name, 

But  let  it  serve  for  Budget  humour), 
Secured  a  brace  of  mumps  that  came 

And  caused  a  nasty  facial  tumor. 

How  deal  with  one  who  bears  about 

These  germs  of  Socialistic  rot  ? 
Some  would  employ,  to  snuff  him  out, 

A  lethal  chamber.     I  should  not. 
1  recommend  a  happy  mean, 

A  more  humane  and  temperate  measure : 
1  'd  have  him  clapped  in  quarantine, 

There  to  abide  the  country's  pleasure.        U.  S. 


CROSS-EXAMINATIONS   FOR  THE   HOME; 

On,    LITTLE    AinmuV    \l«\\>    TO    KXO\VLKIX;I-:. 
(Little  Arthur,  aged  12;  Papa,  aged  48.) 

1  Attic  Ai'thitr.  Papa,  you  're  a  Conservative,  aren't  you? 

Pupa.  Yes,  my  boy,  of  course  I  am. 

L.  A.  Why  do  you  say  "  of  course,"  Papa?  Couldn't  you 
lave  been  a  Liberal  ? 

Papa.  Cerliiinly  not.     Quite  impossible. 

L.  A.  Wliynot,  Papa? 

l'ii fni.  01).  ah,  well,  they  're  a  wretched  lot,  you  know,  con- 
iscators  and  all  that.     They  're  never  happy  unless  they  're 
psetting  everything,  and  undermining  the  Church  and  the 
Jonstitution. 

L.  A.  Yes,  Papa,  I  've  heard  you  say  that  before,  and  1  'in 
sure  it  must  be  very  dreadful.  But,  Papa. 

Papa.  Well,  what  is  it  ?  Speak  up,  you  know.  1  'in  only 
:oo  glad  you  're  showing  an  intelligent  interest  in  politics. 

L.  A.  Yes,  Papa,  1  'm  trying  to  do  that.  I  was  going  to 
ask  you  if  you  thought  all  Liberals  were  bad  men,? 

Papa.  Oil,  I  don't  go  so  far  as  that. 

L.  A.  But  if  they're  robbers,  Papa,  and  disloyalists,  and 
if  they  mean  to  abolish  the  King  and  destroy  the  Army  and 
ruin  the  Navy,  and  if  they  're  revolutionists  actuated  only  by 
sordid  greed  and  envy — 

Papa.  Who  put  all  those  long  words  into  your  head  ? 

L.  A.  You  did,  Papa. 

Papa.  I? 

L.  A.  Yes,  Papa.  I  took  them  all  from  your  speech  at  the 
meeting  last  week.  You  said  (reading  from  a  newspaper)  : 
"  If  you  desire  to  have  in  power  men  who  are  disloyalists 
steeped  to  the  lips  in  treason,  if  you  wish  the  Government  of 
this  great  country  to  be  carried  on  by  those  who  would 
uproot  the  throne,  rob  the  rich,  destroy  property,  tax  the 
poor  man's  beer,  and  place  our  navy  at  the  mercy  of  foreign 
powers  ;  if " 

Papa.  Yes,  I  remember. 

L.  A.  That  was  what  you  said,  Papa,  and  a  good  deal 
more,  too,  and  then  there  was  loud  and  long-continued 
applause. 

Papa.  Yes,  the  speech  seemed  to  please  them.  It  was 
what  they  'd  all  been  thinking,  you  know,  and  when  1  said  it 
for  them  they  cheered. 

L.  A.  Yes,  Papa.  William  thought  it  was  a  good  speech, 
too.  He  said,  "  Master  did  let  'em  have  it  proper." 

Papa.  You  shouldn't  listen  to  what  a  footman  says. 

L.  A.  I  couldn't  help  it,  Papa.  He  said  it  quite  loud,  you 
know,  the  next  morning  in  the  breakfast-room,  before  you 
came  down.  But  he  said  he  was  a  Liberal  himself,  and  ho 
wasn't  going  to  change. 

Papa.  Oh,  he  said  that,  did  he? 

L.  A.  Yes  ;  and  isn't  Mr.  Hopwood  a  Liberal  too,  Papa  ? 

Papa.  Yes,  Hopwood  's  one  of  the  worst  Radicals  I  ever 
met — not  far  short  of  a  Socialist,  I  fancy. 

L.  A.  Oh,  Papa,  don't  say  that.  That  would  be  too 
terrible. 

Papa.  I  'in  afraid  it's  true. 

L.  A.  But,  Papa,  Mr.  Hopwood  was  dining  here  only  two 
days  ago. 

1'apii.  Well,  what  it  he  was? 

L.  A.  And  after  dinner,  Papa,  when  I  came  in  to  dessert, 
you  and  Mr.  Hopwood  were  talking,  and  Mr.  Hopwood  spoke 
about  reform  and  the  land  and  unearned  wealth  and  the 
Budget,  and  you  said  there  was  a  good  deal  to  be  said  for  it 
from  his  point  of  view,  and  he  'd  put  it  very  well. 

Papa.  Yes,  I  know  ;  he  'd  argue  the  hind  leg  off  a  donkey. 

L.  A.  I  should  like  to  see  him  do  that,  Papa.     And  then 

you  said  the  House  of  Lords  wouldn't  have  it,  and  he  said 

you  were  trying  to  break  up  the  Constitution ;  and  you  said, 
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THE  LAST  IttDE  TOGETHEK. 

PRINCK  BUKLOW.   "AT    THIS    POINT,   SIRE,    WITH    YOl'R  AUGUST   PERMISSION,    I    PROPOSE    T«  > 

I;KSK;N  MY  HIGH  FUNCTION." 

TUB  KAISER.    "NAY,   NAY,    KXCKLLKNl'Y ;    \\\-l    WILL    BEAR    WITH    YOU   A    LITILK    LoNCKK." 
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Iluvtcss  (who  has  laid  her  aehoolboy  visitors  to  help  tlie  metres  t;i  xlrn  , •lierrlcx).  "WELL,  HAVE  TOU  Fot'XD  SOME  SICE  OXES?" 

Lionel.  "On,  YES,  THANKS   VERY   MUCH — AND  I'M   AFBAID   WE'VE  TAKES   IIVTIIF.R  A  LOT;  BUT  THEN,  AS   I   SAID  TO  HERBERT,  IT'S  THE 

CHANCE  OF   A   LIFETIME." 


Nn,  you  weren't,  and  he  said,  Yes,  you  were  ;  and  then  you 
said  in  a  crisis  like  this  the  Constitution  didn't  matter.  I 
thought  it  was  most  interesting. 

Papa.  Come,  that 's  very  kind  of  you. 

L.  A.  And  then  you  drank  a  glass  of  port  together,  and  he 
,  "Thi-  Hndget,"  and  you  said,  "The  House  of  Lords," 
and  you  both  laughed.  You  seemed  to  be  rather  pleased 
with  him. 

Papa.  Yes,  he  'd  argued  well,  but  I  rather  think  I  got  the 
best  of  it. 

L.  A.  He  didn't  think  so,  Papa.  I  heard  him  say  after- 
wards that  he  thought  he  'd  taken  a  point  or  two  off  you. 
lie  said  it  to  Mr.  Hammerton. 

Papa.  Another  Radical. 

L.  A.  Yes,  Papa,  he  'a  a  Liberal  too ;  so  you  had  two 
Liberals  to  dinner. 

I'apn.  Shows  how  broad-minded  I  am. 

L.  A.  Oh,  Papa,  you're  joking  now.  How  can  you  make 
a  joke  of  it? 

Pai«i.   \Vhy  shouldn't  I? 

L.  A.  But  if  they  're  such  bad  men,  you  oughtn't  to  give 
them  dinner  or  be  pleased  with  tliem.  You  ought  to  call 
the  police  and  have  them  put  in  prison. 

7'djrfi.  You  think  so,  do  you? 

L.  A.  \cs  Papa.  They  oughtn't  to  get  off  because  they  're 
rich  men.  You  said  yourself  iu  that  speech  that  the  beauty 
of  the  law  was  that  it  was  the  same  for  the  rich  as  for  the 
poor. 

I'liim.  So  it  is;  but  it  won't  hit  Hop  wood  and  Hammerton 
for  being  Radicals. 


L.  A.  Well,  all  I  can  say  is  it  ought  to,  if  they're  robbers 
and  disloyalists  and  all  that.  But  perhaps  you  didn't  mean 
it,  Papa.  Perhaps  you  were  joking. 

I'upa.  Nothing  of  the  sort. 

L.  A.  Then  you  ought  to  tell  the  King  about  them  and 
their  Government. 

Papa.  The  King  ? 

L.  A.  Yes,  because  I  read  the  other  day  that  the  King 
appoints  the  Government,  so  the  King  ought  to  know  that 
his  Government  are  robbers. 

Papa.  Oh,  the  King  knows  all  about  them  right  enough. 

L.  A.  Then  I  can't  understand  it. 

Pupa.  No,  you  can't;  and  you'd  better  be  off  now.   I'm  busy. 


'•  I'ntil   tlio   second  hole  was  reached  iho  game  was  one  of  give 
iin  1  take,  neither  side  holding   any  advantage." — Edinburjh  Evening 
Dispatch. 
It  almost  looks  as  though  the  first  hole  must  have  been  halved. 

"The  Victoria  and  Albert  Museum  was  considerably  enriched  on 
Saturday  for  the  opening  ceremony  by  many  splendid  loans.  A  con- 
siderable number  of  highly  distinguished  people  lent  their  presence."— 
Maxchestt  r  Guardian. 

This  is  indeed  doing  it  on  the  cheap. 


A  Monopolist. 

"This,"  says  The  Irish  Titnes,  "  w.is  the  fourth  out'.ng  of  the  Jersey 
I.ily  filly,  and  she  lias  be.-n  first,  second  and  third  every  time." 

This  gives  you  some  idea  of  what  women  would  do  in  the  way 
of  place-hunting  if  they  got  into  Parliament. 
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BLANCHE'S    LETTERS. 

Park  Lane. 

DKAUEST  DAPHSK,— My  hay-party  went 
with  a  bang,  and  was  voted  quite  the 
newest  and  prettiest  function  in  town 
this  summer.  I  see  the  sincerest  form 
cropping  up  already  in  several  direc- 
tions. I  commandeered  Mayfair  Square 
for  the  occasion,  and  had  ever  so  many 
loads  of  hay  brought  up  from  the 
country ;  I  'in  afraid  it  was  a  bit  damp 
— several  people  say  they  caught  cold — 
pigs !  The  dancing  and  supper  mar- 
quees were  made  like  big  barns,  and 
the  cards  I  sent  out  were  tilings  of 
sheer  joy,  with  the  dearest  little  crossed 
rakes  and  pitchforks  on  them,  - 
and  "  Come  and  make  hay  while 
the  moon  shines."  We  were  all 
en  paysaime,  of  course,  and  as 
the  men  are  so  obstinate  about 
dressing  xip  I  simply  laid  in  a 
big  store  of  smock-frocks,  and 
made  them  put  them  oil  when 
they  came.  Pompom  and  my 
newest  little  darling  (an  Antarc- 
tic spaniel,  my  dear,  a  dream 
of  doghood,  with  the  sweetest, 
weeniest  leggy-legs !)  both  wore 
teeny  smock-frocks,  and  every- 
one was  raving  about  the  little 
thingy-things. 

The  moon  put  in  a  disap- 
pointing performance  ;  however, 
we'd  lots  of  lamps  to  support 
her,  and  the  rain  kept  off,  for 
that  occasion  only.  I  took  care 
to  have  all  the  proper  rustic 
dishes,  syllabub,  posset,  junket, 
as  well  as  things  people  really 
can  eat  and  drink,  and  we  did 
country  dances,  and  played  kiss- 
in-the-ring  and  threading  -  the - 


age,  you  know,  when,  as  the  Psalmist 
says,  "The  grasshopper  is  a  failure." 

Of  course  I  managed  to  secure  the 
dear  Empire  Editors  for  dinner  while 
they  were  in  London,  and  every  one 
said  it  was  extremely  well  done  and 
struck  the  right  note,  and  all  that  sort 
of  thing.  The  menus  were  in  the  form 
of  proofs.  There  was  "Consomme  a  la 
Redacteur"  and  "Soles  a  I'lmprimerie," 
and  the  chief  dishes  were  called 
"  Leading  Articles."  Of  course  I  'd  no 
"  canards "  in  the  bill-of-fare,  and  no 
"  marrons  glacis  "  among  the  sweets. 
My  own  toilette  was  very  carefully 
thought  out,  its  leitmotif  being  intellect : 
— plain  white  satin,  cut  prineesse,  with 


needle,    and    dancing-do  wn-tbe- 
hay,  and  all  the  things  rustics 

.  ,,  ,  J  UI.CfrllSMO  •       It        II'     I     I        : 

do,  even  to  saying  ee  and  A  SNOW-SHOVELLER." 
"zee."  People  brought  their 
own  rakes  and  pitchforks,  and 
some  of  them  were  certainly  very  - 
chic ;  but  mine  were  easily  best — ivory 
with  silver  teeth.  Norty,  who  looked 
awfully  snappy  in  his  smock  -  frock, 
said  he  believed  it  was  "alien  hay." 
Wasn't  it  a  shame  ?  I  said  it  wasn't, 
but  he  persisted.  He  declares  that 
even  our  hay  isn't  made  in  England 
now !  For  a  touch  of  local  colour  I 
had  two  cows  put  in  a  corner  of 
the  square,  to  graze  or  chew,  or  what- 
ever it  is  they  do  ;  but  unluckily  one  of 
them  ran  at  Aunt  Goldie — (I  'in  not  a 
bit  surprised ;  it  only  shows  what  a 
lot  of  sense  animals  have !) — and  she 
fainted.  Entre  nous,  my  dear,  she 
looked  most  utterly  and  completely 
ricky  in  a  short,  flowered  skirt  with 
panniers,  a  sunbonnet,  and  buckled 
shoes.  Isn't  it  quaint  that  she  should 
core  to  come  to  a  hay-party? — at  her 


Wife  of  Unemployed.   "  MY  'U8BAND   FINDS  IT  VERY   'ADD  — 
VERY  "ADD  IKDEED,  SIR,  TO  GET  ANY  WOKK  AT  HIS  TRADE." 
Facetious  Gentleman  (getting  off  old  joTte).  "I  SUPPOSE  HE'S 


W.  of  U.  "  INDEED  no,   SIR  !    Xo  SUCH  LUCK  !     'E  's  OSJ.Y  A 

BSOW-SIIOVKLLEll's   LABOURER  !  " 


no  trimmings,  and  only  diamonds  for 
ornaments.  I  felt  perfectly  at  home 
with  the  dear,  clever  things,  for,  you 
know,  literature  and  journalism  are 
quite  a  fad  of  mine,  and  I  should 
devote  myself  to  them  a  good  bit  if 
I  could  spare  time  from  things  that 
matter  more.  I  don't  profess  to  be 
among  the  "  Got-theres,"  or  to  be  any- 
thing, at  present,  but  a  "  Not-yet ;  " 
still,  some  enormously  kind  things  have 
been,  said  about  two  little  signed  articles 
of  mine,  "  What  to  Wear  and  What  to 
Say  when  Aeroplaning,"  and  "  Ought 
Young  Girls  to  run  without  Blinkers  or 
not?"  in  The  Sidajlancci-  and  The 
Peeress. 

I  developed  some  of  my  views  and 
ideas  about  the  Press  of  the  Empire  to 
the  dear  Editors,  and  one  or  two  of 


them  said  they'd  never  heard  of  any 
views  or  ideas  at  all  like  them  before ! 
Wasn't  it  flattering? 

The  most  important  piece  of  news 
this  season  is  that  ears  are  out — quite, 
and  quite  demode.  As  SHAKSPKAIIE  says, 
"  If  you  have  ears,  prepare  to  shed  them 
now,"  or,  if  shedding  them  outright  is 
too  diffy,  at  least  hide  them,  for  they  're 
most  unpopular  features  just  now — (by 
the  way,  icould  ears  be  called  features 
or  appliances  ?) 

Ears  being  out,  it  naturally  follows 
that  voices  are  worn  loud  and  screamy  ; 
which  reminds  me  of  a  little  tragedietta 
people   are    telling    each    other.      You 
must   understand,  to  begin  with,  that 
Winnie  and    Cuckoo    Delamont 
have  been  in  the  first  flight  of 
the   earless  brigade   (they  both 
have  the  typical  Delamont  ear 
— an  ear  diviouxly  intended    to 
lead  a  veiy  retired  life !).    The 
Duchess  of  Dunstable,  with  these 
two  girls  in  tow,  was  one  of  the 
most  persistent  of  the  maternal 
sports,    who,    for    a   long    time, 
have     been     patiently    stalking 
Lord   Orebright   (rather  a  new 
creation,   but    immensely    pecu- 
nious,  my  dear  !  \     Well,  whether 
old  Dunstable  at  last  wore  him 
clown,  or  whether  he  really  did 
begin  to  see  more  in  Cuckoo  than 
anyone  else  has  ever  been  able 
to  see,  one  can't   say,  but  the 
affair   began  to   move  and    get 
some  way  on  it,  and  finally  came 
to    a  head   at  the   Flummery  s' 
garden-party,  where,  it  seems,  he 
proposed   while  he  and  Cuckoo 
were  sheltering   from   the    rain 
under  some  trees.     Mrs.  Jimmy 
Sharpe  happened  to  be  passing 
behind   them  at   the   time,  and 
says  she  heard  the  offer  made 
in  the  most  formal  terms — "I 
say,    look    here !      What    d'you 
say  to  you  and  me  toddlin'  to 
church   together?     I'm  willin', 
if  you  are."     And  that  unlucky  Cuckoo 
had  a  heavy  bunch  of  silk  cherries  over 
one  ear  and  a  great  chiffon  chou  in  the 
other,  and   never  knew  she  'd   had   an 
offer  !     She  spoke  immediately  of  some- 
thing quite  irrelevant,  and  young  Ore- 
bright    thought  he   was   refused ;    and 
now,  they  say,  he  's  quite  likely  to  be 
Clyde  Vandollarbilt's  fifth!     When  the 
story  got  round  at  last  to  the  old  Duchess, 
I  hear  she  tore  her  transformation,  boxed 
Cuckoo's  peccant  ears  (there 's  a  lot  to 
box  in  the  Delamont  ear !),  and  went  to 
bed  for  a  week  to  do  a  rest-cure.     The 
two  girls  go  everywhere  now  with  their 
ears  severely  unadorned  and  very  much 
in   evidence ;    but   too  late !    too   late ! 
"  After  the  stable-door  is  stolen — "  you 
know  the  proverb. 

Beryl  Clarges  and    Babs   St.   Austin 
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MIT  at  daggers  drawn,  and  have  spoken 
a  good  deal  of  but  not  at  all  /<>  eacli 
nlher  since  they  met  at  tlio  International 
Match  at  Ilm-lingham  drcxxnl  I'sm-llii 
alike!  U'-/.<iiV  it  a  ghastly  business? 
One  likes  one's  Crocks  to  be  admired 
and  applauded,  hut  fancy  the  horror  of 
having  them  encored! 

They  both  wo:e  Ac'iille  Frou-frou 
frocks  (the  now  man,  you  know,  who 
was  over  here  a  short  time  ago  as  the 
nui-st  of  our  Government,  and  boasts 
that  he  dressed  Ascot  entirely,  this 
year!)  of  ii'maii  dc  sole,  in  that  sweet, 
undecided,  indescribable  shade  called 
"  Perhaps,"  precisely  alike  in  every  de- 
tail,  even  to  the  placing  of  the  little 
touches  of  fringe  that  Achille  signs  all 
his- gowns  with.  Each  accuses  the  other 
'of  hanky-panky  in  the  matter,  and  they 
both  mean  to  bring  an  action  against 
Achille,  and  apply  to  the  French  Govern- 
ment for  extra  something. 

The  latest  about  the  Bullyon-Bounder- 
mere  people  is  that  she  has  engaged  a 
clever  little  secky,  who  writes  her  out 
short,  snappy  conversations  on  "  topics 
of  the  hour,"  which  the  B.  B.  woman 
proceeds  to  "get  by  heart,"  and  that 
when  they  were  dining  with  Bosh  and 
Wee- Woe  the  other  night,  the  masculine 
B.-B.,  having,  Bosh  says,  rather  mixed 
his  liquors,  called  out  to  his  wife,  just 
before  the  women  left  the  table,  "  I  say, 
M!ria !  Not  one  of  your  subjects  has 
been  mentioned.  Ain't  it  a  pity?  " 
Ever  thine,  BLAX<  HE. 


SRERBERT. 

ENTERPRISE  being  ever  the  badge  of 
The  Eastmmsler  Gazelle,  a  representative 
of  that-journal  was  in  Sir  HERBERT  BEER- 
UIIIM  TUBE'S  dressing-room  within  at 
least  four  days  of  his  acquisition  of  the 
coveted  honour  of  knighihood  which 
His  MAJESTY  has  just  conferred  upon  the 
Lessee  of  His  Theatre.  The  following  is 
a  short  summary  of  the  interviewer's 
experiences : — 

Sir  HERIIERT — or  SKEIWKRT,  as  the  man 
in  the  gallery  fondly  calls  him  —  was 
found  mopping  his  brow  after  his  exer- 
tions at  UcrMr'f  bier  and  the  repeated 
calls  which  almost  automatically  follow 
them.  Mindful  of  M.MJK  TWAIN'S  recent 
volume,  I  asked  him,  "Is  HHAKSPEARE 
dead?" 

"Dead!"  he  replied  w'lh.  fine  em- 
phasis and  a  lifting  of  the  mobile  brow 
which  said  as  plainly  as  words — "  Have 
you  not  just  seen  the  completes!  con- 
tradiction? SiUKsi'K.viii:,  aided  by  his- 
trionic genius,  can  never  die." 

"And  what,"  I  asked,  "does  it  feel 
like  to  be  Sir  HKKKKUT  ?  " 

"  As  natural,"  replied  the  great 
mimic,  "as — as  nature.  To  the  manner 
born." 


Arrival.  "  How 's  ACSTUALIA  DOING  ?  " 
Patient  Entlius'iast.  "  WELL,  I  SHOULD  THINK  THEY  MUST  BE  UAVISO  TEA. 

SINCE  I   HEARD    ANYTHING." 


IT'S    POME    TIME 


"  SHAKSI-EARI:  ,"  I  ventured,  "  had    no  j 
such  distinction.     Do  you  think  that  he  j 
would  have  written  better  had  he  been 
SIR  WILLIAM?" 

"  Ah,"  said  Sir  HERBERT,  "  there  you 
pose  me.  He  might,  and,"  he  added 
thoughtfully,  "he  might  not." 

"  May  I  record  those  words?"  I  asked, 
drawing  out  my  pad. 

"Surely,"  replied  my  host;  "is  not 
that  what  you  came  for  ?  " 

I  wrote  them  down  and  here  they  are. 
There  would  doubtless  be  more  like 
them  but  for  the  sudden  appearance  of 
the  call-boy,  in  response  to  whose  sum- 


mons the  knight  vanished  with  a  courtly 
farewell. 

"  Ah !  "  said  I  to  myself,  "  if  only  all 
those  whom  the  Kim:  delights  to  honour 
were  like  tliat !  0  si  sic  omne» !  Such 
aplomb ! " 

Quick  Scoring. 

"  Davis  was  batting  an  hour  and  T5  niinules 
for  liis  brilliant  display,  wliieh  only  contained 
oil'  veiy  difficult  chance.  Just  before  his  di— 
missal  h.i  hit  22  fours."—  Manchester  Evening 
Neirs. 

It  seems  to  have  been  a  sort  of  after- 
thought. 
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THE    RABBITS. 

CHAPTER  HI. — GOOD  Suoonx<;. 

"  WM.I.  somebody  give  me  a  cigarette?' 
s-aid  Myra,  stretching  out  a  hand. 

"I  fancy  not,"  I  said,  "Thomas  am 
1  both  feel  that  you  are  too  young." 

"  I  don't,  really  want  one,  but  whei 
I  'm  locked  up  in  the  billiard-room  will 
i  wo  dumb  men — 

"  We  were  reflecting  on  our  bles-e.- 
victory." 

"Were  you  thinking  of  Archie's  cen- 
tury or  Join's  bowling?  " 

'  Neither,  oddly  enough.  I  was  recall- 
ing my  own  catch  which  won-  the  match. 
Poetry  ;  let's  go  and  tell  Simpson." 

"It   teas   a   skier,"   said   Myra. 
t bought   it  was    never    coming    down. 
What  did  you  think  of  all  the  time?  " 

"  Everything.  All  my  past  life  Hashed 
before  my  eyes.  I  saw  again  my  happy 
childhood's  days,  when  1  played  inno- 
cently in  the — er — pantry.  I  saw  im  self 
at  school,  si— working.  1  saw — 

"  Did  you  happen,"  interrupted 
Thomas,  when  we  both  thought  he  was 
fast  asleep,  "  to  see  yourself  being  badly 
taken  on  by  me  at  billiards?  " 

"  Thomas,  you  're  not  properly  awake, 
old  friend.  Iknowthatfeeling.  Turnover 
on  the  other  fide  and  take  a  Iweatb." 

Thomas  rose  and  stretched  himself,  and 
went  over  to  the  cue  rack.  "You  should 
have  heard  him  siding  about  his  blessed 
billiards  this  morning,"  he  told  Myra. 

"  I  didn't  side.  I  simply  said  that 
anybody  could  beat  Thomas.  Do  they 
play  billiards  much  at  the  Admiralty  ? 
I  should  have  thought  the  motion — 

"  Take  a  cue.     Myra  will  mark." 

"  Rather;  I  can  mark  like  anything." 

"Once  upon  a  time,"  I  said,  "there 
was  a  lad  who  wanted -to  go  into  the 
Admiralty.  But  his  mother  said,  '  Not 
until  you  have  learnt  to  swim,  Thomas.' 
So  he  had  a  set  of  six  private  lessons  for 
one  guinea  before  he  went  in  for  the 
examination.  He  came  out  thirty-eighth, 
and  was  offered  a  lucrative  appointment 
in  the  Post  Office  .  .  .  Hence  his  enor- 
mous skill  at  billiards.  Thick  or  clear?" 

"  I  will  adventure  half-a-crown  upon 
the  game,"  said  Thomas,  giving  a  miss. 

"RightO  llomsrmu).  Now,  are  you 
ready,  marker  ?  I  'm  spot.  Hadn'tyou 
better  oil  the  board  a  bit2--Wel7r  as 
long  as  you  can  work  it  quickly  enough." 

1  took  careful  aim,  and  my  ball  went 
up  the  table  and  back  again,  with  the 
idea,  I  imagine,  of  inspecting  the  wicket. 
It  seemed  quite  fast. 

"  One  alJ,"  said  Myra,  and  Thomas 
kindly  brought  his  ball  and  mine  to  the 
top  of  the  table. 

"  I  fancy  I  shall  ba  able  to  swerve 

from  this  end,"  I  said.   I  tried  a  delicate 

cannon,  and  just  missed  the  object  ball. 

'  I  shall  find  a  spot  directly — there  's  one 

under  the  red  ball,  I  believe." 


"Do  try  and  hit  something,"  said 
Myra. 

"The  marker  is  not  allowed  to  give 
advice,"  1  said  sternly.  "What's  the 
matter,  Thomas?  " 

"  I  'in  not  quite  sure  what  to  do." 
"I  think  you    ought    to   chalk   your 
cue  here,"  I  said,  after  examining  the 
position.  ..   _ 

"  I  've  done  that." 
"  Then  ram  the  red." 
Thomas  rammed  and  all  but  sank  it 
in  the  left-hand  pocket. 

"I  am  now,"  I  said,  "going  to  do  a 
cannon  off  the  cushion.     Marker,  what 
is  mv  score?" 
"  One,  Sir." 

"  Then  kindly  get  ready  to  put  it  up  to 
three  .  .  .  Rotten  luck." 

"  Wrong  side,"  siid  Myra  judicially. 
"No,  I  meant  to  hit  it  that,  side." 
"I  mean  you  wanted  a  little   check 
side." 

Hang   it,  this  isn't  chess.     (}o  on, 
Thoras." 

Thomas,  who  had  been  chalking  his 
cue,  advanced  to  the  table.    "  Hallo,"  he 
Wi  "  where  'a  the  other  ball  ?  " 
I  looked^t  the  table,  and  there  were 
only  two  balls  on  it ! 

"  That 's  an  extraordinary  thing,"  I 
said  in  amazement;  "  I  'in  almost  certain 
we  started  with  three." 
"Did  you  put  me  down  ?  " 
"  Certainly  not ;  I  shouldn't  dream  of 
doing  such  a  thing.      I  don't  say  but 
what  I  mayn't  have  slipped  down  my- 
self when  nobody  was  looking.     Myra, 
did   you   notice    which    pocket    I   was 
trying  for  that  time  ?  " 

We  felt  in  all  of  them  and  at  la&t 
found  my  ball  in  one  of  the  bottom  ones. 
It  must  have  gone  there  very  quietly. 

"  Score,  marker?"  I  asked  confidently, 
as  I  prepared  to  continue  my  break. 

"  01),  you're  going  over  the  crease," 
cried  Myra. 

I  took  my  ball  back  an  inch.  "  Will 
you  tell  me  the  score  ?  "  I  said. 

"STEVKNSON  (in  play),  three;  IN  MAN, 
two.  INJIAN'S  two  were  both  wides." 

Barely  were  the  words  out  of  her 
noutliwhen  IX.VUN'S  score  was  increased 
jy  a  no- ball.  A  miss-cue  they  call  it 
echnically. 

"Three  all,"  said  Myra.  "This  is 
awfully  exciting.  First  one  is  ahead, 
and  then  the  other." 

"  By  the  way,  how  many  up  are  we 
playing?" 

"  Five,  aren't  you  ?  "  said  Myra. 
This  routed  Thomas.  He  had  played 
himself  in  and  now  proceeded  to  make  a 
pretty  break  of  seventeen.  I  followed. 
There  was  a  collision  oil'  the  middle 
pocket  between  spot  and  red,  and  both 
went  down.  Then  plain  was  uninten- 
tionally sunk  as  the  result  of  a  cannon 
shot,  and  spot  and  red  sailed  into 
harbour.  With  Thomas's  miss  I  scored 


eleven.      Unfortunately,    off    my    next 
stroke  Thomas  again  went  down. 
"  Billiards,"  he  said. 
"  You  don't  think  1  want  to  put  the 
rotten  thing  down,  do  you  ?     It's  such 
a  blessed  rabbit.     Directly  it  sees  a  hole 
anywhere    it  makes  for  it.      Hallo,   sL\ 
more.     I  shall  now  give  what  they  call  a 
mis-  in  baulk." 

"  Oh,  good  miss,"  cried  Myra,  as  spot 
rested  over  the  middle  pocket. 

"  That    was    a,    gcogly.      You    both 
thought  it  would  break  the  other  way." 
The   game   went  on   slowly.     When 
Thomas  was  ninety  and  I  was   ninety- 
nine  there  was  a  confused  noise  without, 
and  Archie  and  Miss  Blair   burst  into 
the  room.     At  least  only  Archie  actually 
burst ;  Miss  Blair  entered  sedately. 
"  Who 's  winning  ?  "  cried  Archie. 
"  What  an  absurd  question,"  I  said. 
"  As  if  we  should  tell  you." 

"  All  right.  Dahl — Miss  Blair,  have  you 
ever  seen  billiards  played  really  well?" 
"Never." 

"  Then  now  's  your  chance.  Ninety, 
ninety-nine — they  've  only  just  begun. 
This  is  Thomas's  first  break,  I  expect. 
There — he's  got  a  clear  board.  You 
get  five  extra  for  that,  and  the  other  man 
is  rnbicoued.  Ninety-nine  all.  Now 
it  is  only  a,  question  of  who  misses  first." 
I  put  down  my  cue. 
"Thomas,'1 1  began,  "we  have  said 
some  hard  things  about  each  other  to- 
night, but  when  I  listen  to  Archie  I  feel 
very  friendly  towards  you." 

"Archibald,"  said  Thomas,  "is  a 
beastly  name." 

"  So  I  told  Miss  Blair.  For  a  man 
who  was,  so  to  speak,  born  with  a  silver 
billiard-table  in  his  month,  to  come  here 
and  make  fun  of  two  persevering  and,  in 
my  case,  promising  players,  is — 

"  You  '11  never  finish  that  sentence," 
said  Myra.  "Try  some  more  billiards." 

"It  was  almost  impossible  to  say  what 
I  wanted  to  say  grammatically,"  I  an- 
swered, and  I  hit  my  ball  very  hard  up 
the  table  at  the  white  .  .  . 

"  It 's  working  across,"  eaid  Archie, 
after  the  second  bounce;  "it  must  hit 
the  red  soon.  I  give  it  three  more  laps." 
"  It 's  going  much  more  slowly  now," 
said  Miss  Blair. 

"Probably  it's  keeping  a  bit  of  a 
sprint  for  the  finish.  Wait  till  it  gets 
its  second  wind  .  .  .  No,  I  'in  afraid 
it 's  no  good  ;  it  ought  to  have  started 

sooner.  Hallo,  yes,  it 's Got  him  !  " 

"It hasn't  finished  yet,"  I  said  calmly. 

Look  .  .   .  there  !  " 

"Jove,"    said    Archie,    shaking    my 

hand,   "that's    the   longest    loser  I've 

ever  seen.     .My  dear  old   man,  what  a 

performer.     The  practice  you  must  have 

Lad.     The  years  you  must  have  devoted 

to    the    game.      I   wonder— could   you 

possibly  spare  an  hour  or  two  to-motrovv 

to  play  cricket  for  us?  "         A.  A.  M. 
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The  Beauty  (turning  from  long  gaze  in  mirror).  "  I  DO  ENVY  von  !  " 

The  Friend  (pleased  but  Ineredulous).  "  Yoo  EXVY  as,  MY  DEAR!     I  WONDER  WHT?" 

The  11,'uitti/.  "BECAUSE  rou  CAS  SEE  THE  SEAL  ME.    I  CAN  NKVER  SEE  ANYTHING  BUT  THE  SIKRE  REKLB.TION." 


QUID    PRO    QUO. 
( '.in)Ki  incv  LOVATT,  when  we  fed 

l^ate  together  (with  respect) 
Of  the  many  things  you  said 

One  alone  I  recollect : 
"I,  clear  Bard,  would  give  the  Mint  .  . 

(,"  lilooming  Mint,"  to  be  correct) 
"  For  to  see  my  name  in  print." 

(ieoffrey  Lovatt,  Geoffrey  Ixrvatt, 
See  how  well  I  took  the  hint ! 

As  it  happens,  I  've  a  bone  ; 
Let  us  pick  it  clean  and  dry. 

All  aloii^  you  mu*t  have  known, 
Neither  can  you  now  deny, 

It  was  only  when  I  saw 
That  you  wore  lo\v  collars,  1 

Overlooked  your  every  flaw, 

And  agreed  to  take  you  for  a 

Brother-  (woe  is  me  !)  -in-law. 

<  'ollars  always  should  lie  low. 

She,  your  self-inllieted  wife, 
Th inks  they  should  be  high,  and  so 

Maili-  a  burden  of  my  lit'e  ; 


Raised  an  everlasting  blister ; 

Pricked  it  with  a  ceaseless  knife. 
So    I    murmured,    when    I'd    kissed 

her, 

"Geoffrey  Lovatt,  Geoffrey  Lovatt, 
Take  (and  tame)  my  little  sister." 

Out  I  went  and  bought  a  gift, 
Even  came  and  helped  you  wed, 

Thinking,  "Here's  the  man  to  shift 
All  the  nonsense  from  her  head. 

Let  the  champion  take  the  floor, 
And,  whenas  the  foe  is  fled, 

I  will  share  the  spoils  of  war, 

And  in  peace  and  one-inch  collars 

Live  at  ease  for  evermore." 

You  have  cheated  all  my  hope, 
And  (indictable  offence) 

Have  obtained  two  Silver  Soap- 
Dishes  by  a  false  pretence. 

Oh,  to  see  you  sitting  there, 
Throttled  by  a  stiff,  immense 

Stretch  of  linen,  which  you  dare 

(Geoffrey  Lovatt.,  Geoffrey  Lovatt) 

To  pretend  to  like  to  wear  ! 


Knowing  what  a  woman  can, 
Guessing  what  this  woman  would," 

Do  to  intimidate  a  man 
On  his  honeymoon,  I  could 

Bring  myself,  perliaps,  to  see 
Some  excuse  for  you,  and  should 

Almost  let  the  matter  be ; 

But  you  've  got  the  brazen  cheek  to 

Join  her  in  abusing  me. 

Geoffrey  Lovatt,  that  is  eight 

Times  you  've  seen  your  name  in  print. 
Can  you,  for  it 's  not  too  late, 

Do  as  I  and  take  a  hint  ? 
Though  I  feel  I  cannot  quite 

Offer,  as  you  did,  the  Mint, 
If  you  '11  show  a  decent  fight 

"  Geoffrey  Lovatt "  shall  occur  in 
Every  article  I  write. 


Butchered  to  Hake  an  English. 

Holiday. 

"Save  a  'chop' which  Tyldesley  \aliantly 
atlciupted  to  hold,  Gregory  was  the  backbone 
uf  his  M.!.\"  Liverpool  Daily  Post. 
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Candidate  for  Oslorne  (uho  las  been  told  by  hia  father  to  be  polite  lo  the  Examiners).  "TiuxK  YOB   so   MUCH 
IMMENSELY!"  • 


I'VE    ENJOYED   MYSELF 


"NATHANIEL'S"   OPERA. 

FIRED  with  enthusiasm  to  emulate 
tlie  artistic  successes  of  Lord  HOWARD  I>E 
WALDEN,  who  has  been  felicitously'  de- 
scribed by  Tlid  Daily  Chronicle  as  "one 
of  the  few  millionaires  who,  in  addition 
to  being  keenly  interested  in. classical 
literature,  is  a' so  a  pret  of  no  mean 
ability,"  Lord  ROTHSCHILD  is  hard  at 
work  upon  the  book  of  an  opera  the 
music  of  which  is  by  Mr.  Allbroke.  It 
may  be  remembered  that  Lord  HOWARD 
T>E  WALDKN'S  opera,  which  was  performed 
in  selection  a  few  nights  ago,  deals  with 
the  romance  of  "  Dylan,  the  Son  of  a 
Wave."  Lo;d  ROTHSCHILD'S  opera  is 
devoted  to  "  Davy,  the  Son  of  a  Gun," 
and  is,  his  Lordship  wittily  remarks, 
the  only  thing  that  is  devoted  to  him. 

Davy  is  a  Welsh  freebooter  of  audacity 
and  address,  whose  delight  it  is  to  rob 
not  only  hen-roosts  but  the  English 
people  generally.  The  First  Act  rises 
upon  him  in  his  youth  as  a  reputable 
member  of  society,  paying  his  taxes  like 
the  rest  of  us.  The  injustice  of  them — 
the  year  is  not  given,  so  that  the  framer 
of  the  particular  Budget  cannot  be 
identified — excites  him  to  fury.  Same 
day,  he  vows,  he  will  get  some  of  his 
own  back,  or,  in  Lord  ROTHSCHILD'S* 
mellifluous  and  scholarly  verse — 


A  day  will  surely  dawn, 

Not  this,  perchance,  but  son.e  not  distant 

morn, 

When  I  will  frame 

An  instrument  to  harass  and  inflame  ! 
-  The  British  border 
Shall  know  no  worse  marauder. 

In  the  Second  Act  Davy  is  himself 
the  hero  of  the  Marches  and  the  subject 
of  a  thousand  songs.  He  it  was  who 
scaled  the  castles  of  this  lord  and  that, 
and  took  from  them  all  they  had  and 
more ;  he  it  was  who,  winning  his  w ay 
even  to  Blenheim — but  the  episode  is 
so  graphically  managed  by  the  noble 
librettist  that  we  must  quote  it  in  full : 

Dary.  Here,  hero  at  last, 
All  difficulties  past ! 
The  broad  lands  bide 
Our  whelming  coming,  far  and  wide. 
The  fenced  fields  our  favours  wait, 
We  know  no  check,  we  conquer  fate  ! 
Trouble  us  nor,  for  we  go  free, 
Friends  of  the  stars  and  the  boundless 

sea. 

We  are  the  tax-collectors, 
The  gartered  nobles'  hectors. 

[He  forces  hi*  way  through  the  gates, 
ftillmccd  by  ilia  henchmen. 

SCESK   II.—  The.  Jllcnhi'im  Hatt-rMm.     A  revel 

is  in  progress.     Enter  Vary. 
Davy.  Gather  ye  rosebuds  while  ye  may, 

Rut  recollect  there  comes  a  reckoning 

day.  [7'aiiir. 

I  The  Duke  of  MarJborongh. 

Who  are  you,  tell  me,  pray  ? 


Davy.  Know'st  thou  me  not?    But  I,  O  Duke, 

know  taee. 

'Tis  Davy,  Son  of  a  Gun,  that  you  now  see. 
[Draw*  Jiudgei,  and  advances  on  the 

Duke. 
The  Dvlte  (tenor  solo). 

My  hour  has  come,  alas !  that  it  is  so, 
That  I  must  quit  for  ever  all  this  show ! 
Farewell  must  say  to  storied  towers, 
To  lordly  oaks  and  flowery  bowers  ; 
But  when  stern  Davy  standeth  by, 
There  's  no  alternative  !    I  needs  must 
die.  [Commits  hura-kiri. 

Davy.  Robbed  of  his  living  taxes !     Yet,  my 

brauties. 

We'll  have  our  satisfaction    in  death 
duties. 


A  very  near  Thing. 

"  June  21  ij  the  longest  day.  The  sun  rises 
at  3.44  and  sets  at  8.18,  whereas  on  the  follow- 
ing day  the  sun  r.ses  at  3.45  and  sets  at  8.19." 
— Manchester  Evening  Netcs. 

In  decent  June  weather  one  might  have 
called  it  a  dead  heat. 


"  The  attention  of  the  Emigrants'  Information 
Office  has  been  called  to  ca^es  of  hardship  and 
d<  stitution  among  shepherds  who  have  emi- 
grated to  Chili  and  other  parts  of  the  United 
Kingdom." — Inle  of  Wigl/t  Mercury. 

We  should  be  glad  to  know  of  any  part 
of  the  United  Kingdom  to  which  the 
word  Chili  has  not  applied  during  the 
recent  cold  snap. 
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WHEN   THE   STORMY  WHALES   DO   BLOW. 

L.IU,  CHARLES  Itesronn.    "  OF    COURSE    I    KNOW    ALL    ABOUT    SUB   JUDICE,   BUT,  HANG   IT,  I 
MUST  COME  UP  NOW   AND  THEN   FOR  A  BIT  OF  A  SPOUT."  • 
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ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED  FROM  THK  DIARY  OK  TOBY,  M.l'. 


"/  '  'miniKiu*,  MOIHIHI/,  June  28. 
—Nothing  more  touching  in  modern 
Parliamentary  life  than  the  relationship 
l>etween  Irish  Nationalists  and  Ulster 
Members.  Separated  by  the  narrow 
gulf  of  the  Gangway  they  prove  afresh 
that  blood  is  thicker  than  water.  De- 
monstrations of  affection  lose  nothing 
by  reason  of  their  spontaneity.  Should 
Captain  Ciuni  or  WILLIAM  MOORE  rise  to 
offer  contribution  to  current  enquiry 
or  debate,  their  brethren  below  the 
Gangway  instantly  break  forth  in  a 
shout  in  which  appreciation  for  intel- 
lectual supremacy  is  mingled  with  note 
of  personal  affection.  On  the  other 
hand,  when  a  Nationalist  Member  speaks, 
Ulster  uplifts  its  voice  in  shrewd  sugges- 
tion designed  to  flash  a  clearer,  more 
kindly  light  on  his  purpose. 

An  instance  forthcoming  this  after- 
noon. It  appears  that  Miss  COLEXSO 
from  her  personal  resources  contributed 
certain  sums  of  money  to  the  defence 
of  Disizui.r.  For  any  person  in  any 
quarter  of  the  Empire  to  have  associated 
himself  or  herself  with  revolt  against  the 
Crown  suffices  to  secure  sympathy  of 
Irish  Nationalists.  They  suggest  that 
the  Treasury  should  reimburse  the  lady. 
UNDER-SECRETAKY  FOR  COLONIES,  impreg- 
nably  polite,  points  out  that  the  Govern- 
ment contributed  out  of  the  public  purse 
funds  necessary  for  the  defence  of  the 


~ 


\ 


Dinuriiia    imjeius    Llnlmlie,    or    ilooa    Bird 
(found  iu  North  Armagh,  otherwise  cxtiuct). 
^C'ouut  W-ll-m  M-re.) 


«!•'•"  ' 


"  IMPRET.XADLT  POLITE." 
(Col.  S-V,  D.S  0.) 

Zulu  Chief.  They  really  cannot  extend 
their  bounty  to  cover  the  case  of  Miss 
COI.KXSO.  Irish  Nationalists  insist  SEELY 
shakes  his  head. 

It  was  here  that  Mr.  MOORE  stepped  in 
with  suggestion  calculated  to  meet  diffi- 
culty. 

"Will  the  UNDER -SECRETARY,"  he 
suavely  asked,  "consider  the  propriety 
of  obtaining  a  grant  from  the  United 
Irish  League  Fund  for  Miss  COIXNSO  ?  " 

The  consideration  of  the  Nationalists 
for  the  comfort  and  convenience  of  a 
countryman  from  Ulster  was  forthwith 
testified. 

"Sit  down!   Sit  down!"  they  shouted. 

Parliamentary  week  only  just  com- 
mencing. Mr.  MOORE'S  remarks  not 
lengthy.  They  had,  for  example,  fallen 
short  of  the  exposition  of  the  Budget 
which  kept  CHANCELLOR  OF  EXCHEQUER 
on  his  legs  for  four  hours.  Yet  so 
motherly  in  its  tenderness  is  the  con- 
cern of  the  Southerners  for  the  health 
and  comfort  of  a  brother  from  the  North 
that  they  insisted,  almost  with  turbu- 
lence, upon  his  not  endangering  his 
health  by  undue  physical  effort. 

"  Sit  down  !  Sit  down !  "  they  roared 
again.  Having  shot  his  dart,  Mr.  MOORE 
obeyed  injunction. 

Huxiness  done. — Fourth  night  in  Com- 
mittee on  Budget  Bill.  FITZAI.AN  H<>r;: 
propounds  conundrum  dealing  with 
property  let  on  lease  expiring  at  death 
of  the  hist  survivor  of  three.  A  friend 
of  his  holds  such  a  lease,  the  remaining 
life  being  that  of  a  virgin  of  seventy. 


"  Now."  he  said,  fixing  im|iiirin; 
on  CHAN*  Ki.l"i:  "I    mi:  Kv  m.'.'i  i.n,  '•  what 
formula    lias  the  right  lion,  gentleman 
for  establishing  the  exact  relatioi 
tween  the  value  of  the  property  and  the 
life  of  the  old  lady?" 

LLOVD-GEIIIKJU  moved  the  Closure. 

Tneadnij.  Transference  <>f  the  MAVH.I; 
OK  KLIBAXK  from  Lobby  to  Treasury 
Bench  on  promotion  to  place  vacated 
by  Bu(  IIAXAN  deprives  the  House  of  a 
useful  and  attractive  study  in  deport- 
ment. In  addition  to  his  duti>  ;>' 
Whip,  ELIBAXK  was  Comptroller  of  His 
Majesty's  Household.  From  time  to 
time  it  fell  to  his  lot  to  bring  messages 
from  a  gracious  Sovereign  to  the  faith- 
ful Commons.  Arrayed  in  Court  uni- 
form, carrying  the  white  wand  of  office, 
he  advanced  to  the  Table  with  due 
obeisance  to  the  Chair.  That  compara- 
tively easy.  Where  natural  grace  came 
in  was  in  the  retreat,  each  step  taken 
backward  with  halt  at  the  precise  spot 
proper  for  the  thrice-made  salutation. 

Seems  easy  enough  till  tried.  Many 
a  dauntless  Admiral  who  has  blithely 
trod  the  quarter-deck  in  hours  of  danger, 
and  has  subsequently  been  made  Black 
Hod,  has  been  conscious  of  the  fearsome 
sinking  of  the  heart  that  accompanies' 
this  expedition.  At  least  one  in  modern 
times  halted  speechless  at  the  Table. 
MASTER  OF  ELIBAXK  took  to  ceremony 
from  the  first  as  a  duckling  takes  to  the 
water. 

To-day,   making   first  appearance  as 


You  SHOI-LD  .-EE  MC  "  RK.VF.RSF.  " ! 
(Master  of  Elibank— and  of  walking  backwards.') 
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I'mler- Secretary  for  India,  displayed 
l'resli  qualities  that  compel  esteem.  ]''.aeli 
of  the  half-dozen  enquiries  on  the  paper, 
for  which  he  was  prepared  with  written 
answer,  was  followed  liy  what  is  known 
as  a  supplementary  question.  •  Other 
Ministers,  weakly  yielding  to  pernicious 
habit  that  sometimes  leads  to  ruffled 
temper  and  always  involves  unredeemed 
waste  of  time,  make  answer.  MASTER  01 
ELIBAXK.  apparently  unhearing, certainly 
unheeding,  stared  vacantly  into  space  as 
if  he  were  on  the  blasted  hertth  (quota- 
tion) once  visited  by  Macbeth,  also  as  it 
happened  charged  with  a  batch  of  sup- 
plementary questions.  • 

ThVquerist  sat  dumbfoundered.  star- 
ing at  the  new  Minister  as  if  his  silence 
were  due  to  sudden  development  of 
trance.  -•Nothing  •  happening,  SPEAKER 
called  next  question  on1  paper  ;  there  fol- 
lowed another  supplementary  question, 
another  glacial  .silence;  next-  question 
was  'called,  and  so  business  briskly 
proceeded.  .-;•.,  -  .  •  . 

Possibly  this  remarkable  state  of 
things  was  due  rather  to  necessity  than 
to  deliberate  design.  Having  been:'but 
a  day  at  the.  India  Office,  the  UNDER- 
SECRETARY could,  hardly  -be  expected  to 
answer  off-hand  .questions  sprung  upon 
him  as.toi.the  population  of  the  Madras 
Presidency,  the  code  of  regulations  for 
European  'Schools  in  Bengal;  or  the 
domestic  circumstances  of  "one  Gulab 
Bano,"  alleged  to  have  made  short  work 
of  her  husband.  . 

However  it  be,  the  value  of  example 
remains.-  If  all  Ministers  would  follow 
it,  a  practice  .that  deprives  the  Question 
hour  of  much  of  its  usefulness  would 
disappear. 

Business  done.- — Worrying  awav  at 
Budget  Bill. 

Wednesday, — HORATIO  BOTTOM  LEY  has 
made  rich  discovery  of  ungotten  minerals 
and  promises  CHAXCELI/IR  OF  EXCHEQUER 
great  haul.  Talk  about  the  ordinary 
hen-roost,  what  is  it  compared  with  the 
vision  discerned  by  thy  mind's  eye, 
HORATIO  ?  Deep  down  in  the  cellars  of 
bankers,  public  and  private,  there  is 
stored  treasure  in  price  far  exceeding 
what  the  deep  uufathomed  caves  of  ocean 
bear.  Bank-notes  issued  and  never 
presented;  balances  standing  in  the  name 
of  men  and  women  long  since  dead  and 
turned  to  clay;  piled  up  securities  repre- 
senting hundreds  of  thousands  ol 
pounds,  not  to  mention  brass- bound 
1)0X63  bursting  with  priceless  jewels 
and  precious  stones. 

HORATIO,  if  pressed,  could  name  twelve 
banks  where  there  are  secured  at  this 
moment  unclaimed  securities  worth  two 
million  sterling.  All  this  he  proposes 
to  pour  into  the  lap  of  CiiANC'ia.i.oit  01 

IUXOHEQUBR. 

To  that  end  brings  in  Bill  compelling 
bankers  to  make  disclosure  of  their 


Wiiiant  balances  and  other  treasures  as 
ireliminary  to  handing  them  over  to 
service  of  the  State. 

liiixiin-xx  done. — C'lause  1  of  Budget 
Kill  (lasted  with  trifling  amendments. 

Tlnu-stliiy.— The  INFANT  SAMUEL  has 
been  "called"  again,  this  time  to  the 
Cabinet  with  rank  of  Chancellor  of 
Duchy  of  Lancaster.  The  promotion, 
for  a  still  young  Member  rapid  and 
considerable,  is  hailed  with  approval  on 
both  sides.  As  Under -Secretary  for 
Home  Department  he  impressed  an  as- 
sembly, the  keenest  judge  of  character 
in  the  world,  with  sense  of  his  capacity. 
Is,  withal,  free  from  that  pushfulness  not 
ever  absent  from  exceptional  cleverness. 
It  was  he  who  carried,  practically  with- 


"  ABER-K-DEEX  GIIF.XNTT"  (r.  NORWEGIAN). 

Rubbing  it  into  The  Mornlig  Past. 
["  The  Morning  Post,  while  preaching  the 
dm'trine  of  keeping  out  (lie  foreigner  and 
giving  work  to  our  own  people,  employed  a 
French  architect,  an  Americin  builder,  and 
used  Norwegian  granite."  (Jjoiid  laughter.)  — 
Mr.  J.  Muedoita'd  ffentbraon.] 

out  division,  the  Children's  Charter. 
declining  promotion  rather  than  abandon 
an  incompleted  task. 

Tliis  Government  is  exceptionally  for- 
tunate in  its  young  men.  The  INFANI 
is  not  the  least  brilliant  star  in  the 


Business  do>ie.—  Iteport  of  Supply. 


Where  (nearly)  every  Prospect  pleases 

"NAPLES. HOTEI  First-dass.      Situate 

in  finest  and  most  select  part  of  Naples.  Mag- 
nificent view  of  t  >wn, Vemriua  aod  Proprietors  ' 

Hold  IAKI. 

The  best  view  of  the  Proprietors  is 
to  be  had  when  von  refuse  to  pav  the 
bill. 


CHARIVARIA. 

Ai'sTHiA,  we  are  told,  has  informed  the 
talian  Government  that  the  strengthen- 
ng  of  the  Austrian  Fleet  is  not  directed 
igainst  her  friend  and  ally.  This  is 

quite  as  it  should  be. 

*  * 

The  new  Sultan  of  TURKEY  is  to  pay 

series  of  visits  to  the  capitals  of  Europe. 

iiiuii.    HAM  ID'S   offer   to   act    as    locum 

eiien*   during   his   successor's   absence 

ins,  we  hear,  been  declined. 

*  * 

Many  persons  have  been  express!  ngsur- 
jrise  at  the  fighting  power  of  our  mod- 
rn  women.  These  have  evidently  never 

seen  them  training  at  clearance  sales. 

*  * 

The  Smoke  Abatement  Society  reports 
i  steady  improvement  in  the  nuisance  to- 
which  it  devotes  its  attention.  It  would 
l)e  interesting  to  know  how  far  this  is 

hie  to  the  Children  Act. 

*  * 

Only  150  out  of  1,500  miners  em- 
ployed by  the  Fife  Coal  Company  have 
ccepted  the  company's  proposal  to 
provide  bathing  accommoda'ion  for  its 
employees  at  a  cost  of  one  penny 
each  per  week.  We  can  only  suppose 
that  under  the  new  eight-hour  system 

vou  haven't  time  to  get  really  dirty. 

*  * 

* 

While  it  is  true  that  one  of  the 
exhibits  at  the  annual  show  of  the  Pekin 
Palace  Dog  Association  was  valued  at 
€40  an  ounce,  we  are  informed  that  it  is 
impossible  to  buy  a  smaller  quantity 

than  the  entire  dog. 

*  * 

Says  an  advertisement : — "  For  Sale, 
exceptional  residential  property  in 
Northern  Europe,  of  3,750  English 
acres."  But  what  we  would  like  to  know 
is  this :  How  did  these  English  acres 
get  there  ?  Probably  they  emigrated 
in  fear  of  being  mistaken  by  Mr.  LIOTD- 

GEOROE  for  a  building-site. 

*  * 

* 

American  visitors  wh  >  love  everything 
old  will  be  interested  to  hear  that,  accord- 
ing to  the  statement  of  Counsel  at  the 
Stratford  Police  Court  the  other  day, 
"  there  is  no  such  thing  as  new  milk  in 

London." 

*  * 
* 

The  way  we  encourage  patriotism  in 

this  country  !  A  taxi-cab  drh\  r  was  fi  tied 

last  week  for  keeping  the  flag  flving. 

*  * 

After  all,  the  ballet  dancers  of  the 
Paris  Opera  House  are  not  to  strike, 
although  there  would  appear  to  be  good 
reason  for  their  doing  so,  for  on  the  pay 
that  they  receive  they  cannot  even  clothe 
themselves  adequately. 

V' 

"  What 's  the  meaning  of  that  dirty 
and  dilapidated  tyre  hanging  on  the 
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\eicTenemt-.  "  TURSISO  on  THE  rids,  ARE  ton?     WELL,  WB   I'os'r   TUBS   ori   NO   pias.     \\"K   FATS  'EM  uv  QUICK  is  TIIK  sir,  AXD 

UkTttl  TIMK." 

('.'</  I'ig-keeper.  "LAW  BLESS   u:,  MA-IKH!     \Vor's  TOIMK  TO  A  l-n.V" 


door  of  your  room?"  we  asked.  "Oh, 
that 's  for  luck,"  she  said.  "  We  found 
it  in  the  road.  It's  the  modern  Imrse- 

sluv." 

V 

From  America  comes  news  of  what  is 
described  as  the  strangest  psychic  case 
on  record.  The  spirit  of  the  late  Mr 
S\\MN  GIFFOUD,  it  is  said,  now  inhabits 
the  body  of  a  man  who  never  painted 
•,  but  is  suddenly  producing  mas- 
terpieces in  the  style  of  the  deceased 
artist.  The  opposite  phenomenon  — 
painters  with  the  souls  of  Philistines  - 

is  unfortunately  distressingly  common. 
*  * 

A  wedding  took  place  last  week  in 
the  Scottish  Vill.ige  at  the  White  City, 
and  Mr.  hitti':  KIU.M.FY  "presented  the 
wedding  ring  and  a  keeper."  This  frank 
insinuation tnat  Marriage  spells  Madness 
is  surely  the  last  word  in  c\  nicism. 


The  Budget  and  "  The  Profession." 

(Not  to  b?  confused  with  "The  'I'm  1  .>." 
The  drama  is  said  to  lie  heavily  hit, 
not  only  by  the  "super  tax,"  but  by  the 
"  property  tax." 


THE  LKiMT  THAT   FAILED. 

["The  average  man  in  the  si  reel  is  as  much 
attracted  towards  the  actress  as  the  proverbial 
moth  to  the  candle.  He  is  firmly  convinced 
that  she  is  sure  to  be  'a  little  naughty,'  and 
not  only  mirprisi-d,  but  often  much  annoyed, 
when  she  is  not."-  Dai/t/  ( '/ironirfr.] 

WIIKX  first  across  the  footlights,  Flo, 

Your  glances  found  my  stall, 
I  felt,  the  magic  of  their  glow 

And  fell  beneath  their  thrall. 
No  prudish  pride  is  here,  I  cried. 

No  ultra-virtuous  haughtiness, 
lint  smiles  that  flash  with  just  a  dash — 

The  tiniest  dash  of  naughtiness. 

Henceforth  the  moral  orb  of  Nance 

Shall  pass  unheeded  by. 
I  nmoved  1  '11  meet  the  pious  glance 

Of  Susan's  fireless  eye. 
Such  tasteless  stuff  is  good  enough 

For  those  that  find  no  fault  with  it, 
Hut  as  for  me,  it  seems  to  be 

An  egg  that  has  no  salt  with  it. 

Hut  in  your  twinkling,  roguish  eye 
There  lurked  I  know  not  what 

That  lured  me,  as  the  spell-bound  fly 
Must  seek  the  honey-pot. 


A  dash  of  spice  I  thought  was  ni<  e. 

And  as  I  hadn't  got  any, 
I  longed  to  go  to  you,  dear  Flo, 

To  save  me  from  monotony. 

Methought  I  saw  you  in  the  Park  ; 

Kight  well  you  queened  it  there, 
While  many  a  gay  and  dashing  spark 

Did  homage  round  your  chair. 
Cars  stood  before  your  magic  door. 

Their  noble  chauffeurs  called  for  \ou, 
While  love-sick  Guards  and  long-haired 
bards 

Grew  prematurely  bald  for  you. 

Such   was  my  dream.     How  strangely 
Truth 

Imagination  mocks ! 
You  do  not  care  for  gilded  youth  — 

You  'd  rather  darn  the  sock.-. 
You  ply  no  arts  to  wile  young  hearts 

And  coroneted  craniums ; 
In  dull  content  your  days  are  spent 

In  snipping  your  geraniums. 

'•Now   that  our  cars  are  :o  hungry  for  th^ 
novel  point  of  view.  .  .   ."     Siim.Yi ?;('/.  roni.-/r. 

"  l-'.ais,  hungry   ears,  I  know  not  what 
thev  see,"  as  TF.XXYSOX  said. 


1C 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


[JULY  7,  1909. 


MUSIC  IN   EXCELS!  S. 

TlIE  public-spirited  announcement  of 
in  eminent  pianist  that  he  proposes  to 
le\  i  ite  the  proceeds  of  a  concert  to  aero- 
nautical purposes,  has,  we  are  glad  to 
learn,  been  fraught  with  wide-reaching 
consequences  throughout  the  entire 
domain  of  the  youngest  of  the  Arts. 

Turning  to  The  Daily  liamlcrger  of 
last  Saturday  we  are  confronted  with 
the  soul -shaking  statement  that  Mr. 
Bamberger,  accompanied  by  his  wife 
and  their  triplets  (Mozart  Skibo 
Bamberger,  Beethoven  Rockefeller  Bam- 
berger and  Rosebery  Glinka  Bamberger), 
will  shortly  start  for  Moscow,  where  it 
is  his  intention  to  carry  out  a  series  of 
experiments  with  a  new  flying  grand 
piano  of  his  own  invention.  On  calling 
at  the  house  of  Sir  Pompey  Boldero,  Mr. 
Bamberger's  father-in-law,  our  repre- 
sentative was  assured  that  the  announce- 
ment was  only  too  true.  But  Sir  Pompey, 
who  was  deeply  affected,  added  that  he 
had  extracted  a  solemn  pledge  from  his 
son-in-law  that  he  would  never  take  his 
wife  with  him  on  one  of  his  flights,  or 
more  than  two-thirds  of  the  triplets. 
Tho  object  of  the  flying  piano,  the 
amiable  baronet  went  on  to  explain,  vra  > 
to  intimidate  theNihilists  and  Anarchist-, 
over  whom  Mr.  Bamberger  has  loi'g 
exerted  a  remarkably  sedative  influence, 
and  when  this  aim  has  been  accom- 
plished he  proposes  to  give  a  series  of 
cross  -  Channel  recitals,  in  which  the 
audience  will  be  attached  in  cars  to  the 
legs  of  the  piano.  Further  inquiries  from 
Sir  Pompey  elicited  the  interesting  fact 
that  Mr.  Bamberger  intends  to  present  to 
the  National  Gallery  a  colossal  equestrian 
statue  of  himself,  recently  executed  by 
Professor  Sir  Hugo  von  Erkimer,  for 
which  Mr.  Frick,  the  famous  Chicago 
millionaire,  vainly  offered  £100,000. 

The  Manager  of  the  Crystal  Palace 
confirmed  the  report  which  had  already 
appeared  in  TJie  Daily  Gale,  to  the  effect 
that  at  the  next  Handel  Festival  all  the 
performers  would  sing  from  balloons  or 
aeroplanes.  '  Madame  CLARA  BUTT,  he 
went  on,  had  already  commissioned  the 
firm  of  Boulger  to  build  her  a  huge 
dirigible,  to  be  called  The  Hope  ana 
Glory,  in  delicate  compliment  to  Sir 
EDWAHD  ELGAR'S  famous  march  tune. 
The  Manager  added  that  it  was  intended 
to  lend  realism  to  the  performance  of  the 
"  Hailstone  Chorus  "  by  a  discharge  ol 
several  million  peas  on  to  the  heads  ol 
the  audience  from  the  superincumbent 
balloons. 

A  telegram  from  Bayreuth  conveys 
the  welcome  intelligence  that,  yielding 
to  the  urgent  appeals  of  Count  ZEPPELIN 
Mr.  WIU;IR  WKHMIT,  Mr.  LATHAM,  anc 
others,  Herr  Sn-:<  ;i  IMKD  WAUNEI;  lias  kind!} 
consented  to  re-write  his  father's  early 
opera,  The  Flyinij  'Dutchman,  so  as  to 


meet  the  requirements  of  modern  aero- 
iautiL'al  science.  In  the  new  versi  n 
spesial  torment  of  VdnJkrdeektn^nH 

consist  of  his  never  b:ing  able  to  find  a 
>roper  garage  for  his  airship.  The 

Iramatis  persona-  remain  practically  un- 
ltered, except  that  Senta  becomes 
'etroZa— a  very  happy  emendation — and 

the  famous  Spinning  Chorus  is  cleverly 

idapted  so  as  to  suggest  the  whirring  of 

the  engines  of  the  airship. 

M.  PADEREWSKI,  so  we  learn  from  The 
'Warsaw  Inven'or,  a  scientific  periodical 
f  remarkable  ability,  has  patented  a 

new  form  of  musical  parachute,  con- 
tructed  like  a  concertina,  which  plays 

during  the  descent,  and  thus  warns  the 

Jenizens  of  terra  firma  of  the  approach 

of  the  aeronaut.  Mr.  SPENCER  is  much 
truck  with  the  invention,  and  thinks  of 

laving  it  attached  to  his  new  balloon, 

fhe  Aii-y  Queen. 

A  FILLIP  FOR  FICTION. 

[The  following  lines  are  supposed  to  repre- 
sent an  optimistic  author's  view  of  the  proposal 
to  publish  new  novels  at  a   shilling   or   even 
sevenpence  apiece]. 
ALL  the  charms  of  all  the  Muses — 

Plots  to  make  you  smile  or  weep, 
[/3ve  that  wins  and  love  that  loses — 

Even  now  are  fairly  cheap : 
Comic  interludes  or  killings, 

Tragic  tears  and  knavish  tricks, 
Priced  at  half-a-dozen  shillings 

May  be  had  for  4s.  6d. 

Ah,  but  on  your  eager  purses 

Come,  we  know,  a  thousand  calls, 
Charitable  zeal  amerces, 

So  do  cabs  and  music-halls  ; 
Oft  enough  a  decent  dinner 

Might  be  purchased  with  the  sum 
Authors  ask  you  for  the  inner 

Soundings  of  a  cerebrum. 

"Buy  your  books?"  youargue;  "no,  Sir! 

Waste  our  cash  on  works  of  art  ? 
Wherefore,  when  the  nearest  grocer 

Keeps  a  fiction-lending  mart? 
When  from  bakers  we  can  borrow 

Tales  that  educate  the  home, 
Tales  of  mirth  and  tales  of  sorrow, 

Paying  2d.  down  per  tome  ?  " 

That  is  why,  to  save  our  calling 

(Never  flush  about  the  fob), 
We've  reduced  our  world-enthralling 

Masterpieces  to  a  bob  ; 
Fancies  of  the  fairest  tissue, 

Radiant  as  the  evening  star, 
Publishers  propose  to  issue 

At  the  price  of  a  cigar. 

Then,  perhaps,  some  Croesus,  smitten 

By  the  smart  reviewer's  mem. — 
"  Not  since  Waverley  was  written 

1  lave  we  seen  so  rare  a  gem," — 
Rashly  from,  his  pocket  raking 

All  the  pence  (the  damage  blown) 
May  secure  that  epoch-making 

Novel  for  his  very  own. 


THK   HIGH  ART  OF   WALKING. 

Tin;  view  expressed  by  Sir  Vieron 
IOUSI.KV  that  swinging  the  arms  while 
valking  is  quite  unnecessary  has attracted 
videspread  attention  in  Btockbroking 
md  other  circles.  We  append  a  few  of 
he  representative  opinions  elicited  by 
his  momentous  pronouncement. 

Mr.  II.  A.  MILKS,  of  the  Engineering 
Department  of  the  Post  Office,  writing 

0  The  Daily  Mail,  observes  that  a  rapid 
talker  uses  his  anus  in  the  same  way  as 

1  greyhound  uses  its  tail. 

The  POET  LAUREATE  lays  no  claim  toj 
je  considered  an  authority  on  pedestrian 
>rogress.  "  A  poet,"  he  remarks,  ''  can: 
lot  altogether  dispense  with  feet,  and,  if 
jc  is  a  patriot,  must  be  prepared  to  use 
lis  arms,  or,  to  be  more  precise,  his 
)arrels.  Personally,  in  moments  of 
yrical  ecstasy  I  am  only  conscious  of 
ivings." 

Mr.  STEPHEN  COLERIDGE,  in  a  genial 
nterview,  expressed  full  concurrence, 
vith  Sir  VICTOR.  Personally,  however, 
ic  was  inclined  to  go  a  good  deal  further]] 
t  was  not  merely  the  swinging  of  the 
inns  that  was  unnecessary  while  walk-: 
ng,  but  the  arms  themselves.  People 
did  not  walk  with  their  arms  unless 
,hey  were  acrobats.  The  great  objec|; 
n  locomotion  was  to  carry  as  little 
weight  as  possible,  and  for  fast  walking; 
,he  best  thing  was  to  remove  the  arms 
altogether  by  a  surgical  operation. 

Miss  ORDE  MALAN,  the  lenowned  votary 
of  Terpsichore,  strongly  dissents  from 
Jie  view  of  the  illustrious  specialist. 
Llapid  walking  is  of  the  essence  of  danc- 
ing, and  dancing  without  the  serpentine 
:irm  ripple  is  unthinkable.  Miss  MAIN'S 
view  is  also  supported  by  Mile.  KARSA- 
VIKA,  the  famous  Russian  ballerina  now 
performing  at  the  Coliseum,  by  Mr; 
PEI.ISSIER  and  Inspector  JARVIS.  As  the 
Inspector  put  it,  "  The  Venus  of  Milo  may 
bave  been  armless,  but  it  seems  impos- 
sible for  a  modern  woman  to  advance 
rapidly  without  swinging  the  arms,'' 
and  here  he  rubbed  his  ear  ruefully. 

Mr.  BERNARD  SHAW  writes  to  say  thrjt 
the  connection  of  arms  and  the  man  is 
not  essential,  but  only  dramatic.  The 
most  famous  statue  of  Victory,  he  add-. 
was  wingless. 

"Lucas  Malet,"  the  illustrious  author 
of  (Sir  Richard  Calmady,  gives  it  as  her 
opinion  that  if,  as  she  has  herscii 
triumphantly  shown,  a  legless  baronet 
can  bo  a  hero  of  romance  there  is  no 
reason  why  an  armless  stockbroker 
should  not  win  the  annual  walk  to 
Brighton.  

"lie  apparently  does  not  accept  the  maxiih 
nemo  fire  repcnta  turpla  slnnas." — Allahaltul 
L-JW  Journal. 

A  man   that  would   accept  that  woulil 
take  anything. 
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"Yus,  BILL,  M.VKK  MY  WORDS,  THE  THIXO  WOT 's  GOIS'  TO  MAKE  ENGLAND  is  TARIFF  REFORM — AN'  so  MISTAKE." 

"War  BK  TARIFF  REFORM,  'ENERY?" 

"Wiiv,  TARIFF  REFORM  is— EB— WELL,  IT'S-ER— WIUT  THEY  TELLS  YEU  AT  TUB  MEETINGS." 


THE    FAILURE. 

Ir  was  when  we  were  leaving  Oxford 
that  I  first  noticed  him,  the  little  pale 
thoughtful  man  in  the  far  corner.  I 
had  ordered  a  tea-basket,  and  as  I  lifted 
the  pot  the  tea  was  beginning  to  over- 
How  into  the  saucer  and  everywhere  else 
in  the  usual  way.  What  I  said  myself 
I  forget,  but  there  are  forms  of  speech 
for  this  occurrence,  and  doubtless  I  used 
some  of  them ;  but  the  little  man's  groans 
I  still  distinctly  remember.  He  writhed 
and  wriggled,  and  at  last  he  spoke. 

"  Isn't  that  an  iniquity  ?  "  he  asked. 

"  This  spilling  over  ?  "  I  said.    "  Yes." 

"And  it's  no  new  thing  to  you,  I 
suppose  ?  "  he  exclaimed. 

"  Unhappily,  no,"  I  said.  "It  generally 
happens. 

"  And  you  've  seen  it  in  other  people's 
houses  ?  Your  hostesses  have  no  better 

t'M|  I'tS  '!  '' 

"  Seldom,"  I  said. 

"  'Seldom  ! '"  he  replied.  "  You  mi -lit, 
I  think,  say  never,  unless  by  accident. 
Do  you  know,  Sir,  there  is  only  one 
house  in  England  where  the  teapot  can- 
not do  that?" 


"  Indeed,"  I  said  ;  "and  whose  house 
is  that?" 

"Mine,"  he  answered. 

I  congratulated  him. 

"No  need,"  he  said.  "It  is  a  source 
of  very  little  pleasure  to  me ;  but  it 
ought  to  be  a  means  of  immense  profit, 
if  only  human  nature  were  different." 

I  composed  myself  to  listen. 

"  I  am  an  inventor,"  he  said.  "  Years 
ago,  when  I  was  a  young  and  active  and 
healthy  man,  I  invented  a  teapot  which 
would  not  spill.  Could  not  spill.  It 
was  quite  simple,  just  a  matter  of  arrang- 
ing the  angle  of  tbe  spout,  and  so  forth. 
I  took  this  quite  confidently  to  a  great 
earthenware  and  china  factory.  But 
would  they  have  it  ?  No.  They  said 
that  their  customers  expected  tea  to  be 
spilt,  and  would  be  disappointed  if  it 
was  not.  I  was  thunderstruck,  but  I 
persevered.  I  went  to  others,  with  the 
same  result.  I  went  to  the  makers  of 
metal  teapots,  and  they  also  declined. 
England,  they  said,  is  a  conservative 
country,  and  a  woman  liked  what  her 
mother  had  liked  before  her.  If  her 
mother's  teapot  would  not  pour  pro- 
perly i-hc  would  sse  to  it  that  her  own 


did  not.  One  firm  introduced  a  second 
objection,  and  said  something  about  a 
probable  strike  among  laundries  if  I 
persisted.  That  was  years  ago,  and  I 
have  continued  the  crusade  ever  since, 
but  with  no  better  success.  I  am 
getting  old  and  grey,  but  I  shall  not 
give  in. 

"But  I  shall  never  do  any  good,"  he 
i  added  wearily.     "  England  will  continue 
to  be  drowned  in  tea  until  the  end. 

"  To  make  an  old  joke,"  he  concluded, 
i  "  nothing  that  I  can  do  will  put  Britannia 
1  on  her  mettle.  I  am  a  failure." 

The  Descent  of  Man. 
"  Darwin  was  only  at  Cambridge  about 
three  years,  but  he  lias  left  to  the  present 
generation  three  sons,  who  are  resident  and 
hold  ofhoi.il  positions  at  the  University. 
Amongst  the:u  ia  a  monkey  alleged  to  have 
been  let  <1  -wn  in  the  Senale  House  when 
Darwin  w.is  given  the  honorary  degree  of 
LL.D.  in  1870." — Eafturn  Daily  I'reas. 


"  I  could  produce  dozens  of  young  men  who 
would  pas-  in  the  first  ten  on  the  Sandhurst 
list." — "  Tiinee  "  Le'lcr. 

Hut  how   thrilling  if   they  all  entered 

in  the-  s.iine  year. 
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OUR    BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By  Mr.   Punch's  Staff  of  Learned  Clerks.) 
"THEY'VE  etten  the  inaist  of  the  wuts  in  a  neet," 


said 


nor  i 
where 


old  Mr.  Whinncry,  referring  to  the  slugs,  and  the  common 
bookworm  will  easily  devour  The  Story  of  Havktgarth 
Farm  (SMITH,  EU>ER)  in  that  time.  Its  scenes  are  Laid  on 
the  Lancashire  and  Westmoreland  border  (the  Red  Rose 
shire,  by  the  way,  is  rather  low  down  in  the  county  fiction 
championship  just  now),  and  EMMA  BROOKE  has  depicted 
them  remarkably  well.  There  is  no  great  subtlety  about 
the  plot,  or  the  characters  either,  but  I  feel  so  absolutely 
certain  that  they  really  lived  on  a  real  farm  (not  a  literary 
even  a  newspaper  model),  and  that  the  farm  was  exactly 
_sre  the  authoress  puts  it,  that  I  am  glad  the  date  is  18^0 
or  thereabouts,  so  that  nobody  is  likely  to  prove  me  wrong. 
Silver  Whinnery  was  brought  up  in  the  same  home  witli 
Silence  and  Nanna,  neither  of  whom  was  related  to  him  by 
blood,  and  having  quarrelled  with  his  father  went  to  sea : 
on  his  return,  finding  that  Nanna,  whom  he  had  always 
loved,  was  gone,  and  concluding  that  she  was  married,  he 
made  Silence  his  wife.  Silver  was  a  sterling  fellow,  and 
Silence,  as  her  name  implies, 
was  as  good  as  gold,  but  Nanna 
could  have  spared  an  '  n '  from 
the  middle  of  her  prfenomen 
without  loss  to  her  reputation. 
So  when  she  came  back  there 
was  naturally  trouble,  or  "  sic  a 
scrowe  as  niver,"  perhaps  J 
should  have  said.  The  sequel 
is  thoroughly  exciting  and  ro- 
mantic in  the  best  sense.  Two 
miles  north  of  Arinseat  is  where 
Hauksgarth  farm  lay :  I  daresay 
it  is  gone  now,  but  it  doesn't 
really  matter,  for  I  have  been 
inside  it  all  the  same. 


characters  for  their  stories.  The  writer,  who  calls  herself 
"Handasyde."  has  exhumed  Lord  GEORGE  BEXTINCK  for  the 
purposes  of  Other  Tilings  than  Lore  (HuTCffiHBOS),  and  pro- 
jected him  into  an  era  of  motor-cars  and  modern  Tariff 
Reform.  So  little,  indeed,  has  she  troubled  to  veil  her 
necromancy,  that  she  only  alters  the  name  of  the  horse  with 
which  Lord  GEORGE  would  have  won  the  Derby  in  1848  (if 
he  hadn't  sold  his  stud)  from  Surplice  to  Surface.  When 
the  book  opens,  its  hero,  having  just  lost  his  wife,  decides  to 
devote  the  remainder  of  his  life  to  the  cause  of  Protection, 
and,  considering  the  title  of  the  story,  it  might  fairly  have 
been  expected  to  be  entirely  political.  As  a  matter  of  fact, 
however,  it  deals  with  the  gradual  consolation  of  Lord  GEORGE 
by  the  one  infallible  remedy  known  to  romance.  There  are 
some  cleverly  drawn  characters,  notably  those  of  Sinclair  of 
Sinclair  and  his  daughter  Betty,  who  is  charming;  but  the 
self-made  jnan  to  whom  the  heroine  is  at  first  engaged  is  far 
too  much  of  a  bounder.  I  must  be  permitted  to  hope  that 
Lord  Gee-Gee  (as  his  friends  called  him),  having  found  that 
he  could  love  again,  also  repurchased  his  stud,  and  won  the 
Blue  Riband  of  the  Turf  in  course  of  time,  with,  let  us  say, 
Top  Dressing  III.  


I  fancy  that  when  Miss  SHEILA 
KAYE-SMITH  set  out  to  write 
Starlrace  (GEORGE  BELL)  she  was 
actuated,  in  part  at  least,  by 


HUSTLEBERK 


CYCLOPAEDIA 

"Will 


I  do  not  think  that  the  anxiety 
which  Mrs.  Dorrien's  relations 
showed  about  the  disposal  of 
her  property  will  be  shared  by 
the  readers  of  The  House  of 
Intrigue  (HuiST  AXD  BLAOKETT). 
In  a,  book  of  this  kind  a 
favourite  for  the  stakes  is 
needed  whose  chances  can  be 
supported  through  thick  and 
thin.  Mr.  PERCY  WHITE,  how- 
ever, has  been  at  such  pains  to 
make  the  competitors  clever 
that  he  has  neglected  to  make 
any  one  of  them  attractive. 
Among  so  many  artful  and 
avaricious  people  my  sympathy 
goes  out  to  Mrs.  Dorrien,  and 
if  shehad  left  her  property  either 
to  a  society  for  abolishing 
—  caviar  (a  delicacy  which  gave  her 


a  wish  to  describe  the  eighteenth-century  hightobyinan  in  :  indigestion  and  psychic  experiences)  or  to  one  which  would 
his  habit  as  he  really  lived,  and  stripped  of  that  romance :  teach  her  relations  the  value  of  straightforwardness  I 
with  which  the  foolish  chroniclers  of  a  later  age  have  loved  should  have  rejoiced.  Mr.  WHITE  could  not  write  dull 
to  invest  him.  For  the  better  attainment  of  that  end,  I  can  dialogue  if  he  tried,  but  in  The  House  of  Iiilri'jnc  he  has 
see  her  at  pains  to  make  snch  a  study  of  the  idiom  of  the ;  chosen  a  subject  dull  enough  to  have  a  depressing  effect 
class  and  time  as  should  secure  at  least  accuracy  of  con-  upon  his  wit.  And  surely  Herbert.  Dorrien,  who  was  captain 


versa  lion.     The  result  is  interesting,  if  a  little  overwhelming. 
When  one  of  Miss  KAYE-SJJITH'S  ruffians  observes  to  another, 


of  his  county  cricket  eleven,  forgot  himself  when  he  said, 
"In  case  they  should  knock  down  our  wickets  before  we  are 


"  The  lad  "s  a  rum  cull :  let's  keep  our  snappers  and  gaffs  for  j  back  in  block  ! '      The  note  of  exclamation  is  not  mine,  but 
the  hornies,  and  hop  a  flash  wag  on  the  road,"  most  readers  1 1  should  be  sorry  to  remove  it. 
will  incline  to  wish  that  she  had  supplied  her  book  with  a 
glossary.      This,   howerer.    is    but   a   slight   defect    in    an 
unusually  clever  tale.    In  many  ways_ indeed  this  story  of 


From  a  letter  in  The  Times  :  — 

"  Sir, — Will  you  allow  me  a  small  Sj  ace  to,  as  a  courteous  English- 


.  .  »j»l  f»  1  1      "  1  T»  J       I-  "  Mi*| '  »**   J  *JU.     **JH-»Y      LUO    il    OUUtlA     OJ..IH-C     Wj    <v-3      i*    v.uiii  ii^vjuo      ij  11^1,0 

the  lad  Miles  Starbraee,  driven  to  the  Road  by  circumstance  man>  give  my  wami  thanks  to  those  ladies  who  attend,  d  th  >  1,aK,-ant 
and  by  the  tragedy  of  his  own  warped  character,  half  animal,  |  and  who  responded  to  my  appeal  to  remove  their  hats  with  a  unanimity 
half  child,  is  a  remarkable  piece  of  work,  one  that  for  a  which  was  simply  wonderful  considering  the  unfortunate  weather  w« 


began  the  pageant  in  and  the  still  mo:e  unfortunate  weather  that  we 
ended  it  in,  who  without  a  single  exception  removed  their  hats  so  that 
every  other  visitor  should  have  that  j  effect  vi  .-w  of  the  pageant  which 
as  it  steward  was  my  great  aim?  " 

A  lesser  stylist  would  certainly  have  forgotten  the  question 
mark  at  the  end. 


beginner  in  the  novelist's  art  seems  to  me  extraordinary. 
The  last  chapters  especially  are  haunting  in  the  poignancy 
of  their  analysis.  I  hardly  know  how  Miss  KAYE-SMITH  can 
have  endured  the  writing  of  them,  and  I  am  not  at  all  sure 
that  1  owe  her  any  gratitude  for  having  done  so.  Powerful 
the  book  undeniably  is,  but  I  hope  that  next  time  the  author 
will  devote  her  strength  to  some  less  pitiable  them.e.  „  j  ^  -t ,  „  (from  Tarrant-s  obiter  Dicta). 

"  Dipper  was  given  out  leg-before  to  a  ba  1  which  first  struck  his  bat. 

IVad    men   are   supposed    to  tell  no  talcs,   but   there   is   He  was  the  eighth  man  to  be  dismissed  in  tliat  way." — Evening  Neiri.   ' 
nothing  to  prevent  novelists  from  digging  them  up  to  form  How  they  must  long  to  have  ROBERTS  back  at  Bristol. 
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CHARIVARIA. 

MIL  .losr.i'ii  BKWIHM,  of  St.  Helen.-,  it. 
is  announced,  is  about  to  endow  a  theatre 
for  I  he  production  of  English  opera.  It 
i.s  ninioiirod  that  popular  prices  will  be 
tin-  rule  there,  and  tliat  it.  will  be  possible 

obtain  for  u  shilling  a  "  box  worth  a 
guinea." 

"  The  knighting  of  an  aetc  r.''  The 
points  out,  "  no  longer  sets  a  pre- 
cedent, but  A.  \\.  I'IM-KO  is  the  lirst 
serious  dramatist  to  meet  with  this 
recognition."  There  is,  we  believe,  a 

owing  feeling  outside  the  stage  that 
the  playwright  is  almost  as  important  a 

person  as  the  actor. 

*   * 

Two  of  the  L.C.O.  steamboats,  which 
have  been  purchased  by  a  foreign  com- 
pany, have  been  steaming  down  the 
Mediterranean.  By  a  curious  coincidence 
the  Turkish  Navy  is  also  undergoing 
the  novel  and  healthy  experience  of  a 
cruise  on  the  sea. 

V 

The  price  of  beer  has  now  been  raised, 
and  this  experiment  in  taxing  the 
food  of  a  large  section  of  the  population 

is  being  watched   carefully  by  the  Tariff 
Reformers.  *  * 

Mr.  ASQUITII  is  to  address  a  meeting  in 
the  City  on  the  subject  of  the  Budget. 
Precautions,  we  understand,  will  be 
taken  to  prevent  I/ml  UoTiiscmr.D  and 
Lord  AvKtinsv  from  disturbing  the 
gathering  disguised  as  Suffragettes. 

"  llr.imatic  art  in  this  country,"  we 
are  constantly  being  told,  "is  going  to 
the  dogs."  And  worse  things  might 
happen  to  it,  to  judge  by  the  clever 
quadrupeds  who  are  now  appearing 

at  the  Palace  Theatre. 

*  * 

It  is  often  said  that  the  boys  at  our 
public  schools  are  sadly  lacking  in  man- 
ners. Some  ( oLiur  is  lent  to  this  allega- 
tion by  the  fact  that  the  Eton  ('«//(• 
Cliroiirlr  publishes  an  article  on  "The 
Eton  Manner."  It  seems  deplorable 
that  the  boys  of  our  noblest  school 
should  admittedly  have  only  one  manner 

between  them. 

*  * 

A  man  has  been  charged  at  .Marl- 
borough  Street  Police  Court  with  the 
curious  offence  of  clipping  off  the  tails  of 
women's  coats.  Hie  temptation  to  the 
Magistrate  to  let  the  fellow  off  if  he 
would  promise  to  transfer  his  activities 
to  ladies'  hats  must  have  been  immense. 

V 

•'  ( let  a  good  big  cage  and  put  the  child 
in  it,"  suggested  the  Southwark  coroner, 
last  week.  "Then  if  you  go  out,  the 
child  cannot  get  to  the  fire."  Suspended 
from  a  chain  in  front  of  a  window  a  cage 


BY    ANY    OTHER    NAME- 

Voice  through  tlte  Fence.    "Is  HOSE  VI'LET  THERE?" 

Small  Boy  (shouting).     "  'ERE,  CARROTS,  TEH  snnTER  WANTS  VEB  !  " 


containing  a  plump  baby  would  make  a 
pleasing  change  from  the  hackneyed 
canary. 

V 

Lord  LUCAS  has  admitted  in  the  House 
that  the  Territorials  aie,  at  the  pre.-ent 
moment,  inferior  to  an  equal  number  of 
trained  Continental  troops,  and  that  it 
is  impossible  to  say  what  would  happen 
if  an  invasion  came  when  our  striking 
force  was  abroad.  No  doubt  a  polite 
note  would  be  sent  to  the  enemy  stating 
that  it  was  inconvenient  to  receive  him 
just  then,  and,  if  that  failed,  a  really 
sharp  letter  would  have  to  be  despatched. 


nice  question  whether  this  is  altogether 
desirable.  Germany's  treatment  of  the 
Poles  in  the  past  has  l>een  open  to 
comment. 

1  le  was  certainly  a  very  small  officer ; 

still  it  was  just  as  certainly  very  rude  of 

the  young  lady  to  fay  to  him,  "  And 

what  are  you  in?    The  Miniature  Rifle 

|  Brigade?" 


*  * 

* 


A  German  is  to  attempt  to  reach  the 
North  Pole  in  a  Zeppelin  air-ship,  and 
plant  the  German  flag  there.  It  is  a 


"  N.  G.  HILL. — (1)  Odalisque,  a  female  slave  in 
the  harems  of  the  East,  especially  in  that  of 
the  Sultan  of  Turkey.  (2)  You  should  apply 
to  t  li»  Inland  Revenue  authorities." — Ma  nehetter 
Guardian. 

We're  afraid  it  won't   be  much  good, 
though. 


TOL.  oxixvn. 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


[Jui.Y  1 1,  1909. 


THE    DETACHMENT    OF    PRENDERBY. 

Tin:  LAXH  Ci  UBBB  01-  Tin:  Bnna-.r. 
i  KH  MI  him  seated  in  an  exquisite' Louis  Quioze  chair, 

al»»rhed  in  COBtemplattan  of  one  of  the  many  masterpieces 
of  art  which  adorn  his  spacious  chamber-. 

"And  what  do  you  tl.ink  of  the  Land  Clauses  of  the 
Budget  Bill  V  "  I  asked. 

"  1  thank  Heaven,"  s;iid  Pivnderby,  "  that  I  had  the  good 
sen^,  years  ago,  to  sell  my  land,  and  spend  (he  proceeds 
upon  the  works  of  great  artists.  Happily  LLOYD-GEORGE 
doesn't  bear  the  same  resentment  to  an  Old  Master  as  he 
lieai-^  to  what  is  known  as  real  estate.  If  he  did.  1  should 
iniw  have  the  prospect  of  paying  separate  and  distinct  taxes 
on  the  canvas  of  my  pictures;  on  their  materials — oil  or 
water  colour  ;  on  their  foregrounds,  their  backgrounds,  their 
middle  distances ;  on  their  figures,  human  or  animal ;  on 
their  frames;  on  the  wall-space  they  occupy.  As  it  is, 
they  are  exempt  from  all  taxation  in  my  lifetime  ;  and 
meanwhile  1  could  sell  them  to-day  at  an  enormous  profit, 
especially  if  I  wrote  to  the  papers  and  appealed  to  the  publ'c's 
patriotism  to  prevent  their  going  abroad.  And  all  this 
unearned  increment  is  due  to  the  efforts  of  the  community." 

"But  I  don't  see,"  said  I,  "what  the  community  has  got 
to  do  with  it.  It  is  the  result  oi  your  own  cleverness  of 
selection." 

"No  more,  or  very  little  more,  than  if  I  had  selected  a 
piece  of  land  in  a  neighbourhood  which  gave  promise  of 
improvement.  The  intrinsic  worth  of  my  pictures  remains 
where  it  was.  It  is  the  taste  of  the  community  that  gives 
them  their  enhanced  market-value;  just  as  the  taste  of  the 
community  might,  by  the  erection  of  a  sausage  factory  in  a 
rustic  suburb,  enhance  the  value  of  my  neighbouring  land  as 
a  site  for  artisans'  villas.  Perhaps  I  needed  a  shade  more 
intelligence  in  the  case  of  my  pictures,  but  only  a  shade." 

"Anyhow,"  I  argued,  "  you  have  sunk  your  talents  in  a 
napkin  ;  your  pictures  yield  you  no  interest." 

"  On  the  contrary,"  replied  Prenderby,  "  they  yield  me  a 
well-secured  interest  of  at  least  five  per  cent,  in  the  form  of 
luxury- — the  pure  joy  I  get  from  regarding  them.  And  I 
pay  no  income-tax  on  that." 

"Still,"  I  said,  "your  sophistries  will  never  persuade  me 
that  land  has  not  got  a  special  claim  to  taxation.  There  's 
something  peculiar  about  land." 

"  There  is,  indeed,"  he  said.     "  For  one  thing,  you  can't 

ni'.'.e  it." 

"That's  my  point,"  I  cried  triumphantly.  "Land  is  the 
country  itself ;  and  the  nation  is  its  only  rightful  owner. 
I  'in  a  bit  of  a  Socialist  on  this  subject." 

"  I!ut  it  already  exercises  the  rights  of  ownership,"  replied 
Prenderby.  "  Apart  from  existing  rates  and  taxes  for  which 
this  particular  class  of  property  is  selected,  the  community 
reserves  to  itself  the  privilege  of  running  railroads  and  new 
streets  across  your  land,  and  chopping  it  up  into  allotments. 
It  doesn't  do  that  kind  of  thing  with  other  forms  of  property 
— your  furniture,  for  example.  It  doesn't  give  the  pro- 
letariat the  run  of  your  bath,  or  commandeer  your  grand 
piano  to  serve  as  panelling  for  its  municipal  slaughter- 
houses." 

"Dear  Preuderby,"  I  eaid,  with  a  touch  of  pity,  "I  am 
sorry  that  a  person  of  your  gifts  should  not  yet  have  been 
emancipated  from  the  old  feudal  spirit." 

1 '  The  old  feudal  spirit  ? '  Ah,  there  you  touch  the  Higher 
Socialism,"  he  replied,  in  what  1  carelessly  assumed  to  be  his 
best  vein  of  paradox.  "  Let  the  State,"  he  continued, 
"  instead  of  levying  fresh  pecuniary  burdens  on  the  land, 
demand  feudal  service — military  service — of  every  man  that 
holds  its  soil  in  fief,  and  we  shall  be  taking  one  right  >tep 
backwards  in  the  direction  of  national  self-respect." 

"  This  is  a  free  country,"  1  said,  but  not  very  assertively. 


"  It  is  nothing  of  tho  sort,"  snapped  Prenderby,  "  or  you, 
for  one,  wouldn't  be  paying  taxes  on  anything. 

"I  should  pay  them  voluntarily,"  I  said,  but  without 
conviction. 

A  touch  of  alVcctiunatc  anxiety  betrayed  itself  in  Prend«rby'a 
eye.  "  You  have  been  overworking,"  he  said.  "  You  should 
see  a  brain-doctor  and  take  a  rest-cure." 

"You  think,"  I  said,  "to  distract  my  attention  from  the 
weakness  of  your  arguments  by  an  affectation  of  solicitude 
for  my  health.  But  I  ignore  your  red  herrings.  Let  us  get 
back  to  the  land." 

"  \Vu  shall  be  the  only  people  there,  if  we  stay  long 
enough,"  said  Prenderby.  "  But,  to  be  serious  — 

"Da  I  understand  that  we  have  been  having  humour  up 
to  this  point  ?  " 

"Humour,"  replied  Prenderby,  "is  like  Truth;  it  takes 
two  for  its  achievement — one  to  speak  and  one  to  hear." 

"  Well,  try  being  serious,"  I  said. 

"To  be  serious,"  resumed  Preuderby,  "you  said  just  now 
that  there  is  something  peculiar  about  land,  and  I  agreed 
with  you.  For  one  thing,  I  said,  you  can't  move  it.  For 
another  thing  it  is  a  form  of  property  which,  more  than  most 
luxuries,  demands  the  employment  of  labour.  Even  a 
pronounced  Free  Trader  like  yourself  would  be  permitted 
to  encourage  this  form  of  Home  Industry." 

"  Go  on,"  I  said,  "  don't  mind  me." 

"  Well,  if  you  must  treat  the  owner  of  land  as  if  he  were  a 
moral  pest,  why  not  make  allowance  for  his  redeeming  <|iiali-  j 
ties,  and  let  him  have  a  rebate  on  every  labourer  he  employs ''.  ' 

"  Is  that  your  own  idea  ?  "  I  asked. 

"  Better  than  that,"  said  Prenderby.     "  I  got  it  in  conver-  i 
satioii  with  a  soldier  who  thinks." 

"  '  A  soldier  who  thinks ! '  "  I  exclaimed.  "  What  business 
has  he  to  do  that?  Why  doesn't  he  stick  to  his  soldiering  ?  " 

"Because  he  has  none  to  stick  to,"  replied  Prenderby. 
"He  happens  to  be  one  of  those  keen  and  distinguished 
soldiers  to  whom  the  War  Office  is  just  now  giving  a  rest. 
This  leaves  him  leisure  for  thinking  out  other  things." 

"I  am  not  sure,"  said  I,  "that  Mr.  HALDANE  would  approve 
of  your  friend's  line  of  thought  if  it  came  to  his  ears. 
Anyhow,  I  can't  take  two  of  you  on  single-handed.  Perhaps 
I'd  better  go  off  and  consult  a  sailor." 

"Try  CHAKLIE  BERESFORD,"  said  Prenderby;  "I  hear  he's 
at  large.  And  the  Admiralty  might  be  glad  for  him  to  have 
a  little  quiet  occupation — something  connected  with  theories 
about  the  land,  instead  of  the  sea."  0.  8. 


LOVE'S  LABOUR'S  LOST. 

"  HOSES  I  bring,  and  lay  them  at  thy  feet, 

But  what  rose  ever  bloomed  that  could  compare 
With  thee,  my  Queen  of  Flowers?     Thou  art  more  sweet 

Than  roses,  and  than  lilies  even  more  fair  ; 
Oh,  say  my  gift  within  that  golden  heart  has  stirred 
Some  answering  thrill !  "     He  paused,  but  she  spake  never  a 
word. 

Falling  upon  his  knees,  he  sighed  again  : 

"  When  thou  dost  speak  the  very  birds  arc  still  ; 
Thy  smile  is  summer  sunshine  after  rain, 

And  the  whole  world  with  happiness  doth  fill ! 
Wilt  thou  not  smile  on  me,  Love,  and  dispel  niy  care  ?  " 
Still  she  was  silent,  and  he  groaned  in  sheer  despair. 
"  Thine  every  look,  a  sunbeam  from  the  skies, 

Pierces  my  heart  like  Phoebus'  burning  ray  ! '" 
But  she  was  smiling  into  other  eyes ; 

Therefore  he  rose  and  cast  his  book  away, 
Addressing  her  in  righteously  indignant  tones  : 
"  This  is  the  third  time   you  have  missed  your  one,  Miss 
Jones ! " 


PUNCH,  OR  T1IK    LoNlxiN'   CIIAIMVARI.— Jn.v  M,  I'Wi'.i. 


THE   BATTLE   OF   THE   BUDGET. 

r.Kii.ii..vK  PI.™.  "MY  I.OIJP,  TIII.SI:  H.r.\i>ERix<;  nrno;KTEERs  DRAW  NIOH.   is  IT  YOUR  WISH  THAT  WE  SHOULD 

UTK1U.Y    KOI  T  TI1KM,   OR   SHALL   \VK   CONTKX'l'   oritSKLYKS   WITH   CUTTING   UP   THEIR   ADVANCE   GUARD?" 

OKNKH.M.   TANSIM.NVSK.   "\YKl.r,,    DO    YOU    KNOW,   I    REALLY    HAVEN"!.'    QriTK    MADE    L"P    MY    MIND   WHETHER    TO 
HAVi:   A    BATTLE   AT   ALL." 


.li-i.v  II,  1909.] 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


Customer  (trying  on  mackintosh).  "GOOD  WEATHER  FOR  you— AND  MACKINTOSHES." 

Salesman.  "  YES,  SIR.    BUT,  os  THE  OTHER  HAND,  TRADE  IN  GARDEN-HOSE  is  ABSOLUTELY  AT  A  STANDSTILL." 


SCOTTISH  SUPERIORITY. 
THE  MYSTKKY  SOLVED. 

DI.\R  MR.  PUNCH, — Have  you  ever 
brought  your  massive  intellect  to  bear 
on  the  solution  of  that  eternal  riddle — 
Why  do  Scotsmen  always  succeed?  I 
think  I  have  discovered  the  clue  in  a 
question  which  was  put  in  the  House  of 
Commons  last  week  —  on  Monday  the 
5th,  to  be  precise :  — 

"  Sir  John  Jardine  asked,  as  regards  the 
incidence  of  the  increment  tax  on  land  feued 
in  Buperioritiei  in  Scotland,  whether  the  tax 
wuuld  become  exigible  under  the  Kinaiie  •  Hill 
from  the  dat_>  of  sale  by  a  vassal  or  only  atttr 
th  '  fen  had  teased  ti  be  full  and  infeftnient  had 
taki'ii  jilai'e,  and  whether  it  would  li-  exigible 
mi  iin  interniedi.ite  sale  by  the  purchaser  from 
the  vassal  and  bi'fore  any  infeftnient." 

People  have  a  stupid  way  of  asking 
from  time  to  time,  "Stands  Scotland 
where  she  did?"  My  answer  is,  "Of 
course  she  docs,  and,  if  possible,  more 
so,"  and  I  think  no  reasonable  person 
can  possibly  dissent,  after  this  snul- 
shaking  question  of  Sir  JOHN  .1  \I:I>IM:'>. 
In  the  first  place  it  is  (lit-  only  division 
of  the  United  Kingdom  in  which  superior 
vassals  exist.  But  above  and  beyond 
all  it  is  in  Scotland  and  in  Scotland 


alone  that  infeftment  takes  place,  and  I 
have  no  hesitation  in  ascribing  the 
extraordinary  talent  for  success  shown 
by  the  Scot,  as  compared  with  the 
Englishman,  the  Irishman,  or  the  Welsh- 
man, to  his  enjoyment  of  this  unique 
advantage.  The  Englishman  has  some 
great  qualities  solidity,  doggedness, 
reserve— but  he  is  never  lifted  to  the 
higher  plane  of  achievement  which 
results  from  that  magic  process.  And 
so  with  the  nimbler  Western  Gael.  You 
have  only  to  look  at  the  Houses  of 
Parliament  to  realize  the  difference. 
For  example,  what  is  it  that  lends  fas- 
cination to  the  discourses  of  Mr.  WKIII 
on  immature  fish?  Infeftment.  What 
enables  Lord  PICNTLAND  to  hold  the 
gilded  chamber  in  the  hollow  of  his 
hand?  Infeftment,  and  nothing  els?. 
To  define  this  extraordinary  and  mag- 
netic quality  is  no  e>sy  task.  It  is 
implicit  in  the  "superiorities"  of  Scot- 
land. But  unless  and  until  the  Southron 
contrives  to  inoculate  himself  with  it  he 
will  always  fight  a  losing  battle  in  every 
walk  of  life  with  the  unconquerable, 
because  inl'efted,  Scot. 

Infeftionally  yours, 

A  WKAKKR  VASSAL. 


THE  FOURTH  OF  JULY. 

THE  Independence  Day  Celebration 
statistics  have  caused  a  painful  sensation 
throughout  the  States.  It  had  been 
hoped  that  the  average  would  be  well 
maintained,  but  as  a  matter  of  fact  the 
figures  show  a  decided  falling  off  when 
allowance  is  made  for  the  increased  popu- 
lation of  the  country.  In  New  York  only 
two  persons  were  killed,  six  seriously 
and  fifty  slightly  injured.  New  York  is 
certainly  the  second  biggest  city  in  the 
world,  and  this  grudging  attitude  on  tin- 
par  t  of  her  citi/ens,  this  disinclination 
to  offer  an  adequate  annual  tribute  to 
the  Goddess  of  Liberty,  can  only  be 
regarded  as  a  sign  of  decadence  and 
degeneracy. 

Without  Honour  in  his  own  County. 

"  Blythe.  Kent's  fast  bowler,  took  his 
hundredth  wicket  oa  Sfondiy." 

This  from,  of  all  papers,  The 
Obscrro: 


Really  Slow  Bowling. 

"  Lubhork  was  bowled  by  one  that  kept  low 
in  the  last  two  minutes." — Llaily  Mirror. 
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THE    RABBITS. 

ClIAITEK  IV.— A  FEW   WIRES. 

A  HUNDRED  and  eighty  for  none. 
The  umpire  waved  h  s  lily  hand,  and 
the  scorer  entered  one  more  "  four " 
ia  his  book.  Seeing  that  the  kill  had 
gone  right  through  a  bicycle  which  was 
leaning  up  against  the  pavilion,  many 
people  (the  owner  of  the  bicycle,  any- 
how) must  have  felt  that  the  actual 
signalling  of  a  boundary  was  unneces- 
sary ;  but  our  umpire  is  a  slickler  for 
the  etiquette  of  the  game.  Once 

when But  no;  on  second  thoughts, 

I  shan't  tell  you  that  story.     You  would 
say  it  was  a  lie— as  indeed  it  is. 

"Rotten,"  said  Archie  to  me,  as  we 
crossed  over.  (A  good  captain  always 
confides  in  his  wicket-keeper.) 

"  Don't  take  Simpson  off,"  I  said.  "  I 
like  watching  him." 

'•  I  shall  go  on  again  myself  soon." 

"  Oh,  it 's  not  so  bad  as  that.  Don't 
lose  heart." 

The  score  was  two  hundred  when  we 
met  again. 

"I  once  read  a  book  by  a  lady,"  I 
said,  "in  which  the  hero  started  the 
over  with  his  right  hand  and  finished  it 
with  his  left.  I  suppose  Simpson  couldn't 
do  that?' 

"  He  'a  a  darned  rotten  bowler,  any- 
way." 

"  His  direction  is  all  right,  but  his 
metre  is  so  irregular." 

At  the  end  of  the  next  over,  "  What 
shall  I  do?  "  asked  Archie,  in  despair. 

"  Put  the  wicket-keeper  on,"  I  said  at 
once. 

The  idea  was  quite  a  new  one  to  him. 
He  considered  it  for  a  moment. 

"Can  you  bowl?  "  he  said  at  last. 

"  No." 

"  Then  what  on  earth — 

"  Look  here  ;  you  've  tried  'em  with 
people  who  can  bowl  and  they  've  made 
two  hundred  and  twenty  in  an  hour  and 
a  half ;  somebody  who  can't  bowl  will 
be  a  little  change  for  them.  That 's  one 
reason.  The  second  is  that  we  shall  all 
have  a  bit  of  a  rest  while  I  'in  taking  my 
things  off.  The  third  is  that  I  bet  My  ra- 
ft shilling " 

Archie  knelt  down  and  began  to  un- 
buckle my  pads.  "  1  '11  '  keep  '  myself," 
he  f  aid.  "  Are  you  fast  or  slow  ?  " 

"  I  haven't  the  faintest  idea.  Just  as 
it  occurs  to  me  at  the  moment,  I  expect." 

"  Well,  you  're  quite  right ;  you  can't 
l,e  worse  than  tome  of  us.  Will  you 
have  a  few  balls  down  first  ?  " 

"Xo,  thanks;  I  should  like  to  come  as 
a  surprise  lo  them." 

"  Well,  pitch  'em  up  anyhow." 

"  I  shall  probably  vary  my  length — if 
]iossil)le  without  any  alteration  of 
action." 

1  am  now  approaching  the  incredible. 


The  gentle  reader,  however  (the  bois- 
terous reader  also  for  that  matter),  is 
requested  to  touch  wood  with  one  hand 
and  to  listen  very  carefully  with  the 
other  to  what  follows.  When  he  has 
heard  my  explanation  he  will  perhaps 
understand. 

Bowling  is  entirely  a  question  of  when 
you  let  go  of  the  ball.  If  you  let  go  too 
soon  the  result  is  a  wide  over  the  bats- 
man's head  ;  if  too  late,  a  nasty  crack  on 
your  own  foot.  Obviously  there  are 
spaces  in  between.  By  the  law  of 
averages  one  must  let  go  at  the  right 
moment  at  least  once.  Why  not  then 
at  the  first  ball  ?  And  in  the  case  of  a 
person  like  myself,  who  has  a  very  high 
action  and  a  good  mouth — I  mean  who 
has  a  very  high  delivery,  such  a  ball 
(after  a  week  of  Simpsons  and  Archies) 
would  be  almost  unplayable. 

Very  well,  then  ;  I  did  let  go  at 
the  right  moment,  but  unfortunately  I 
took  off  from  the  wrong  crease.  The 
umpire's  cry  of  "No-ball"  and  the 
shattering  of  the  Quidnunc's  wicket 
occurred  simultaneously. 

"  Good  ball,"  said  Archie.  "  Oh,  bad 
luck !  " 

I  tried  to  look  as  though,  on  the  whole, 
I  preferred  it  that  way — as  being  ulti- 
mately more  likely  to  inspire  terror  in 
the  batsman  at  my  end.  Certainly  it 
gave  me  confidence  ;  made  me  over-con- 
fident, in  fact,  so  that  I  held  on  to  the 
next  ball  much  too  long,  and  it  started 
bouncing  almost  at  once. 

The  Quidnunc,  who  was  convinced  by 
this  that  he  had  been  merely  having 
a  go  at  the  previous  ball,  shouldered  his 
bat  and  sneered  at  it.  He  was  still 
sneering  when  it  came  in  very  quickly 
and  took  the  bottom  of  the  leg  stump. 
(Finger  spin,  chiefly.) 

Archie  walked  up  slowly  and  gazed 
at  me. 

"Well?"  I  said  jauntily. 

"No,  don't  speak.  I  just  want  to 
look,  and  look,  and  look.  It 's  wonderful. 
No  elastic  up  the  sleeve,  or  anything." 

"  This  is  where  it  first  pitched,"  said 
the  Major  as  he  examined  the  ground. 

"  Did  you  think  of  letting  in  a  brass 
tablet  ?  "  I  asked  short' y. 

"  He  is  quite  a  young  man,"  went  on 
Archie  dreamily,  "and  does  not  care  to 
speak  about  his  plans  for  the  future. 
But  he  is  of  opinion  that- " 

"  Break,  break,  break,"  said  Simpson. 
"  Three  altogether." 

"Look  here,  is  there  anybody  else 
who  wants  to  say  anything?  No?  Then 
I'll  go  on  with  my  over." 

Archie,  who  had  begun  to  walk  back 
to  his  place,  returned  thoughtfully  to 
me. 

"  I  just  wanted  to  say,  old  chap,  that 
if  you're  writing  home  to-night  about  it 
you  might  remember  me  to  your  people." 

Blair  was  about  the  only  person  who 


didn't  insult  me.  This  was  because 
he  had  been  fielding  long-on ;  and  as 
soon  as  the  wicket  fell  he  moved 
round  about  fifty  yards  to  talk  to  Miss 
Fortescue.  What  people  can  see  in 

her Well,   directly   my  next  ball 

was  bowled,  he  started  running  as  hard 
as  he  could  to  square  leg,  and  brought  off 
one  of  the  finest  catches  1  've  ever  seen. 

"The  old  square-leg  trap,"  said  Archie. 
"But  you  cut  it  rather  fine,  didn't 
you  ?  I  suppose  you  knew  he  was  a 
sprinter." 

"  I  didn't  cut  it  at  all — I  was  bowl- 
ing. Go  away." 

Yes,  I  confess  it.  I  did  the  hat 
trick.  It  was  a  good  length  half  volley, 
and  the  batsman,  v.  ho  had  watched  my 
first  three  balls,  was  palpably  nervous. 
Archie  walked  round  and  round  me  in 
silence  for  some  time,  and  then  went 
over  to  Thomas. 

"  He 's  playing  tennis  with  me  this 
evening,"  he  began. 

"  I  played  billiards  with  him  last 
night,"  said  Thomas  proudly. 

"  He 's  going  to  let  me  call  him  by  his 
Christian  name." 

"  They  say  he's  an  awfully  go:d  chap 
when  you  know  him,"  replied  Thomas. 

I  got  another  wicket  with  the  last  ball 
of  the  over,  and  then  we  had  lunch. 
Myra  was  smiling  all  over  her  face  when 
we  came  in,  but  beyond  a  "  Well 
bowled,  Walter  "  (which  I  believe  to  be 
BREARLEY'S  name)  vould  have  nothing 
to  do  with  me.  Instead  she  seized 
Archie,  and  talked  long  and  eagerly  to 
him.  And  they  both  laughed  a  good 
deal. 

"  Arkwright,"  I  heard  Archie  say  at 
the  end.  "  He 's  sure  to  be  there  and 
would  do  it  like  a  shot." 

Like  a  wise  captain  Archie  did  not 
put  me  on  after  lunch,  and  Simpson 
soon  began  to  have  the  tail  in  difficulties. 
Just  at  tor  the  eighth  wicket  fell  a  telegram 
came  out.  Archie  took  it,  and  handed 
it  to  me.  "  From  MACLAIIEN,  I  expect," 
he  said  with  a  grin. 

"  You  funny  ass  ;  I  happen  to  know 
it 's  from  Dick.  I  asked  him  for  a  wire 
about  the  Kent  match." 

"  Oh,  did  Kent  win  ?  "  said  Archie, 
looking  over  my  shoulder.  As  I  opened 
it  the  others  came  up,  and  I  read — 

"  Please  be  in  attendance  for  nc.rt 
Test  Match—  HAWKE." 

***** 

I  got  three  more  that  afternoon.  One 
from  FRY,  one  from  LsvESOK-GowEB,  and 
one  from  MAC -LARKS:  They  all  came  from 
Lord's,  and  I  've  half  a  mind  to  take  my 
telegrams  with  me  and  go.  Then  Myra 
would  probably  get  six  months  in  the 
second  division. 

"  I  shouldn't  mind  that,''  said  Myra. 
"  You  could  easily  bowl — I  mean  bail 
me  out." 

A  silly  joke,  I  call  it.  A.  A.  M. 
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SERIOUS    SHORTAGE    OF    ARMY    HORSES.     THE    NEW    SUBSTITUTE. 


THE  NEW  Cow-ocs— "  ACTION  FROST  ! ' 


SHOOK  TACTICS — CHARGE  OF  THE  BULLOCK  BRIGADE. 


GREAT  DRAW  AT  THE  MII.ITARV  TounuMCT— MvHBU. 

OF  THE    KoYU.    Ciiw-CifAllliS,   TO   THE    AIR    "\\'llKKS    ABE   Y»U 
G'llXO   TO,   MY   PRETTY   MAID?" 


As  GOOD  COVER  AS  THE 
II»!:si:.     AND     A     IIETTKH, 

IM   -I. 


Axil    ox     SERVICE     THE 
AlTIVi:     Sni.DIER     (  "I  I  n 

01  n  I;M  I  \    UK  sn:i:  01 
A  DKINK. 
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CROSS-EXAMINATIONS   FOR  THE   HOME; 

OR,    LITTLE   ARTHUR'S    KOAD    TO    KKOWLF.DGE. 

(Little  Arthur,  aged  12  ;  Uncle  John — Captain  John  Lambert 

late  28th  Hussars — aged  44.) 

Little  Arthur.  What  were  you  talking  about  to  yourself. 
Uncle  John,  when  I  came  in  just  now  ? 

Uncle  John.  Singing  a  bit  of  a  hymn,  wasn't  I  ? 
L.  A.  No,  Uncle  John,  I  don't  think  it  was  a  hymn. 
U.  J.  Sort  of  hymn,  I  think,  wasn't  it  ? 
L.A.  Well,  Uncle,  it  wasn't  like  any  liymn  I've  ever  heard. 
U.  J.  Wasn't  it.  old  man  ?     But  perhaps  you  don't  under 
stand  my  way  of  singing  'em. 

L.  A.  I  don't  think  it  was  that,  Uncle  Jolm.  And,  besides, 
you  weren't  singing  at  alL 

U.  J.  Tliat  's  just  it :  everybody  says  that  about  my  sing- 
ing. It 's  not  having  an  ear  that  does  it. 

L.  A.  Oh,  but,  Uncle,  I  've  heard  you  sing  splendidly  ; 
and  Mamma  says  you  used  to  sing  Tom  Eoidimj  ami 
Sally  in  our  Alley  so  as  to  make  people  cry. 

U.  J.  Ah,  well,  that  was  long  ago.  I  've  lost  the  hang  of 
it  now.  It 's  the  hard  life  I  've  had  that 's  driven  it  out. 

L.  A.  But,  Uncle,  when  you  said  that  to  Papa  the  other 
day  he  said  it  wasn't  the  hard  life  but  the  hard  living  that 
had  bowled  you  over.  Papa  thought  that  was  funny,  because 
he  laughed. 

U.  J.  So  he  did ;  but  then  your  father  and  I  never  quite 
agreed  about  jokes. 

L.  A.  No,  Uncle ;  and  I  don't  always  agree  with  Papa 
about  jokes  myself. 

U.  J.  The  deuce  you  don't ;  but  you  ought  to,  you  know. 
Must  respect  your  father's  jokes,  Arty,  or  things  '11  happen 
to  you. 

L.  A.  Well,  Uncle,  if  you  think  so  I  '11  try.  But  what 
tea*  it  you  were  talking  about  when  I  came  in  ? 

U.  J.  Can't  think,  old  man.  What  did  it  sound  like? 
L.  A.  Well,  you  'd  got  a  pencil  in  your  hand,  and  a  bit  of 
paper — there  it  is — on  the  table  in  front  of  you,  and  you 
were  saying  that  Bandersnatch  had  been  forced  up  far  beyond 
his  proper  price  and  he  was  a  wrong  'un  anyhow,  and  if 
French  Mustard  got  home  you  'd  paint  the  town  red. 

U.  J.  Oh,  I  said  that,  did  I  ?  Funny  thing  I  should  be 
talking  to  myself,  but  I  was  always  the  boy  for  doing  sums 
out  loud.  Comes  easier,  you  know. 

L.  A.  Yes,  Uncle,  it  does  ;  but  it  didn't  sound  like  sums. 
I  haven't  got  Bandersnatch  or  French  Mustard  in  my  arith- 
metic book. 

U.  J.  Ah,  but  you  ought  to  have.  If  a  Bandersnatch  and 
a  half  can  eat  one  pint  of  French  Mustard  in  a  week,  how 
many  gallons  of  beer  will  a  Dutchman  drink  in  a  fortnight  ? 
That 's  rule  of  three. 

L.  A.  Well,  it 's  not  like  my  rule  of  three  ;  but  I  '11  try  to 
work  it  out  if  you  like,  Uncle. 

17.  J.  I  wouldn't  worry  about  it,  Arty.      It 's  a  regular 
teaser,  and  I  'm  not  dead  sure  I  know  the  answer  myself. 
However,  if  you  '11  promise  not  to  let  it  go  any  further,  I  '11 
tell  you  a  secret.     They  're  horses. 
L.  A.  Who  are  horses,  Uncle? 

U.  J.  Bandersnatch  and  French  'Mustard;  and  very  dis- 
appointing horses  I'm  afraid  they'll  turn  out. 

L.  A.  (in  a  tone  of  great  pain).  Oh,  Uncle  John !  Then 
you  were  betting ! 

U.  J.  No,  sonny,  not  at  that  precise  moment.  Just 
running  through  my  book  to  see  how  I  stood. 

L.  A.  But  does  that  mean  that  you  do  bet  sometimes, 
Uncle  ? 

U.  J.  An  occasional  sixpence,  old  man — never  more. 
L.  A.  But  why  do  you  do  it,  Uncle  ? 
U.  J.  Born  so,  I  expect. 


L.  A.  But  may  I  bet,  too,  Uncle  ? 

U.  J.  Certainly  not,  you  young  dog.  You  keep  clear  of 
the  pencillers  or  I  '11  know  the  reason  why. 

L.  A.  I  don't  know  what  pencillers  are,  but  Mamma  says 
betting  is  a  great  curse. 

U.  J.  And  she  's  dead  right. 

L.  A.  But  if  you  think  she 's  dead  right,  Uncle,  you 
oughtn't  to  bet  yourself,  ought  you  ? 

U.  J.  Oh,  I  don't  know.  I  don't  think  I  could  quite  make 
a  habit  of  not  betting.  Only  sixpence,  Arty.  Hardly  counts, 
you  know. 

L.  A.  But  Mamma  says  men  always  begin  with  sixpence 
and 

17.  J.  End  with  a  monkey.  I  suppose  that 's  what  she 
said  ? 

L.  A.  No,  Uncle,  she  didn't  say  anything  about  monkeys. 
She  said  they  ended  by  losing  all  they  had. 

U.  J.  I  always  said  your  mother  was  the  most  sensible 
woman  I  knew. 

L.  A.  Thank  you,  Uncle,  I  'm  sure  she  is.     Bat,  Uncle  ! 

U.  J.  Well,  what 's  up  ? 

L.  A.  I  remember  now  you  're  a  Vice-President  of  our 
branch  of  the  Anti-J3etting  League. 

U.  J.  What  !  !  ! 

L.  A.  Yes,  Uncle,  Mr.  Harding,  the  Vicar,  is  the  President, 
and  Papa  and  you  and  Mr.  Mortimer,  the  Curate,  are  Vice- 
Presidents. 

U.  J.  It 's  a  fairy  tale. 

L.  A.  No,  Uncle,  1  don't  think  it  is.  There  's  the  card  on 
the  mantelpiece. 

U.  J.  (taking  card  and  reading  it  to  himself).  Yes,  there  I 
am,  sure  enough,  "Captain  John  Lambert,  late  28th  Hussars." 
It's  enough  to  make  a  cat  laugh.  Rule  1.  "  All  members  of 
the  League  pledge  themselves — "  the  dickens  they  do.  I  833 
what  it  is.  Mary  put  my  name  down  and  never  told  me :  a 
bit  steep.  Must  make  the  best  of  it.  (To  Little  Arthur) 
Yes,  there 's  my  name,  Arty  ;  you 're  quite  right.  I  suppose  it 
slipped  my  memory.  But  I  'm  all  for  it,  old  man,  all  for  it. 
[told  you  I  wouldn't  have  you  betting,  didn't  I  ? 

L.  A.  Yes,  Uncle,  and  of  course  you  won't  bet  yourself, 
will  you  ? 

U.  J.  Couldn't  do  it  even  if  I  wanted  to,  could  I  ?  They  'd 
ind  me  out  if  I  did. 

L.  A.  Does  that  mean  you  won't,  Uncle  ? 

[7.  J.  I'm  a  Vice-President,  and  I  shan't  forget  it.  Now 
oddle  off  to  your  music. 

"The  Daily  Chronicle"  and  "Mr.  Punch." 
UNDER  the  heading,  "Mr.  Punch  Nods,"  our  friend,  The, 
Daily  Chronicle,  falls  foul  of  the  frontispiece  to  our  new 
volume.  "Mr.  Punch,  like  many  others,"  says  The  Chronicle, 
'  has  not  looked  at  the  Budget  Bill  or  read  the  debate,  or  lie 
would  have  known  that  gardens  such  as  lie  shows  are  exempt 
'rom  taxation,  however  valuable  the  plot  may  be.  So  that 
the  notice  ought  to  read  :  '  This  land  reserved  as  an  open 
space  by  reason  of  Lloyd  George's  Budget.'  " 

Mr.  Punch,  like  many  others,  has  no  idea  what  the  last 
sentence  means  ;  but  he  has  a  large  heart,  and  will  be  glad 
o  reserve  a  wide  open  space  in  it  for  a  class  deserving  of 
reat  pity — those,  to  wit  (if  any),  who  are  likely  to  be  im- 
)osed  upon  by  this  statement  of  The  Chronicle.  For  himself, 
is  content  to  take  Mr.  LLOYD-GEORGE  at  his  own  words, 
vithout  the  assistance  of  an  interpreter.  And  Mr.  GEORGE 
ms  very  plainly  and  cynically  told  us  that  all  pleasure 
gardens  (one  skimpy  acre  onlybeimj  exempted)  must  either  be 
iold  for  building  purposes,  as  not  being  at  present  used  "  to 
he  best  advantage  "  ;  or  thrown  open  to  the  public  ;  or  pay 
an  annual  penally  of  id.  in  the  pound  on  its  capital  value. 

Mr.  Punch  does  not  "nod"  to  this;  on  the  contrary,  he 
hakes  his  head  at  it  by  way  cf  vigilant  protest. 
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A    REMINISCENCE    OF    HENLEY. 

Occr-heated  Person  (tcJio  lias  been  working  valiantly  since  lunch).  "  IT  'B  NO  GOOD,  I  ABSOLUTELY  CAN'T  GET  AS  INCH  FURTHER." 

His  Wife.  "I  WOULDN'T  TRY,  DEAR.    As  A  MATTER  OF  FACT,  I  THINK  IT'S  ABOUT  TIME  WE  TURNED  ROUND  AND  WENT  BACK  FOR  TEA." 


THE  DOGS'   PAGEANT. 

EVERY  dog  used  to  have  his  day,  but 
now  that  His  MAJESTY  has  made  our 
Toby  Sir  Toby,  every  clog  thinks  he 
ought  to  have  his  knight  too,  and  eke 
his  pageant.  And  why  not  ? 

For  dogs  are  not  what  they  were. 
Dogs  have  become  not  only  characters 
in  novels,  as  readers  of  Mr.  GALSWORTHY 
know,  but  characters  in  plays  too,  as 
Mr.  LAURENCE  IRVING  is  now  showing; 
and  only  a  week  or  so  ago  the  sum  of 
£5,000  was  refused  for  a  Pekin  toy 
spaniel.  This  being  the  case,  a  dogs' 
pageant  is  not  only  right  but  necessary, 
and  we  are  glad  to  be  able  to  announce 
that  tliL>  preparations  for  such  a  spectacle 
arc  now  in  full  swing. 

The  Dogs'  Pageant,  under  the  super- 
vision of  Mr.  Louis  N.  BARKER,  will  be 
held  at  Battcrsea  during  the  Dog  Days. 
Among  the  patrons  are  Sir  H.  W.  LUCY, 
Sir  K.  J.  POYNTER,  Mr.  OTTO  BEIT,  and 
Mr.  MURIIEAD  BONE. 

The  first  tableau  will  represent  the 
creation  of  the  dog.  According  to  the  old 
legend,  the  want  of  a  dog  being  felt,  the 
other  animals  were  invited  to  contribute 


to  his  making.  Man  gave  responsibility, 
woman  affection,  the  lion  courage,  the 
deer  swiftness,  the  monkey  mischief, 
and  the  tree  bark.  (Help !)  Anyhow, 
the  dog  emerged,  and  the  world  was 
complete.  Tableau  I.  will  illustrate  this. 

Tableau  II.  shows  the  dog  as  the 
friend  of  man.  Burglars  stealthily  ap- 
proach man's  house,  and  the  dog  warns 
him.  Man  is  overcome  by  the  snow,  and 
the  dog  saves  him.  Man  falls  into  the 
water  (it  is  hoped  that  the  Sage  of 
Battersea,  Mr.  G.  K.  CHESTERTON,  will 
undertake  this  part),  and  the  dog  pulls 
him  to  land. 

Tableau  III.  illustrates  the  dog  as  the 
ally  of  man.  Man  hunts  the  fox  and  the 
dog  kills  it.  Man  shoots  the  partridge 
and  the  dog  retrieves  it.  (Song :  "  Dare 
to  be  a  spaniel.")  Man  is  molested  by 
rats  and  the  dog  catches  them.  Man 
would  fain  eat  roast  beef,  and  the  dog 
turns  the  spit.  Man  desires  a  pair  of 
gloves,  and  the  dog  dies  near  a  tannery. 

Tableau  IV.  is  dangerous,  but  the 
Committee  hopes  for  the  best.  Here  we 
see  Sir  VICTOR  HORSLEY  and  the  Hon. 
STEPHEN  COLERIDCK  in  conflict  over  a 
terrier.  The  contest  is  very  spirited 


and  Mr.  Lous  N.  BARKER  has  surpassed 
himself  in  the  dialogue ;  but  it  is  recog- 
nised that  trouble  may  ensue. 

Tableau  Y-  is  the  most  impressive. 
All  the  famous  characters  of  history  who 
have  had  dogs  will  march  past,  leading 
them.  NOAH  (with  two),  ALCIBIADES, 
LEAR,  King  CHARLES,  the  Duke  of  MARL- 
DOROfGH,  COWPER  with  Beau,  Mrs.  BROWN- 
ING with  Flush,  BISMARCK,  MATTHEW 
ARNOLD  with  Max,  Kaiser,  and  Xeist, 
Mr.  GLADSTONE  with  Petz  the  Pome- 
ranian, Mr.  HARRY  OUST  with  Buluwayo, 
Sir  HERBERT  BEERBOHU  TREE  with  Bully- 
boy,  and  Mr.  BARRIE  with  his  famous 
St.  Bernard. 

Tableau  VI.  and  last,  very  controversial 
— Votes  for  Dogs. 

The  Cult  of  the  Classical. 
One  of  the   Russian  dancers  at  the 
Coliseum  is  called  Monsieur  ORLOFF. 


"  General  Sir  Ian  Hamilton  telk  the  follow- 
ing story  against  himself  with  much  gusto. 
He  was  in  Sufti  a  few  months  ago  and  was 
watching,"  etc. — Manchester  Evening  Xcira. 

Answer  to  Correspondent:   Mufti   is  a 
little  village  quite  close  to  Aldershot. 
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ACTIVE    SERVICE    CONDITIONS. 

Sttbaltern.  "  WHAT  OK  EARTH  ARE  YOU  FELLOWS  DOIKG  ?     TIIEIIF.  IIASX'T  BF.EX  A  IIIT  SIGNALLED  FOR  THE  LAST  HALF  HOUR." 
I'r'a-ate.  "  I  THINK  WE  MUST  'AVE  SHOT  THE  MARKER,  SIR  ! " 


THE  NEW  PHILANTHROPY. 

WE  arc  assured  on  imimpeachable 
authority  that  it  is  true  that  a  gentle- 
man, whose  name  is  widely  known  to 
the  public,  has  intimated  his  willing- 
ness to  contribute  £10,000,000  towards 
the  rebuilding  of  our  fleet.  It  will  be 
remembered  that,  when  the  announce- 
ment was  first  made,  it  was  accompanied 
by  the  statement  that  certain  prelimi- 
naries \vcre  under  discussion.  It  now 
transpires  that  the  superb  offer  of  this 
patriotic  and  munificent  millionaire  is 
attended  by  only  one  single  condition — 
viz.,  that  fifty  other  individuals  should 
each  contribute  the  same  sum  in  the 
course  of  the  next  fortnight. 

The  announcement  that  an  anonymous 
benefactor  had  offered  £2,000,000  yearly 
to  provide  pay  for  the  rank  and  iilc  of 
the  Territorial  Army  seemed  almost  too 
ft-oocl  to  be  true.  On  inquiry  at  the  Wai- 
Office,  however,  it  turns  out  to  be  per- 


fectly accurate.  The  offer  had  un- 
doubtedly been  made,  but  certain  con- 
ditions were  attached  to  it,  as,  for 
example,  that  no  Territorial  would  be 
eligible  unless  he  were  (1)  a  vegetarian, 
(2)  a  Tolstoyan.  The  War  Office  autho- 
rities declined  to  divulge  the  name  of 
the  gentleman,  but  they  added  that,  as 
a  result  of  careful  investigations,  they 
had  satisfied  themselves  that  his  income 
was  as  much  as  £150  a  year. 

The  name  of  the  heroic  philanthropist 
who  proposes  to  devote  £5,000,000  to 
the  erection  and  endowment  of  a  National 
School  of  Dancing  is  Commodore  Gillow- 
son.  His  princely  gift  is  hedged  about 
by  only  one  stipulation — that  the  founda- 
tion stone  is  not  to  be  laid  until  Com- 
modore Gillowson  has  been  appointed 
First  Lord  of  the  Admiralty  and 
Colonel  M.VTLKSON  Secretary  of  State  for 
War. 

In  spite  of  all  attempts  to  preserve  his 
anonymity,  the  name  of  the  splendidly 


generous  philanthropist  who  has  sub- 
scribed £200,000  to  provide  all  the  in- 
habitants of  the  Grand  Sahara  with 
niblicks  has  become  public  property. 
It  is,  as  was  generally  apprehended, 
none  other  than  our  old  friend  ANDREW 
CARNEGIE.  No  conditions  accompany  the 
gift,  except  the  negligible  one  that  the 
ratepayers  of  Timbuctoo  shall  contribute 
to  the  upkeep  of  a  Temple  of  Arbitra- 
tion, with  Free  Library  attached,  on  the 
banks  of  Lake  Tchad. 


From  an  advertisement  in  The  Scots- 
man : — 

"Villa  &  aparts,  June,  July,  part  or  whole, 
with,  without ;  onwards,  without." 

"  Onwards,    backwards  "    would    have 
been  a  much  brighter  ending. 

"Weather  forecast  for  South  Wales:— Some 
showers  ;  mostly  rain." — Smith  Wales  Eelio. 

Oil,  the  little  more,  and  how  dry  it  is  ! 
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BRITANNIA   COMES   TO   TOWN. 
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ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 

K.vn<A<-m>  HIOM  THE  DIAHV  OK  TOBY,  M.P. 

House  of  Lord*,  Monday,  July  5. — 
To  quit  the  House  of  Commons,  cross 
the  corridor  that  parts  and  joins  the  two 
Cliuinlxrs,  and  enter  the  House  of  Lords, 
is  like  passing  out  of  the  noisy  street 
into  the  holy  calm  of  Westminster,  \bbey. 
There  is  this  further  similarity.  In  the 
A  M  icy  only  a  small  proportion  of  con- 
gregation can  hear  what  is  said  in  the 
pulpit.  Proportion  in  Lords  that  enjoys 
like  advantage  is  probably  a  trifle 
smaller.  But  what  would  you?  As  in 
Cathedra],  outer  rim  of  congregation 
feel  assured  that  right  thing  is  being 
said  in  proper  words.  Never  mind  a 
lapsed  syllable,  a  sentence  murmured 
into  the  confidence  of  the  bosom  of  the 
noble  lord  on  his  legs. 

This  afternoon  House  almost  bustling. 
Business  lasted  full  hour  less  five 
minutes.  EBORY  had  question  on  paper 
relating  to  operation  of  Small  Holdings 
Act.  Rules  governing  questions  in 
Lords  are  peculiar  and  expansive.  Com- 
plaint sometimes  made  in  Commons  of 
latitude  permitted  to  supplementary 
questions.  In  freer  atmosphere  of  Here- 
ditary Chamber,  regular  debate  may, 
often  does,  arise  upon  ordinary  question 
addressed  to  Minister,  supplemented  by 
unchecked  flow  of  others.  EBI:RY  hav- 


i  •'  -' 


ingmadeaspeechin 
c\t«  iisiou  of  printed 
question,  M.\iiLiii!i  H  IK 
(returned  from  the 
war)  followed.  With 
native  ingenuous- 
ness, hereditary  mo- 
desty, he  posed  as 
one  in  search  of 
information.  Actual 
impression  left  on 
mind  was  that  he 
was  lecturing  the 
PRESIDENT,  showing 
him  how  much 
better  business  of 
his  department 
might  be  managed 
if  a  younger  Peer 
were  placed  in 
charge. 

When  MARLBHOOK 
sat  down  there  fell 
a  solemn  pause. 
In  Cathedral  this 
would  have  been 
suggestive  of  taking 
up  a  collection. 
Designed  merely  to 
provide  opportunity 
for  any  other  noble 
lord  whom  the  spirit 
might  move  to  give 
utterance  to  his 


EABI.  CARBINGTON,  K.O. — "Hors  IN  BAGS  PROPERLY  MARKED." 

(The  noble  President  of  the  Board  of  Agriculture  moved  the  second 
reading  o£  a  Bill  prohibiting  the  importation  of  foreign  hpps,  except  in 
bags  properly  marked.  July  8.) 


"  MAKI  I'.KCIIIK    FOLLOWED." 
(The  Duke  <>[  Muilborough.) 


thoughts.  No  one 
showing  disposition 
to  rise,  CARRISCTON 
casually  approached 
Table,  laid  upon  it 
notes  made  whilst 
EBIRY  and  MARL- 
DROOK  spoke. 

As  soon  as  he  had 
murmured  opening 
sentence  of  his  re- 
marks, a  messenger 
approaching  from 
doorway  behind 
Woolsack  handed 
him  a  note.  Lei- 
surely opened  it, 
read  its  contents, 
meditated  upon 
them  for  a  moment, 
noble  lords  looking 
on.  Would  he  re- 
sume his  seat,  write 
an  answer,  there- 
after taking  up 
thread  of  his 
speech,  ?  No  one 
familiar  with  House 
of  Lords  ways  would 
have  been  surprised 
had  that  course  been 
followed.  After 
moment's  hesita- 


tion, PRESIDENT  OF  BOARD  OF  AORICULTUBE 
concluded  reply  would  keep ;  so, 
scanning  his  notes,  picked  up  his 
dropped  sentence,  completed  it,  added 
a  few  more  in  conversational  tone,  and 
sat  down. 

Pause.  Clerk  at  Table  rose  to  read 
next  item  on  agenda.  EIIIRY  interposed, 
whispered  a  few  remarks,  probably 
dealing  with  state  of  weather.  Another 
pause.  Tall  gowned  figure  of  Clerk  at 
end  of  Table  shoots  up  again  like  auto- 
matic note  of  exclamation.  As  by  action 
of  invisible  lever  this  brings  up  a  Peer 
from  above  Gangway  to  the  right.  Note 
of  Exclamation  subsides.  A  propos  de 
botles  Peer  asks  for  a  return  showing 
something  or  other.  CARRIXGTON  back 
at  Table ;  glances  towards  messenger  by 
Lobby  door.  Apparently  he  has  not  at 
the  moment  further  private  correspon- 
dence in  charge ;  PRESIDENT  accordingly 
replies  to  Peer  who  wants  return. 

Sclah.  LORD  CHANCELLOR,  having  had 
it  out  with  his  wig  on  the  right-hand 
side,  turns  to  the  left  also ;  vigorously 
remonstrates  with  its  habit  of  falling  off 
his  shoulders  and  clinging  to  his  face. 
Note  of  Exclamation  at  end  of  the  Table 
again  rises.  This  time  becomes  vocal. 

"  Child  Murder  Trial  Bill,  third  read- 
ing," it  said. 

By  this  time  noble  lords  too  exhausted 
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CRUELTY  TO  A  VRIZE  UULLDOO. 

(Mr.  Ellis  Griffith  and  Mr.  Swift  MacNeill  were  swept  away  with 
abhorrent  indignation  at  "  the  exhibition  at  the  Royal  Society  Conver- 
sazione of  a  bulldog  who  .wore  a  leather  strap  with  sharp  nails  secured 
round  his  neck,  his  feet  being  immersed  in  glass  jars  containing  salts 
in  solution,"  etc.  Mr.  Gladstone  said,  "I  understand  the  dog  stood  for 
some  t:m3  in  water  to  which  had  been  added  a  little  common  salt.  If 


lily  hisses  as  it 
falls  on  his  heated 
brow. 

Has  been  mak- 
ing a  night  of  it. 
Whilst  experts  ar- 
gued round  amend- 
ments, he,  seated 
behind  Front  Op- 
position Bench, 
played  part  of  the 
Greek  Chorus. 
Whenever  there 
was  pause  in  con- 
versation his  voice 
was  heard  offering 
more  or  less  rele- 
vant observations. 
•.„  ".Wliy,".  he  once 
asked,  "should  we 
sit  here  all  night 
whilst  the  PRIME 
MINISTER  is  snugly 
tucked  up  in  bed?" 

Again,  sternly 
regarding  !  LLOYD- 
GEORGE  momen- 
tarily resting  from 
rarely  intermitted 
contribution  to  de- 
bate,' he  remarked, 
"  And  there  sits  the 
CHANCELLOR  OF  THE 
EXCHEQUER,  speech- 
less through  the 
whole  evening." 


my  hon.  friend  has  ever  paddled  in  the  sea  he  will  understand  the 
sensation."    (Laughter.) 

We  make  these  gentlemen  a  present  of  an  even  more  brutal  piece  of 
ill-treatment  of  a  noble  animal  which  has  recently  come  to  our  know- 
ledge (Admiral  Sir  J-hn  F-sh-r,  G.C.B.). 

to  offer  objection.  Bill  accordingly  read 
a  third  time. 

Then  LAMINGTON  wants  to  know  all 
about  crisis  in  Persia  and  the  truth 
touching  Russian  advance  on  Teheran. 
CREWE,  nervously  washing  his  hands 
with  invisible  soap  in  imperceptible 
water,  makes  reply  with  maximum  of 
politeness  conveying  minimum  of  infor- 
mation. LOUD  CHANCELLOR,  having  finally 
subdued  recalcitrant  wig,  suggests, 
"  That  the  House  do  now  adjourn." 

Which  it  straightway  does. 

Business  done.  —  Seventh  night  of 
Commons  Committee  on  Budget  Bill.  . 

House  of  Commons,  Tuesday,  4  A.M. — 
T/iIlibullero'.  'Tie  the  stroke  of  day. 
House  just  up.  Sat  continuously  for 
thirteen  hours.  Twelve  devoted  to  Com- 
mittee on  Budget  Bill.  With  the  weary 
legislators  struggling  forth  to  greet  the 
blushing  morn  comes  STANLEY  \VILPON. 
Others  fight  for  the  few  cabs  about 
or,  failing  opportunity  of  securing 
one,  button  up  their  coals,  hoist  their 
umbrellas,  and  trudge  home  through 
sloppy  streets  under  wet  skies.  STANLEY, 
carrying  hat  in  hand,  walks  bore-beaded. 
teful  for  the  July  rain  which  audi- 


When  the  Closure 
was  moved  he  met 
it  with  reiterated 
cry,  "  Scand'less  ! 
Scand'less !  " 

CALDWELL,  doggedly  wakeful  in  the 
Chair,  accepting  Closure,  righteous  in- 
dignation was  turned  upon  him.  On  the 
stroke  of  3  A.M.  STANLEY  ordered  a  new 
Chairman  as,  being  at  supper,  he  might 
have  asked  for  a  fresh  poached  egg  or 
another  grilled  bone. 
.  "Get  a  new  Chairman,"  he  com- 
manded. 

As  there  happened  not  to  be  one  at 
band,  Mr.  CALDWELL  retained  his  situa- 
tion. Observing  this,  STANLEY  fell  back 
upon  his  familiar  observation. 

"  Scand'less  !  Scand'less  !  "  he  cried 
aloud,  smitten  to  the  heart  with  indig- 
nant sorrow  that  such  things  should  be 
in  the  home  of  the  Mother  of  Parlia- 
ments. 

Business  done. — After  all-night  sitting, 
Committee  turns  to  again  at  Budget 
Bill.  Still  engaged  on  Clause  2. 

Thursday. — HENRY  COTTON,  Knight  of 
the  Star  of  India,  rather  looked  forward 
to  a  good  week.  Scraped  up  a  lot  of 
tittle-tattle  designed  to  show  that  the 
men  who  hold  India  for  the  Empire, 
meanwhile  bestowing  sedulous  care  on 
the  welfare  of  its  teeming  population,  are 
in  their  public  acts  animated  by  mean 


cowardly  motives.  Strung  hotchpotch 
together  in  series  of  live  questions 
which,  subdivided,  made  aggregate  of 
ten.  What  a  time  he  would  have  to  be 
sure,  with  MACKAKNESS,  RuTHERFOim  and 
ROBERTSON  cheering,  LUPTON  at  minute- 
gun  interval  contributing  an  approving 
snore ! 

After  these  things  were  printed  at 
public  expense  and  circulated  with  Par- 
liamentary Papers  came  the  grim  tragedy 
at  the  Imperial  Institute.  A  man  who 
had  given  a1!  his  thought  through  the 
best  years  of  his  life  to  the  service  of 
the  natives  of  India  was  struck  down 
by  the  hand  of  a  sympathiser  with  the 
clientele  of  certain  hon.  gentlemen  below 
the  Gangway.  There  are  some  points 
at  which  even  a  Chatterjee  is  halted. 
With  the  unburied  body  of  CURZON 
WYLLIE  lying  in  the  bereaved  home,  it 
was  perhaps  just  as  well  to  postpone 
enquiry  into  the  case  of  GANESH  DAMODAR 
SAVARKAR,  sentenced  to  transportation  for 
publishing  matter  which  found  its 
logical  issue  in  the  murder  of  a  harm- 
less man ;  and  to  leave  for  more  con- 
venient season  lament  on  the  treatment 
of  ACHYUT  BALWANT  KOLHATKAR  for  cir- 
culation of  seditious  utterances.  So  when 
the  "string  of  questions  was  reached 
COTTON  made  no  sign,  and  they  were 
passed  over.  .  • 
-  The  MEMBER  FOR  SARK  does  not  con- 


TlIE   Plill'E    OF    HOLDEIISESS   GIVES 
TONGUE   ONCE    TOO   OFTEN. 

(Mr.  St-nl-y  W-ls-n  retires  after  a  merry 
"  burst "  and  a  few  home  truths  from  the  Chair 
man  of  Committees.) 


Jui.v  11,  1909.] 
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Is  PARTS  OF  WALES  THE  CORACLE— A  KINK  OF   BASKET-BOAT — is   MUCH  VRKD   BY  THE  NATIVES  FOR  nsmxo.    THE  IDEA  OF  ANCHORING  IT 

WITH  A   BIC1  STONE  SEEMS,   HOWEVER,   TO   HAVE   ORIOINATF.D  WITH  A   VISITING    ANGLER.      Till:   EXPERIMENT    IS   NOT   RECOMMENDED  TO   BEGINNERS. 


coal  his  disappointment  at  this  tem- 
porary predominance  of  discretion  over 
valour.  The  patience  of  the  House  of 
Commons  sometimes  seems  illimitable. 
Would  have  been  interesting,  might 
have  proved  useful,  to  seize  oppor- 
tunity at  this  particular  crisis  to  let 
obscure  groups  of  sedition-mongers  in 
India  know  what  it  thinks  of  their  prob- 
lematically well-meaning  but  indubit- 
ably unwise  advocates  at  Westminster. 

liiisiness  done.  —  In  Committee  of 
Supply.  

THK  PRECIOUS  GIFT  OF  SPEECH. 

S<  ESR—Smohing  compartment  between  a 

xnbin-b  am/  the  City.     9.30  A.M. 

I-' i rut  Man  (to  the  man  in  the  corner). 
I'o  \oii  mind  if  I  open  the  window  a 
little? 

>V<-f)iii7  Man.  Not  in  the  least. 

Tlni-il  Man.  Ah!  that's  better.  It 
was  getling  very  close. 

l-'n-xt  Mini.  Ton  passengers  all  smok- 
ing make  it  rather  close,  don't  they? 

Fourth  Man  di-iih  a  I'liiiitnainliiig  eye, 
who  looks  at  nrr//  one  ax  he  x^'ahn). 
Fresh  air's  a  very  «,n  id  tiling — if  you 
don't  have  too  much  of  it.  I  la.  ha  !  ' 

[  l.nngliter. 


ThirdMan.  Extraordinary  how  quickly 
a  current  of  air  becomes  a  draught. 

First  Man.  Yes,  indeed. 

Sixth  Man.  Some  people  don't  mind 
draughts ;  and  some  are  so  sensitive  to 
them  that  to  be  in  one  is  a  misery. 

[Look 8  anxiougli/  at  the  window. 

Fifth  Man  (on  the  seat  back  to  the 
engine}.  Well,  draughts  don't  hurt  me. 
A  current  of  air's  a  good  thing,  I  say. 

Fourth  Man.  Yes — if  you  don't  have 
too  much  of  it.  Ha,  ha  ! 

[Lavghter  ai/aiu. 

Sixth  Man.  Perhaps  as  you  don't 
mind  a  draught  you  wouldn't  object  to 
change  places  with  me? 

Fifth  Man.  Delighted,  I'm  sure,  only 
riding  with  my  face  to  the  engine 
always  makes  me  feel  sick. 

Sixth  Man.  That 's  very  strange.  I 
thought  it  was  riding  back  to  the  engine 
that  had  that  effect. 

Fifth  Man.  Ah,  yes,  I  believe  it  is  so 
with  ordinary  people;  but  not  with  me. 
I'm  very  peculiar  in  man}1  ways. 

Sixth  Man.  I  wonder  if  we  have  had 
enough  fresh  air  for  the  moment? 

Fourth  Man.  Enough  is  as  good  as  a 
lea--l,  they  say.  Ha,  lia  !  \Laiig1iter. 

^i.i'lli  Man.  At  any  rate  I  think  we 
might  have  the  window  up  a  little  now. 


Say  three  inches.  No  need  to  have  our 
heads  blown  off,  is  there  ? 

[Feeble  laughter  from  the  more  kindly 
passengers. 

Third  Man.  Well,  what  I  say  is,  fresh 
air  is  the  best  friend  of  man.  Get  all 
the  air  you  can  and  you  '11  live  long  and 
die  happy. 

Fourth  Man.  Yes,  of  course  ;  but  one 

mustn't  live  too  long,  you  know — mustn't 

be  a  nuisance  to  one's  friends,  and  nil 

that.     Ha,  ha  !  [Lanahln-. 

[And  so  on,  to  the  Terminus.] 


From  an  advt,  in  The  Halifax  (N.S.) 
Herald  :— 

"The  interest  coupans  will  be  payable  lialf- 
yc.nly  at  p.ir  at  Montreal,  Toronto,  H;ilifn, 
London,  G.B.,  and  Boston." 

"  London,  G.B.  ?  "—heavens !  that  'B  us ! 


The  Journalistic  Touch. 

"  In  one  Kentish  orchard  a  single  frosty 
night  about  a  month  ago  derimated  llie  run  ants 
by  a<  much  as  80  per  cent."  —  l>.tihj  Mail. 

We  had  never  dared  to  hope  for  such  a 
perfect  example  of  it  as  this.  It  is  too 
much — we  are  not  worthy  of  it. 
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THE  OFFICE  LARK. 

Oi'R  William  is  a  model  lad, 
And,  be  it  clearly  understood, 
His  ninety-nine  per  cent,  is  good, 

And  only  one  per  cent,  is  bad. 

Discreet  and  sharp,  polite  and  strong, 
lie  is  a  perfect  office  boy, 
With  one  per  cent,  (v.s.)  alloy— 

A  fatal  tendency  to  song. 

To  this  the  Senior  Pard  demurred. 
"  Although  he  is  a  splendid  thing, 
I  do  not  care  to  hear  him  sing." 

Wherein  the  Head  Cashier  concurred. 

"  Speak  gently  to  the  youthful  Bill, 
And  tell  him,  though  himself  is  dear, 
His  music 's  not,  0  Head  Cashier." 

The  Head  Cashier  replied,  "I  will." 

"  Dissuade,  or  at  the  most  forbid. 

His  tenc'.er  feelings  do  not  hurt. 

Be  neither  rude  nor  harsh  nor  curt, 
But  stop  him  singing,  please."     He  did. 

For  two  long  weeks  our  William  led 
A  tuneless  life,  his  music  dumb, 
And  wtien  he  felt  he'd  like  to  hum 

He  chewed  a  caramel  instead. 

By  some  ill-omened  circumstance 
Our  Head  Cashier  it  did  befall 
To  be  invited  to  a  Ball 

(For  even  head  cashiers  must  dance). 

And  there  there  fell  upon  his  ear 

A  souLenchanting  melody,  . 

So  pleasing  that,  next  morning  he 
Must  voice  it,  William  standing  near. 

And,  though  he  ceased,  the  sweet  refrain 
Almost  before  he  had  begun, 
It  was  too  late.     The  harm  was  done, 

And  William's  song  is  heard  again  :--• 

How  he  would  have  us  all  remark 
(And.  to  that  end  he  spares  no  pains) 
Though    Home    is    sweet,    the    fac 
remains 

He  dare  not  go  there  in  the  dark. 

"  Quickly  after  starting  Trinity  showed  ii 
front,  but  it  was  for  a  few  strokes  inly,  for  Clare 
closed  on  them  at  the  quarter-mile,  led  by  a 
quarter  of  a  mile  at  the  half-mile,  and  were 
nearly  clear  at  Fawley."-  -The  Horning  Post. 

It  seems  that  Clare's  magnificent  spur 
was  too  good  to  last. 

"  .Sharp  grieved  for  the  loss  of  Tyldes'ey 
They  are  the  Jonathan  and  the  Absolom  o 
Lancashire  cricket."  —  Manehetter  Eceii' 
Chronicle. 

This  makes  SIUHP  out  to  be  a  con  tern 
porary  of  DAVID  (TYLDESI.EV'S  father).  1 1 
must  be  i^u'ite  a  veteran  ;  which  wouh 
account  for  his  selection. 


"Rhodes  made  a  fow  nice  hits,  and  in  r.  n 
pany  wi-.h  Lilley  put   on    1." — Belfast 

Later. 

Not  bad  for  a  Tost  Match. 


MISUNDERSTOOD. 

••  MY  dunderhcaded  neighbours,"  said 
je  Squire,  "  the  whole  affair  is  a  con- 
ninded  nuisance,  especially  when  I've 
ot  a  touch  of  the  gout ;  but  my  position 
i  the  county  seems  to  demand  that  1 
bould  take  the  chair  to-night,  and 
ntroduce  our  new  Candidate  to  this 
liscellaneous  and  not  over-intelligent 
athering.  Naturally  you  know  nothing 
bout  Mr.  Gawker,  who  lives  quite  five 
undred  miles  from  here,  and  I  know 
cry  little,  except  that  his  father  made  a 
ortune  out  of  bath-taps  and  he  himself 
s  a  member  of  three  spoiling  clubs  and 
lie  English  Bar.  Why  he  wants  to 
epresent  us  in  Parliament  I  can't,  of 
ourse,  imagine — I  suppose  it's  merely 
.is  disinterested  love  for  us.  But  here 
.e  is.  Let  him  explain  for  himself." 
uid,  with  a  proud  ;;nd  impressive  ges- 
ure,  our  Chairman  swept  the  water- 
jottle  from  the  table  and  sat  down. 

(Well,  perhaps  he  didn't  say  quite 
hat ;  to  tell  the  truth,  the  noise  outside 
he  place  kept  me  from  hearing  a  word  ; 
but  fortunately  he  has  a  very  speaking 
ace.) 

Then  up  rose  Mr.  Gawker,  a  tall,  pale 
•oung  man  with  a  single  eyeglass.  The 
towards",  resetted  lil  e  prize  cattle, 
:lapped  their  hands,  and  we  made  a  joy- 
ul  sound  of  welcome  with  our  umbrellas. 

Mr.  Gawker  felt  round  the  inside  of 
lis  collar  with  one  finger  and  began. 

"My  good  asses,"  said  he,  "I  know 
you  expect  me  to  promise  you  the  moon, 
so  1  '11  do  so  at  once,  and  I  heartily  wish 
you  may  get  it.  But  you  know  as  well 
as  I  do  that  when  once  I  'm  in  the  House 
[  shall  simply  have  to  obey  the  Party 
Whip,  like  any  other  Johnny  who  wants 
to  advance  his — I  mean,  who  wants  to 
serve  those  great  and  glorious  principles 
that  we  all  have  «o  much  at  heart.  I  've 
sent  a  cheque  to  your  Cricket  Club,  am 
I  hope  to  goodness  you  '11  think  it  big 

nougb.  I  know  I  do.  Now  about  the 
Budget  .  .  ." 

(No,  possibly  I  haven't  got  him  down 
verbatim ;  but,  with  a  free  figh 
going  on  outside  to  an  accompanimen 
of  police  whistles,  is  it  surprising  if  ! 
had  to  guess  at  a  word  here  and  there  ?' 
For  ten  minutes  Mr.  Gawker  kept  tin 
even  tenor  of  his  oratorical  way,  and " 
sat  in  a  temperature  of '90°  Fab.  lirmh 
clutching  the  "counterfoil  of  the  pink 
ticket  that  entitled  me  to  pass  out 
Once  or  twice  I  said,  "  No,  no,"  in 
gently  deprecating  fashion  ;  for,  whei 
all  is  said  and  done,  Tariff  Reform  a 
least  means  (L  hope)  a  good  twopenn_ 
cigar.  Then  the  inevitable  happened 
A  shrill  voice  rose,  vibrant  and  da. 
peratc,  to  the  glass  dome  overhead  (w 
were  in  the  Corn  Exchange),  and  fe 
amongst  the  startled  audience. 

"  Will  you  give  women  the  Vote?  " 


Mr.  Gawker,  with  an  air  of  pained 
urprise,  turned  rather  limply  to  the 
'hairman. 

Put  her  out!  "shouted  the  Squire 
ngrily  (I  knew  the  gout  had  got  him), 
nd  the  resetted  ones  rallied  to  the 
nsluught.  Out  she  went,  an  unwept 
martyr. 

"  Statistics,"  thought  I,  as  our  speaker 
egaii  ticking  off  the  fingers  of  one  hand 
•ith  the  forefinger  of  the  other.  And 
len  a  ladj  sitting  behind  me  whispered 
n  my  ear. 

"  I  quite  agree,"  I  replied  ;  and  a 
teward  watched  us  with  latent  ferocity, 
eady  to  pounce.  Despite  the  risk  I 
ose — I  couldn't  refuse  eo  obvious  a 
uty — and,  leaning  gracefully  on  my 
mbrella,  extended  my  right  hand  up- 
vards  and  outwards. 

"  Will  you-  give "  I  began.   , 

Of  course  I  knew  the  words  were  ill- 
hosen  as  soon  as  they  escaped  my  lips. 
Jut,  all  the  same,  I'll  never,  never 
orglve  the  Squire  or  play  croquet  with 
lis  daughters  again. 

Whirlwind  and  earthquake  followed, 
and  a  chaos  of  black-garbed  limbs,  red 
aces,  and  tri-coloured  ribbon,  while  the 
loor  rose  and  fell.  I  killed  three 
stewards  in  the  hall  and  two  on  the 
step.  Then  I  found  myself  outside  the 
L'orn  Exchange,  sternly  grasping  a 
tattered  handful  of  rosette,  while  the 
mle  moon,  that  has  witnessed  so  many 
'ollies,  looked  down  sadly  on  man  and 
lis  fevered  violence. 

"  If  you  had  allowed  me  to  finish  my 
sentence,"  I  said  coldly  to  one  of  the 
stewards  who  survived,  "I  was  going  to 
say,'  Will  you  give  qrders,  Mr.  Chairman, 
.o  have  a  window  opened  ?  '  I  only 
wanted  fresh  air,  you  joskin." 

1  Well,  and  now  you  've  got  it,"  s:iid 
Perkins  crossly,  looking  for  his  collar. 
Perkins  is  an  ironmonger,  and  I  resolved 
at  once  to  transfer  my  custom  to  his 
rival.  Last  year  I  bought  a  small  file 
from  him,  but  "  never  again,"  thought  J. 
And  then  an  awful  thing  happened. 
Three  Suffragettes  surrounded  me,  pat- 
ting me,  admiring  me.  "  Well  done, 
well  done !  "  they  cried.  And  the  moon 
went  behind  a  cloud.  • 

To  suffer  martyrdom  for  a  cause  one 
contemns  is  bad  enough.  To  be  con- 
gratulated upon  it  is  a  sorrow's  crown 
of  sorrow. 

"Ladies,"  I  said,  "I  have  been  mis- 
underatocd.  Never  would  I  assail  the 
glorious  right  for  which  our  forefathers 
bled,  the  ancient  sacred,  inalienable 
British  right  of  Free  Speech — for  People 
on  Platforms.  What  you  witnessed  was 
the  result  of  a  misapprehension  on  the 
part  of  my  friend  Mr.  Perkins,  to  whom, 
however,  I  bear  no  malice."  And  I 
turned  to  shake  him  by  the  hand. 

I'ut  Perkins  had  gone  into  the  hall 
again  to  guard  our  ancient  liberties. 
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Cabby  (explaining  hixtjric  lanJinurln  of  E<iniljurj  to  .Imerican  tuunsl}.  "  Vox  's  IHE 
'Jaitrist.  "W.vi.,  WHO  WAS  THIS  Jons  KNOX,  ANYWA\  ?" 
(.'dbby  (thoektd).  "Mox!     Do  YK  NO  BEAD  YEP. 


THE   TEMPESTUOUS   PETTICOAT. 

[F;ish  0:1  I'xp.jrts  predict  the  impending  doom  of  the  Directoire  Mod' 
and  the  revival  of  ampler  garment-,  icitlt  the  "  tempestuous  petticoat."] 

i  liis-'AMKi;  petticoats,  frothy  frivolities, 

Thrilling  with  pleasure  we  greet  you  again ; 
Long  have  we  missed  your  ebullient  qualities 
While  at  the  top  of  the  cupboard  you  've  lain  ; 

Ruches  and  rucks 

Gathers  and  tucks, 
Dear  to  our  ankles  your  sorcery  still  is ; 

Extra  large  feet 

Shrink  and  look  neat 
Framed  by  your  fluttering  tumult  of  frillies. 

Sisters,  have  done  with  the  cult  of  the  sinuous, 

Siruggle  no  more  to  be  straight  up  and  down, 
Aim  not  at  iigures  austerely  continuous, 
(-'urveless  in  profile  from  slipper  to  crown. 

Paris  declines 

Skimpy  dtsigns, 
Skiii-litting  toilettes,  in  weight  a  few  ounces, 

Granting  instead 

Garments  that  spread 
Fringed  by  a  llutter  of  filigree  flounces. 


MOTTO  KIR  A  FARVKNT. — Snoblesse  oblii 


P.  0.  POLITENESS. 

THE  PosrMAsrER-GENERAL's  order  to  Post  Otiice  servants, 
pointing  out  the  advantages  of  "courtesy,  good  humour, 
and  an  obliging  disposition,"  should  have  been  accompanied 
by  hints  for  the  use  of  beginners  in  the  art  of  politeness. 
Thus  :— 

PLEASE  (pronounced  pfe). — This  word  is  an  abbrevia- 
tion of  "  If  you  please."  It  is  generally  placed  at  the 
beginning  or  the  end  of  a  request,  distinguishing  it  from 
a  command. 

THANK  YOU  (colloquially  pronounced  Vcu).  —  Post  OBic« 
officials  may  have  noticed"  that  this  is  the  expression  used 
by  the  stamp-buyer  on  receiving  his  stamps,  and  with  a 
little  diligence  they  will  soon  get  into  the  way  of  saying 
"Thank  you"  when  the  money  for  the  stamps  is  given 
to  them. 

A  SMILE. — This  is  a  most  valuable  accomplishment,  by 
which  the  trouble  and  difficulty  of  saying  polite  things  can 
frequently  be  dispensed  with.  A  customer  would  often, 
indeed,  prefer  a  smile  to  speech.  It  is  produced  in  the 
following  manner:  let  the  lips  rest  lightly  and  naturally 
together,  gently  contract  the  facial  muscles  in  a  manner  that 
lengthens  the  mouth.  If  possible,  allow  the  corners  of  the 
mouth  to  curve  upwards,  and  do  not  resist  the  tendency  of 
the  lower  eyelids  to  close  towards  the  upper.  If  the  teeth 
are  pearly,  the  lips  may  be  slightly  opened. 
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OUR    BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By  Mr.  Punch's  Staff  of  Learned  Clerks.) 
SIORIKS  of  village  life  arc  rather  like  the  little  girl  in  the 


|  of  conversation,  too,  which  makes  the   characters   seem  so 
unreal.  

77d  Bi-onse  licit  (GRANT  RICHARDS)  is  a  story  of  destiny  and 
intrigue,  of  Itajpuis  and  Babus,  of  mystery  and  adventure, 


celebrated  pcu'in   -when  they  are  good  they  are  very,  very  good,  |  which  tells  how  a  member  of  the  Indian  Secret  Service,  of 


and  when  they  are  bad  they  are  horrid.  Fortunately,  how- 
ever, A  Little  Green  World  (HoTGBQBOH)  seems  to  me  to  be 
VITV  good  indeed.  J.  E.  Bn  KKI>>F.  is,  I  observe,  the  author 
of  various  other  books,  which  have  escaped  me,  but  which 
have  evidently  been  greatly  to  the  liking  of  several  critics. 
So  far  as  the  present  volume  is  concerned,  I  make  haste  to 
add  my  own  voice  to  the  chorus  of  praise.  Hardly  since  the 
days  of  Miss  Mnronn  or  Mrs.  GASKELL  has  the  comedy  of  an 
English  countryside  been  treated  with  such  entire  success. 
J.  E.  BUCKKOSE  writes  of  it  with  a  delicacy  and  a  gift  of 
sympathetic  laughter  which,  if  those  reviewers  are  right  who 
'  prefix  a  "Mr."  to  the  name,  is  oddly  feminine.  Of  story  there 
j  is  little— just  a  group  of  very  ordinary  people,  some  engage- 
ments, a  general  shake-up,  and  a  fresh  pairing.  It  is  the 
treatment  of  rural  character  that  gives  the  book  its  charm. 
One  recalls  with  -  - 
especial  gratitude  the 
vicarage  family,  al- 
ways on  their  beam 
ends,  and  always 
imperturbably  cheer- 
ful about  it.  In  short, 
A  Little  Green  World 
does  convey  an  actual 
impression  of  green- 
ness and  the  feel  of 
the  genuine  country. 
It  is  above  all  things 
a  book  for  summer  | 
reading  in  the  open 
air,  and  a  copy  of  it 
should  be  included 
by  every  well-ap- 
pointed household  in 
the  list  of  what  the 
advertisements  call 
"  Garden  Requisites 
for  the  Season." 


LOOK  HOW  CLOSE  THE  TWO  SIDES   ARE  KEEPING  TO  BACK  OTHER  !  " 


The  Perjurer  (CONSTABLE)  is  rather  a  melodramatic  book 
about  not  very  attractive  people.  The  women  don't  actually 
command  the  men  to  unhand  them,  but  that  is  the  sort  of 
atmosphere  which  hangs  over  the  dialogue.  The  hero,  Lord 
Larcmock,  is  the  most  unpleasant  bounder  who  has  appeared 
in  fiction  recently,  but  for  some  reason  Mr.  W.  E.  Noimisand 
all  the  other  characters  are  reluctant  to  acknowledge  this. 
"July in"  (for  instance)  "knew  Larcmoch  very  well,  had  a 
species  of  liking  for  him,  and  did  not  deny  him  certain 
merits."  Well,  he  must  have  known  him  very  well  to  have 
discovered  the  merits.  Anyhow,  Lavernoekt  suicide  on 
p.  201  was  most  welcome,  even  though  it  was  the  beginning 
of  the  misunderstandings.  The  fact  was  that  Forester  and 
Julyan  had  eacli  promised  Helen  Monk  that  he  would  not 
gamble  any  more  with  Lavernock  (her  cousin),  and  so  when  the 
latter  killed  himself  as  the  result  of  losing  heavily  at  ecarto  to 
F0rester,Julyan,  knowing  that  Forcsterliud  been  provisionally 
accepted  by  Helen,  took  the  blame  on  himself,  although  (or 
rather  because)  he  too  loved  Helen.  At  the  inquest  ho  per- 
jured himself  valiantly.  Helen,  of  cours-.-,  was  freezingly  polite 
to  him  af  terwardsand  full  of  admiration  for  Forester.  The  truth 
came  out  in  the  end,  but  not  until  Julyan  had  been  stabbed 
by  /. tivcr nock's  actress  wife.  The  story  is  extremely  well 
put  together,  and  would  seem  quite  natural  and  probable 
if  the  dialogue  had  been  less  formal.  It  is  this  formality 


the  true  KIPLING  brand,  with  the  help  of  a  young  American 
called  Amber,  nipped  in  the  bud  a  projected  native  rising 
which  would  have  easily  eclipsed  the  horrors  of  the  Mutiny 
in  '57.  My  salaams  to  Mr.  Louis  JOSEPH  VANCE.  I  have 
followed  with  deep  interest  every  step  o[  young  Amber's 
perilous  path,  as  he  is  led  by  the  finger  of  Fate  through  thn 
ghastly  Gateway  of  Swords  to  save  India  for  the  English 
and  the  girl  he  loved  for  himself.  It  is  one  long  succession 
of  first-class  thrills.  Only  why  does  Mr.  VANCE  make  the 
Bronze  Bell  speak — in  purest  Sanskrit — at  the  supreme 
moment :'  That  seems  to  me  an  unnecessary  departure  from 
the  rmi  semblance  of  his  story,  which  in  every  other  respect 
is  as  real  as  it  is  ingenious.  However,  it  is  a  very  slight 
blemish,  which  will  be  readily  forgiven  him  by  his  readers 
in  this  country  and  in  India,  because  he  has  made  his 

American  hero  a 
thorough  English- 
man. 

I  confess  that  in 
The  Condition  of 
I'.nrjland  (METHUEN) 
Mr.  MASTERMAN  rather 
bores  me.  From  his 
natural  altitude  he 
surveys  the  kingdom 
in  mass  and  in  detail 
and  behold  it  is  very 
bad.  Whether  the 
point  under  discus- 
sion be  the  spirit  of 
the  people,  the  Kng- 
lishman  abroad,  at 
home,  in  town  or  in 
suburbs,  at  work  up- 
on science  or  litera- 
ture,nothing  satisfies 
the  master  mind  of 
the  author.  What  is 
additionally  provoking  is  a  habit  of  setting  forth  common- 
places of  criticism  in  glittering  phrases  that  to  the  unwary 
suggest  novelty.  As  was  said  about  a  dear  departed  friend 
who  dyed  his  hair,  England  is  really  not  so  black  as  Mr. 
MASTERMAN  paints  her.  An  exceptionally  interesting  and 
informing  chapter  is  the  one  whose  scope  he  disguises,  with 
characteristic  effort  to  find  an  arresting  word,  beneath  the 
title  "Prisoners."  It  deals  with  the  home  and  workshop 
condition  of  men,  women  and  children  labouring  under  the 
Factory  Acts.  Here  Mr.  MASTERMAN'S  Ministerial  position  has 
afforded  him  opportunity  of  studying  official  documents.  He 
uses  it  so  well  as  to  make  me  the  more  regret  the  others  he 
has  lost. 

Hurling  the  Hurler. 

''The  Greek  sport  ot  dise:;boluH  throwing,  which  has  become  so 
1 1 "| iilar  lion',  was  also  one  of  the  features  of  the  day,  and  \vas  wou 
I iy  S  ikelaridos  with  a  throw  of  82ft." — Paris  Daily  Mall. 

This  event,  however,  will  never  be   really  popular  with  the 
discobolus  himself. 


Fond  Mother  (callinj  attention  to  tlte  total  on  eae\  telegraph  loar.l).  "  Ou,  CLARENCE, 


"  From  the  public  point  of  view  it  is  a  pity  that  lie  became  a  member 
of  the  Upper  House  while  still  in  the  full  Vigour  of  his  mental  poivgrs. — 


The  Sketch. 


Still,  after  all,  they  must  have  one  or  two  like  that. 
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CHARIVARIA. 
\Yi:  understand  thai  the  ivcvut  vMt- 

ol    (  icrman    ilr|nit;iti(ins   to   this   country 

]i:i\c      ]ILI<|     the     mo^t 

satisfactory  result-.  All 

I  In-   visitors  have  come 

(IP   the-  conclusion   tliat 

a    little    island     win-n- 

il    is      nearly     always 

raining    is    really    not 

worth  hiking. 

*  * 
* 

A  couteni]pora  ry 

[points  out  that  the 
present  snininer  is  not 
vet  (he  worst  we  have 
had.  We  regard  as 

positively  criminal  this 

attempt     to     put     the 

rain-department  on  its 

niellle. 

*  * 

The  leailer  of  the 
(  'onserviitivi-  Party  in 
I  li«'  li'eielistag  referred 
to  Prince  |!i  i.mvv,  on 
the  eve  of  his  relire- 
ment,  as  "our  dear 

Chancellor."     The 

exact       figure     was 

£»5,000,OQO. 

*  * 

111  time  of  war,  Mr. 
1  1  \I.II\\M  states,  the 
cavalry  of  the  Terri- 
torial Army  would  act 
in  conjunction  with 
the  Elegqlar  Cavalry. 
This  would  lo  si  11  iii- 
exteiit  get  over  the 
difficulty  of  the  scarcity 
of  horses.  First,  we 
take  it,  the  licgnlars 
would  charge  the 
enemy  :  then  they 
would  return,  dis- 
mount, and  give  the 
other  fellows  a  chance. 

V 

T.uiuF  lir.ioit.\i 

MEANS 

.li  si   TAX.  vi  ION 
says       Tin'       /•,'.i-/ir<w. 
".I  nM  this,  and  nothing 
more?"  asks  a  frivol- 
ous Free  Trader. 


nothing  of  value,  nnd  is  siippo-ed  to 
have  In-en  taken  in  mistake  for  her 
jewel  ca.-e.  This  is  the  sort  of  thing 
that  sours  so  many  criminals. 


The 


should 


Once  more  a  claim 
has  IK-CII  put  forward 
for  an  after-life  for 
animals.  Which  re- 
minds us  that  il  i-.  no!, 
we  Id-lieu-.  -em-rally 
known  that  there  is  quite  a  sharp  division 
of  thought  among  animal.^  as  to  whether 
there  H  an  after-life  for  men  and  women. 
*  * 

A  lady   was   rohhed   ol     her  dressing- 
case  at  Kuslou    last   wiek.     It  contained 


A    DESERVING    CASE. 

"  CAN  TEE  BPABE  U3   A  A'rESKT,   MATE  ?  " 

\\'orJ;iii(j  Man.  WoTCHER  WANT  A  A'PESSV  FOB?" 

loafer.   "  COS  I  GOT  OSE,  AND  I  WANTS   ANOTHER   FOB  THE   PB1CE   OF  'ABF  A  P1ST." 

Workinj  Man.  "  EVEB  DOSE  A  DAY'S  WORK  IN  YEB  LIFE  ?  " 
Loafer.  "No,  Gcv'son,  CAWS'T  SAY  AS  I  "AVE." 

U'dl'/.-ill;;  Man.  "  \V K.I.I.,  VKK  NEVEB  DOSE  A  POBE  BLOKE  OUT  OF  A  JOB,  ANYWAY. 

nit  A'PENNY." 


A  "Greater  Ixmdon"  etlition  of  The 
]><ii/i/  .Mail  has  Ijeen  planned,  so  The 
Dully  Mail  informs  us,  partly  for  the 
purpose  of  enabling  this  journal's  host 
of  readers  in  the  metropolitan  area  to 
secure  more  London  news,  and  partly  for 


the  benefit  of  the  small  da.-viiied  adver 

tiser.  This  should  dUpiwol  tin-  re|Hpil 
that  the  new  departure  was  int'-iided  to 
lienetil  Tin-  l>,l'dl/  M,,',l  il^-ll. 

*  * 

*. 

The     liii-.ine.-s    of   a 

certain  pu  III  isliiug 
house  notorious  lor  a 
certain  ty)«-  of  novel 
has  Keen  turned  into 
a  limited  compaiiv  .  Il 
is  satisfactory  to  know 
that  the  limit  has  been 
reached  at  last. 

*  * 

Joi,,'  rtm-l: 
Join-mil 
that  there 

In-  examina- 
tions for  Stockbrokers. 
They  are  to  be  a  sort 
of  Jfonours  examina- 
tion, to  distinguish 
them  from  the  ordi- 
nary examinations  in 

Bankruptcy. 

*'  * 

The  Hi(*ks  Theatre 
has  changed  its  name 
and  is  now  The  (ilobe 
Theatre.  Cur  oldest 
evening  contemporary 
will,  however,  retain 
its  title  and  not  In1 
(ailed  The  lllclis. 

*% 
A       oorrespondent 

writes  to  The  Daily 
Mail  to  express  the 
hope  that  the  (ireat 
Western  Kailway  will 
not  alxilish  second- 
class  carriages,  as,  on 
another  line  which  has 
done  this,  he  always 
has  to  travel  lirst.  This 
should  put  an  end  to 
any  hesitation  on  the 
part  of  the  C.  W.  It. 


lu  distributing 
prizesat  a  City  school. 
last  week,  the  I/HM> 
MAYOR  recalled  the  oc- 
casion on  which,  at  the 
age  of  five,  he  was 
k  issed  1  >y  a  f<  inner  I  xjrd 
Mayor  in  that  same 
nioiu.  "Iiievertlumght 
then,"  he  said,  "  that 
[  should  one  day  lie 
here  as  Ix>rd  Ma\  or 
myself."  Here  we  see 
Nature's  wonderful 


law  of  compensation  at  work. 

"  Young  Man  wauls  situation,  Doorman ;  take 
fire  if  requ  red." — Advl.  in  "  South  Walts  Echo." 
We  like  this  spirit.  It  is  the  stuff  that 
martyrs  are  made  of. 


101     OXUVll. 
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HOME-DEFENCE    AT    SHORT    NOTICE. 

'Tib  liberty  alone  tliat  trains  a  nation 
To  fight  without  a  moment's  preparation. 

Modern  Ilrit'inJi  Humorist. 

p'  You  sav  Lord  Roberts  has  got  hold  of  the  wrong  ideal,  and  with 
your  verdict  I  thoroughly  concur.     Does  the  noble  lord  think  for  one 
minute  that  the  men  of  this  country  would  remain  niut«  to  the  call  U 
our  islands  were  about  to  be  invaded  ?  "-From  a  lettr,  tyfteal  of 
l!i-lt 'Kit  uitdliyeiiee,  appearing  in  "Tlie  Daily  Cliroiude.  J 
.4)1  untrained  citizen  addresses  a  recruiting  sergeant:— 
"  '  landed  tliis  morning,'  did  they  ?     That 's  aU  right ; 

Don't  go  and  worry  ;  you  may  count  on  me ; 
II  native  pluck  can  do  it,  by  to-night 

We  '11  push  these  beggars  back  into  the  sea  ; 

W<>  '11  show  old  BOBS  his  error  ; 
Once  they  attack  us,  we  're  a  holy  terror. 

"  We  should  have  liked  a  longer  notice,  true- 
Ten  days  or  so,  to  get  us  nice  and  fit ; 

But  then  it's  just  these  bolts  from  out  the  blue 
That  test  the  latent  worth  of  British  grit ; 

None  but  the  brave  would  dare 
To  sleep  until  the  enemy  is  there. 

"  1  'm  brave  like  thai.     When  scare-crows  come  and  say, 
'  Now,  my  good  lad,  you've  got  to  learn  to  shoot,' 

I  -  end  'em  double  quick  about  their  way, 
Wearing  the  order  of  the  hobnail  boot. 
'  National  Training?  '  •  What  0  ! 
Xo  slai-ery  for  Britons— that's  my  motto! 

'•  But  if  the  foe  has  really  crossed  the  tide, 
1  f  lie 's  already  camped  on  England's  shore, 

Wliy,  then  die  patriot  swells  in  my  inside, 
And  of  my  own  free  will  I  ask  for  gore ; 

I  ask  to  up  and  at  'em, 
By  the  Great  Eastern  Railway  or  the  Chatham. 

"  My  rifle  ?     No,  I  never  touched  that  game ; 

But  I  can  soon  pick  up  your  bag  of  tricks — 
Which  end  to  stuff  the  bullet,  where  to  aim, 

And  how  1o  pull  the  bally  part  that  clicks ; 
And  if  the  thing  went  wrong 

I've  got  a  pair  of  lists  would  come  out  strong. 

"  '  No  use  for  fists  at  over  half  a  mile? ' 

Still,  I  could  always  shout  '  Hooray  ! '  '  Brayvo ! ' 
1M  work  mv  lungs  and  maffick  all  the  while, 
To  cheer  my  comrades,  blazing  all  they  know  ; 

And  make  things  hum  the  merrier, 
Hiving  'em  '  Go  it,  Tommy  ! '  '  Good  old  Terrier ! ' ' 

0.  S. 


CROSS-EXAMINATIONS   FOR  THE   HOME; 

OB,    LITTLK   ARTHUR'S   ROAD    TO    KNOWLEDGE. 

(Little  Arthur,  aged  12  ;  Uncle  John — Captain  John  Lambert 
late  28(7t  Hussars — aged  44.) 

Little  Arthur.  It  was  very  kind  of  you  to  take  us  all  to  th 
theatre  yesterday,  Uncle  John. 

Uncle  John.  Don't  mention  it,  old  man,  don't  mention  it 
I  'in  only  too  glad  you  enjoyed  yourself.  Must  buck  up  you 
father  and  mother  now  and  then.  Can't  let  'em  rust  in  th 
country  all  the  year  round. 

L.  A.  I'm  sure  they  thought  it  was  very  kind  of  yui 
Uncle  ;  and  it  was  a  great  treat  for  me. 

U.J.  That 's  all  right,  Arty.  We've  got  to  make  a  ma 
of  you,  you  know. 

L.  A.  Yes,  Uncle,  I  quite  see  that.  Do  you  think  scein 
The  Belles  of  Bdluno  will  make  a  man  of  me  quicker? 


U.J.  Of  course  it  will,  my  boy.  Pretty  music,  pretty 
,irls,  pretty  dresses,  and  all  that.  Got  to  see  'em  some  day, 
on  know,  so  you  may  as  well  see  'em  now  — eh,  what? 

L.  A.  Yes,  Uncle,  and  that's  why  I'm  so  much  obliged  lo 
ou.  But  when  I  'm  grown  up  will  people  do  what  they  do 

The  'Belles  of  Belluno  ? 

U.  J.  What  do  you  mean? 

L.  A.  Will  they  all  sing  things  together  and  dance? 

U.  J.  Well,  perhaps  not  all  oi  'em. 

L.  A .  But  will  some  of  them  ? 

U.  J.  One  or  two  might.  But  we  're  living  in  England,  you 
know,  and  The  Belles  of  Belluno  were  in  Italy,  weren't  they  ? 

L.  A.  Yes,  Uncle.     Is  that  what  they  do  in  Italy? 

U.  J.  You  bet  they  do— every  time. 

L.  A.  Then  I  don't  want  to  live  in  Italy. 

U.J.  That's  right,  Arty,  you  stick  to  that.  You're  an 
Englishman,  and  don't  you  let  'em  forget  it. 

L.  A.  No,  Uncle,  I  won't.  But,  if  people  arc  not  going  to 
lo  things  in  that  way  when  I'm  grown  up,  I  don't  sec  how 
he  play  will  help  me  to  be  a  man. 

17.  J.  Ah,  I  daresay  you  don't  now,  but  you  will  some  day. 

L.  A.  I  hope  so,  Uncle.     But  was  it  a  very  clever  play,  Uncle? 

U.  J.  Well,  I  enjoyed  it  all  right. 

L.  A.  Yes,  Uncle,  I  know  you  did.  You  laughed  much 
nore  than  Papa,  and  Mamma  didn't  laugh  at  all. 

U.  J.  Didn't  she?     Ah,  well,  she's  a  woman,  you  know. 

e  can't  help  it,  so  we  mustn't  throw  it  in  her  teeth. 

L.  A.  No,  Uncle,  I  '11  try  not  to.  I  'm  sure  it  ought  to  be  a 
clever  piece. 

U.J.  Why? 

L.  A.  Well,  tliree  people  wrote  the  music,  and  three  others 
wrote  the  words,  and  another  man  produced  it,  so  it  ought  to 
je  much  cleverer  than  if  only  one  man  did  it. 

U.  J.  So  it  ought,  Arty.     You  've  just  about  hit  it. 

L.  A.  Do  all  the  ladies  in  Italy  wear  very  short  dresses, 
Jncle  ? 

U.  J.  Every  one  of  'em,  Arty.     It 's  a  national  custom. 

L.  A.  I  thought  it  must  be,  because  Lady  Dolly  Vavasour 
didn't  wear  a  short  dress  all  the  time,  did  she?— and  she's 
supposed  to  be  English. 

£7.  J.  What  a  chap  you  are,  Arty,  for  noticing  things. 
L.  A.  But  in  the  last  Act  her  dress  was  the  shortest  of  all. 
I  suppose  that  was  because  she  was  getting  accustomed  to 
Italian  ways. 

[7.  J.  That's  it,  of  course.     Doosid  smart  she  looked,  too. 
L.  A.  Yes,  Uncle,  I  thought  so,  too. 
U:-J.  Did  you  now.     You  've  got  an  eye,  young  man. 
L.  A.  Thank  you,  Uncle  ;  but  I  didn't  like  her  singing. 
U.  J.  No,  poor  Kitty  never  could  sing  for  nuts,  but  she 
keeps  piping  away.     Does  her  best,  you  know. 

L.  A.  I  'm  sure  she  does,  Uncle ;  but  why  did  you  all  clap 
yc  ur  hands  so  at  her  song  ? 
U.  J.  What  song  ? 
L.  A.  It's  in  the  book  here  (taking  book  and  reading) : 

"I'm  Dolly  this,  and  I'm  Dolly  that, 

And  I  'm  Dolly  in  prose  or  rhyme, 
I  'in  Dolly  thin  and  I  'm  Dolly  fat, 
And  I  'in  Dolly  all  the  time." 

What  does  it  all  mean,  Uncle  ? 

U.  J.  Blessed  if  I  know. 

L.  A.  Then  why  did  you  clap  your  hands  and  say  encwe? 

1 '.  J.  Oh,  it  went,  you  know — catchy  sort  of  thing. 

L.  A.  But  it  wasn't  very  clewr,  was  it,  Uncle? 

17.  J.  You  can't  have  everything  clever,  you  know. 

L.  A.  No,  Uncle ;  but   you  ought  to  have  clapped  your 
hand  ;  at  the  clever  things. 

U.J.  Oh,  I  ought,  ought  I? 

L.  A.  Yes,  Uncle,  1  tried  to.     But,  Uncle  ! 

U.J.  Yes,  old  boy. 

]..  A.  Isn't  L<idij  Dolly  Vavasour  a  married  lady? 
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"ONE  WHO   KNOWS." 


ABDUL  HAUIB  (In  retirement,  at  SaZoui/cu— i-caJ»).  "'CAPTURE  OF  PKKSIAN  CAPITAL  BY  NATION'  AUS'LS 
— DEl'OSmON  OF  THE   SHAU.'    DEAR!     DEAR!     ANOTHER  OF  US  MOVING  WITH  THE  TIMES!' 
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"  HAI.F-A-SOY.  FOE  TOC  IF  YOU  GET  IIE  TO  KINO'S  CROSS  nt  six  IIISTTES." 

"Ir  AIS'T  KO  USE,  CAPTAIN;  TOO  MAT  BHIBE  MB,  ntrr  TOC  CAX'T  connt-rr  THE  OLD  'oss." 


f '.  J.  Rather.     Very  much  so. 

L.  A.  But  all  tho  other  men  were  making  love  to  her. 

/ '.  J.  So  they  were  ;  Italy,  you  know. 

L.  A.  But  did  you  think  they  ought  to,  Uncle  '*. 

V.  J.  No,  certainly  not — but  those  Italian  johnnies  are  a 
bad  lot. 

L.  A.  But  you  seemed  very  pleased,  Uncle.  Yon  were 
rolling  alxnit  in  your  seat  with  laughter,  and  so  was  Papa. 

U.  J.  No,  no,  we  weren't  — not  with  laughter  anyhow.  It 
was  anger.  Arty,  that's  what  it  was. 

],.  A.  Well,  I  Ve  never  seen  Papa  angry  in  that  way  l>efore. 

1 '.  J.  Perhaps  not,  but  I've  known  your  father  longer  than 
you  have. 

1,.  A.  Yes,  Uncle,  I  suppose  so.    But  when — 

U.  J.  Can't  listen  any  more,  old  man.  Got  to  take  the  dog 
out.  

LOWER  RIVER  CAUSERIE. 

(/•'<»•  ximilttr  information  at  to  social  functions  on  tlie  Upper  Jic  teliex, 

g  c  the  Society  fa]>ers.) 

S>nm:M>  i-i  unusually  full  this  year,  in  spite  of  the  Budget 
proposal-,  and  the  countless  attractions  of  tlii.-,  favoured  spot 
.HI)' Ml  with  irresistible  force  to  an  ever-increasing  clientele. 
Not  without  reason  has  Southend  been  described  as  the 
Venice  of  (lie  Home  Counties,  and  many  of  the  most  exclusive 
i  in 'in  I  ic  i>  of  Limehouse  Society  are  to  be  seen  at  this  delightful 
resort.  The  pier,  from  which  the  sea  is  visible  at  all  states 
of  the  tide,  is  thronged  with  a  gay  crowd  of  loungers  who  are 
aflracfcd  by  the  unique  collection  of  slot  machines  and  the 


view  of  the  ironclads  in  the  offing.  The  absence  of  saloon 
bars  on  the  Government  ships  has,  however.  Ix-cn  adversely 
commented  upon  by  several  visitors  whose  opinions  on  such 
matters  are  entitled  to  respect. 

The  return  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Barking-Plaistow  from  their 
honeyiiuxiu  to  take  up  residence  in  their  Plumstead  villa  was 
signalised  by  an  informal  gathering  of  friends,  who  welcomed 
the  happy  couple  to  this  charming  riparian  resort.  At  .">..".i> 
a  most  tasteful  repast  was  put  before  the  delighted  guests. 
We  are  privileged  to  state  that  the  chief  ingredients  of  the 
meal  were  assorted  shellfish  and  Ceylon's  premier  product 
The  day  was  somewhat  sultry,  and  the  gentlemen,  displaying 
that  touch  of  Boheinianism  which  gives  such  a  cachet  to 
Plumstead,  removed  their  coats.  An  exquisite  rendering  of 
some  of  the  most  popular  melodies  of  the  day  was  given  on 
the  gramophone,  and  brought  a  very  agreeable  evening  to  a 
conclusion. 

The  Naval  Pageant  has  caused  considerable  excitement 
among  L.O.C.  nautical  circles  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Black  - 
friars.  Criticism  of  an  unfavourable  character  has  been 
expressed  at  the  failure  to  provide  the  crews  with  any 
orchestral  diversion  in  the  shape  of  concertinas  and  cornets 
— a  regrettable  omission  on  the  part  of  a  cheese-paring 
Admiralty.  A  local  expert,  who  invited  the  crew  of  a 
destroyer  to  retrieve  the  coppers  which  he  had  thrown  in  the 
river,  is  understood  to  have  formed  an  unfavourable  opinion 
as  to  the  capabilities  of  our  tars. 

Our  Isle  of  Dogs  and  North  Woolwich  chit-chat  is  unavoid- 
ably held  over  until  the  middle  of  next  week. 
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THE    RABBITS. 

CHATTER  V. — AT  PLAT. 

1  SELB  n-:i>  a  handkerchief,  gave  a  last 
look  ;it  the  weather,  which  was  beastly, 
ami  uent  down  (very  late)  to  breakfast. 
As  I  opened  the  door  there  was  a  sudden 
hush.  Everybody  looked  eagerly  at  me. 
Then  Miss  Fortescue  tittered. 

Well,  you  know  how  one  feels  when 
that  happens.  I  put  my  hand  quickly 
to  my  tie— it  was  still  there.  I  squinted 
down  my  nose,  but  there  was  110  smut. 
To  make  quite  sure  I  went  over  to  the 
glass.  Then  Simpson  exploded. 

Yet  nobody  spoke.  They  all  sat  there 
watching  me  ....  and  at  last  I  began 
to  get  nervous.  I  opened  my  mouth  to 
say  "  Good  morning,"  but  before  I  got 
it  out  Miss  Blair  gave  a  little  shriek  of 
excitement.  That  upset  me  altogether. 
1  walked  up  to  the  teapot  and,  pouring 
myself  out  a  cup,  said,  with  exaggerated 
carelessness  :  "itotten  day,  isn't  it?" 

And  then  came  the  laughter — shout 
after  shout. 

1  held  out  my  liand  to  Myra.  "  Good- 
bye," I  said,  "I'm  going  home.  Thank 
you  -for  a  very  jolly  time,  but  I  'm  not 
going  to  be  bullied." 

"  Oh,  you  dear,"  slie  gurgled. 

"  1  am  rather  sweet  before  breakfast," 
I  admitted,  "  but  how— 

"  It  was  too  heavenly  of  you.  I  never 
thought  you  would." 

I  think  I  shall  go  back  to  bed." 

"It  was  rather  rough  -luck,"  said 
Archie,  "  but  of  course  the  later  you  are, 
the  worse  it  is  for  you." 

"And  the  higher  the  fewer.  Quite 
so.  If  this  is  from  'Breakfast  Table 
Topics'  in  The  Dally  Mirror,  I  haven't 
seen  them  to-day  ;  but  I  '11  do  my  best." 

"Archie,  explain." 

Archie  took  up  a  piece  of  paper  from 
the  table  and  explained.  "It's  like 
tliis,"  he  said.  "  I  came  down  first  and 
looked  at  the  weather,  and  said — — " 

"Anyone  would,"  I  put  in  quickly. 

"Well,  then,  Blair  came  in  and  said, 

'  Beastly  day,'    and   then  Simpson 

Well,  I  thought  I  'd  write  down  every- 
body's first  remark,  to  see  if  anybody 
let  the  weather  alone.  Here  they  are." 

"It's  awful,"  put  in  Myra,  "to  have 
one's  remarks  taken  down  straight  off. 
I've  quite  forgotten  what  I  said." 

This  was  the  list. 

Archie  :  "  Bother."     (So  he  says.) 

Blair :  "  What  a  beastly  day  !  " 

Simpson  :  "  What  a  jolly  day  !  " 

The  Major:  "Well,  not  much  cricket 
to-day,  hey?" 

Myra  :  "  Oh,  rny  dear,  what  a  go  !  " 

Mw Blair:  ''What  a  terrible  day!" 

Mini  Fortestue:  "  Oh,  you  pooi 
a  day  !  " 

:   "  Uolten  day,  isn't  it?" 

Me:  "Rotten  day,  isn't  it?" 


men 


"I  don't  think  much  of  Thomas's 
remark,"  J  said. 

I*Uer  on  in  the  morning  we  met  fa-ll 
except  the  Major,  that  is)  in  the  room 
which  Myra  calls  hers  and  Archie  calls 
the  nursery,  and  tried  to  think  of  some- 
tiling  to  do. 

"I'm  not  going  to  play  Bridge  all 
day  for  anyone,"  said  Archie. 

"The  host  should  lay  himself  out  to 
amuse  his  guests,"  said  .Myra. 

"  Otherwise  his  guests  will  lay  him 
out,"  I  warned  him,  "to  amuse  them- 
selves." 

"Well,  what  do  you  all  want  to  do?" 

"  I  should  like  to  look  at  a  photograph 
album,"  said  Thomas. 

"Stump  cricket." 

"  What  about  hide-and-seek  ?  " 

"No,  I've  got  it,"  cried  Archie; 
"  we  '11  be  Boy  Scouts." 

"  Hooray  !  "  cried  everybody  else. 

Archie  was  already  on  his  hands  and 
knees.  "Ha!"  he  said,  "is  that  the 
spoor  of  the  white  ant  that  I  see  before 
me  ?  Spoorly  not.  I  have  but  been 
winded  by  the  water-beetle. 

"Sound,  sound  the  trumpet,  beat  the  drum, 

To  all  the  scouting  world  proclaim 
One  crowded  stalk  upon  the  turn 
Is  worth  an  age  without  a  name." 

"Archie!"  shrieked  Myra  in  horror. 
"It  is  too  late,"  she  added,  "  aU  the 
ladies  have  swooned." 

We  arranged  sides.  Myra  and  I  and 
Simpson  and  Thomas  against  the  others. 
They  were  to  start  first. 

_"This  isn't  simply  hide-and-seek," 
said  Archie  as  they  went  off.  "  Yoii  've 
got  to  track  us  fairly.  We  shall  probably 
'  blaze '  door-posts.  When  you  hear  the 
bleat  of  a  tinned  •  sardine  that  means 
we  're  ready.  Keep  your  eyes  skinned ,  my 
hearties,  and  Heaven  defend  the  right."' 

"  We  ought  to  have  bare  knees  really," 
said  Myra  when  they'd  gone.  "Boy 
scouts  always  do.  So  that  when  they 
go  through  a  bed  of  nettles  they  know 
they've  been." 

•"I  shall  stalk  the  stairs  to  begin  with," 
I  said.  "Simpson,  you  go  down  the 
back  way,  and  look  as  much  like  a 
vacuum-cleaner  as  possible.  Then  they 

won't  notice  you.  Thomas  and  Myra 

Hush !  Listen  !  Was  that  the  bleat  of 
a  fresh  sardine  or  the  tinned  variety  'f  " 

"  Tinned,"  said  Myra.     "  Let 's  go." 

We  went.  I  took  the  Queen  Anne 
staircase  on  my — in  the  proper  stalking 
position.  I  moved  very  slowly,  searching 
for  spoor.  Half-way  down  the  stairs  my 
back-fin  slipped,  and  I  shot  over  the  0|,| 
oak  at  a  tremendous  pace,  landing  in  the 
hall  like  a  Channel  swimmer,  looking 
up  I  saw  Thomas  in  front  of  me.  He 
was  examining  the  doors  for  "blax.es." 
Myra  was  next  to  him,  her  ear  to  the 
round,  listening  for  the  gallop  of  horses' 
hoofs,  I  got  up  and  went  over  to  them. 

"Hast  seen  aught  of  a  comely  wench 


in  parlous  case,  liight  Mistress  Dahlia  ?  " 
I  asked  Thomas. 

"  Boy  scouts  don't  talk  like  that,"  he 
said  grnllly. 

"J  beg  your  pardon.  I  was  thinking 
that  I  was  a  Cavalier  and  you  were  a 
Roundhead.  Now  I  perceive  that  yon 
are  just  an  ordinary  fathead." 

"  Why,"  said  Myra  at  the  foot  of  the 
stairs,  "  what  does  this  button  mean  ? 
Have  1  found  a  clue?  " 

I  examined  it,  and  then  I  looked  at 
my  own  noat. 

"  You  have,"  I  said.  "  Somebody  lias 
been  clown  those  stairs  quite  recently, 
for  the  button  is  still  warm." 

"  Where  is  Scout  Simpson  ?  " 

At  that  moment  heappeared  breatldess 
with  excitement. 

"I  have  had  an  adventure,"  he  said 
hurriedly,  without  saluting.  "I  was  on 
the  back  stairs  looking  like  a  vacuum 
cleaner,  when  suddenly  Archie  and  Miss 
Blair  appeared.  They  looked  right  at 
me,  but  didn't  seem  to  penetrate  my 
disguise.  Archie,  in  fact,  leant  against 
me,  and  said  to  Miss  Blair,  '  I  will  now 
tell  you  of  my  secret  mission.  I  carry 
caviare  —  I  mean  dispatches  to  the 
general.  Breathe  but  a  word  of  this  to 
the  enemy,  and  I  miss  the  half-holiday 
on  Saturday.  Come,  let  us  be  going, 
but  first  to  burn  the  secret  code.'  And 
— and  then  he  struck  a  match  on  me, 
and  burned  it." 

Myra  gurgled,  and  hastily  looked 
solemn  again.  "Proceed,  Scout  Simp- 
son," she  said,  "for  the  night  approaches 
apace." 

"  Well,  then  they  started  down  the 
stairs,  and  I  went  after  them  on  my — 
scouting,  you  know."  I  made  rather  a 
noise  at  one  corner,  and  Archie  looked 
round  at  me,  and  said  to  Miss  Blair, 
'The  tadpoles  are  out  full  early.  See 
yonder  where  one  lies  basking.'  And 
he  came  back  and  put  his  foot  on  me 
and  said,  '  Nay,  'tis  but  a  shadow.  Let 
us  return  right  hastily.  Yet  tarry  a 
moment  what  time  I  lay  a  false  trail.' 
So  they  tarried  and  he  wrote  a  note  and 
dropped  it  on  me.  And  afterwards  I 
got  up  and  here  it  is." 

"The  secret  dispatch,"  cried  Myra. 

"It's  addressed  to  the  Scoutmiatress, 
and  it  says  outside,  'Private,  not  to  be 
opened  till  Christmas  Day.'  " 

Myra  opened  it  and  read :  "  Your 
Messed  scouts  are  everijwlicre.  Let  me 
just  liave  'fire  minutes  with  her  in  the 
nursery,  there  s  a  dear.  I  'd  do  ats  much 
for  you." 

But  she  didn't  read  it  aloud,  and  I 
didn't  see  it  till  some  days  afterwards. 
She  simply  put  it  away,  and  smiled,  and 
announced  that  the  scouts  would  now 
adjourn  to  the  billiard -room  for  penuiii- 
caii  and  other  refreslimeiits ;  which  they 
did.  The  engagement  was  announced 
that  evening.  A.  A.  M. 
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Father.    ''Xo\V,    LOOK   IIKRK,   YOU   r.IHI.3— WH*:»  TOU   I. ROW  UP   ONE.  OF   tOU   MUST   BE  ABLE  TO   SPKAK   FRESCII,   AND   IUB   OIULB  UbUUH." 

1'irehda.  "ALL  RIGHT,  DAD;    ASH  MIT.IEL  IHD  BETTKB  I.F.ARH  GIBKAH,  BECAUSE  SHE  CAS  QAROLE  BEST." 


•II 
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'THE   DICTATOR"    UNBENDS. 

BY  the  courtesy  of  the  Editor  of  Tin 
l>ictnt<»;  wlu>  has  placed  his  advance 
proofs  at  our  disposal.  we.  are  enabled  to 
forestall  1lie  interesting  correspondence 
which  will  appear  in  our  esteemed  con- 
temporary's  next  issue : — 

THE  CALL  OF  THE  DABCHICK. 

Slit, — The  curious  variations  of  opinion 
about  tlie  exact  interval  of  tlic  cry  of  the 
dabeliiek  may  be  possibly  explained  by 
the  following  remarkable  experience 
which  fell  to  my  lot  when  I  was  ranehin 
in  Canada-several  years  ago.  In  those 
days  I  had  a  pet  dabchick  which  used 
to  sleep,  standing  on  one  leg,  on  the  top 
of  my  cruet-stand.  When  visitors  entered 
my  sitting-room  lie  used  to  cry  out", 
"Wipe  your  feet,  wipe  your  feet,"  in  an 
uiiiipirstic  measure,  the  first  two  syllables 
being  on  the  same  note,  the  last  being  a 
minor  tenth  below.  (This  I  have  on  the 
authority  of  my  landlady,  who  was  a 
Primitive  Methodist  with  an  absolute 
sense  of  pitch).  On  one  occasion  . 
French  officer  came  to  see  me  and  \\as 
greeted  by  "  Baba "  with  the  usual 
salutation,  but  at  a  different  pitch.  I  at 
once  rang  the  bell  for  the  landlady,  who 
informed  nie  that  the  interval  was  a 
major  sixth.  When  this  was  told  the 
officer  he  nearly  fainted  with  amazement, 
but  on  recovering  his  self-possession 
exclaimed,  "  But  that  is  me !  I  am  a 
Major  in  the  Sixth  regiment  of  Chas- 
seurs! " 

But  "  Baba  "  was  altogether  an  excep- 
tional bird.  On  my  return  to  England 
I  trained  him  to  mark  golf  balls,  and  no 
matter  how  deeply  it  was  embedded  in 
heather  or  wliins,  he  would  invariably  fly 
like  an  arrow  to  the  globe,  keeping  up 
a  constant  twitter  until  the  caddie  had 
located  it.  Unfortunately,  when  I  was 
playing  at  Musselwick  last  February 
with  an  Austrian  Archduke,  my  partner 
sliced  his  drive  so  badly  that  he  struck 
"Baba,"  who  was  sitting  on  the  tee-box, 
and  killed  him  on  the  spot. 
I  am,  Sir,  etc. 

A.  LEGGE  PCLLAR. 
8,  Marine  Prospect,  Brondesbury. 

P.S. — If  your  readers'  patience  is  not 
exhausted  I  wonder  whether  they  will 
assist  me  in  ascertaining  why  it  is  that 
the  old  English  name  for  the  dabchick 
is  "  the  Xope  "  ? 

|  We  are  delighted  to  print  Mr.  Ix'gge 
I'ullar's  fascinating  letter,  and  only 
regret  that  we  are  unable  to  reproduce 
the  photograph  of  "Baba's"  tomb,  with 
which  it  is  accompanied.  So  gifted  a 
creature,  indeed,  deserved  princely  obse- 
quies. We  can  assure  Mr.  Legge  Pullar 
that,  wliatever  may  be  the  case  \\ith  our 
readers,  our  patience  is  never  exhausted 
by  these  recitals.  They  enable  us  to 
face  the  dreadful  prospect  of  .Mr.  LI.OM>- 


Budget  with  renewed  fortitude. 
As  regards  the  beautiful  old  English 
word  "Nope*,". wo  may  be  allowed  to 
remark  that  it  has  been  transplanted  to 
America  as  a  synonym  for  "  Xo,"  but  we 
are  not  aware  that"  Yep,"  the  transatlantic 
for  "Yes,"  was  used  by  <!H.HKKT  YYiirn: 
as  the  nickname  for  any  bird.  Yet 
"Yep"  is  a  singularly  pleasing  mono- 
syllable with  a  true  Elizabethan  ring 
about  it. — ED.  Dictator.] 

CHRISTIAN  \\MKS  RIH  AMMU.S. 
Slli, — One  of  your  correspondents  has 
called  attention  to  the  pleasant  habit  of 
giving  birds  ( 'hristian  names, <'.</.  Thomas 
Tit,  William  Wagtail,  Philip  Sparrow. 
In  our  household  this  practice  is  not 
confined  to  A  few  birds,  but  is  jot  Tini- 
versal  application.  From  earliest  infancy 
my  children  have  been  taught  to  address 
all  animals  alliteratively — Bartholomew 
Blue-bottle,  Mjllieent  Mouse,  Christopher 
Cockroach,  Ac.  The  result  is  to  be  seen 
in  the  extraordinary  lameness  of  all  the 
fauna  in  our  neighbourhood.  Only  yester- 
day a  wood-pigeon  flew  into  my  dressing- 
room  while  I  was  shaving  and  remained 
perched  on  my  head  until  the  operation 
was  finished.  1  ought  to  add  that  I 
have  trained  a  squirrel  to  act  as  a  pen- 
wiper while  I  am  writing,  and  that  we 
have  a  pet  cricket  and  a  tame  bat  who 
are  the  best  of  friends. 

I  am,  Sir,  Ac.        D.  D.  PHIBBS. 
Verity  Parva  Viearaijc. 

STRANGE  CONDUCT  OF  A  SEMI-BOMBAY 
DUCK. 

SIR, — A  valuable  semi-Bombay  duck 
in  my  farm-yard,  which  habitually  quacks 
in  the  key  of  D  flat,  has  suddenly  and 
without  any  warning  taken  to  quacking 
in  the  key  of  F  sharp  minor.  The  odd 
thing  about  it  is  that  this  rise  in  pitcli 
should  have  synchronised  with  a  fall  in 
the  thermometer. 

Congratulating  you  on  your  splendid 
defence  of  the  House  of  Lords, 
I  am,  Sir,  Ac., 

(Mrs.)  ANNA  XVASS. 
The  Oaks,  Much  Lyeham. 

|  Ducks  are  very  imitative  creatures,  and 
it  is  possible  that  the  bird  in  question 
may  have  heard  some  one  playing  a 
piece  in  the  romantic  key  of  F  sharp 
minor,  and  temporarily  attuned  its  cry 
to  the  piano.  It  is,  indeed,  a  pleasure 
to  know  that  our  policy  in  regard  to  the 
House  of  Lords  has  commended  itself  to 
the  possessor  of  this  talented  fowl. — ED. 
Dictator.] 

THE  Bt  NTING  FAMILY. 
Snt, — Can  any  of  your  readers  tell  me 
whether  the  yellow  Bunting  is  the  baby 
Bunting  mentioned  in  the  historic  ballad. 

I  am,  Sir,  Ac.  PAI  i,  PRIOR. 

Bo»ha  in. 

,\\  c  have  always  been   under  the  im- 


presMon  that  the  Bunting  family  were 
human  beings,  who  were  much  addicted 
to  the  chase.  But  we  are  open  to  cor- 
rection. Perhaps  Mr.  Prior  could  get 
the  information  of  which  he  is  in  need 
on  applying  to  the  First  Sea  Lord  at  the 
Admiralty. — En.  Dictator.] 

"Tin:  DICTATOR"  TENT  AT  BISLEY. 

Silt,  -The  generous  interest  of  your 
readers,  who  have,  as  in  former  years, 
pro\ided  a  Dictator  tent  at  Bisley,  em- 
boldens me  to  send  you  the  accompany- 
ing brief  account  of  the  entertainments 
held  therein  during  the  past  week  : — 

The  aim  of  the  tent  is  to  refresh  and 
amuse  riflemen,  after  their  day's  shoot  ing 
is  over,  by  a  succession  of  exhilarating 
programmes.  This  year  several  of  the 
old  features  have  been  retained,  but  a 
number  of  new  items  have  been  added. 
Thus  the  entire  staff  of  The  Dictator 
have  given  imitations  of  various  animals 
and  birds,  notably  the  cuckoo,  the  pea- 
cock, the  chiff-chaff,  the  corn-crake,  the 
night-jar,  the  jay,  and  the  screech-owl. 
The  Editor  has  lectured  on  Tuesday, 
Thursday  and  Saturday  on  "  Do  Field- 
mice  use  field  artillery?"  and  on  Mon- 
day, Wednesday  and  Friday  on  "Bastiat 
and  the  Budget."  The  tent  holds  forty 
persons,  but  one  day  last  week,  during  a 
lecture  on  "  The  Fiscal  Inwardness  of 
Persian  Cats,"  fifty -seven  people  managed 
to  get  inside. 

I  am,  Sir,  etc., 

HAROLD  VH.LIEHS  PEEL, 
Hon.  See.  Free  Trade  Entertainment 
Association. 

[In  the  circumstances  for  us  to  offer 
any  comment  might  seem  to  savour  of 
egotism,  but  we  cannot  refrain  from  ex- 
pressing our  regret  that  Mr.  LIX>YD- 
liEORfJE  did  not  see  his  way  to  attend  the 
lecture  on  "Bastiat  and  the  Budget." 
A  debate  in  a  tent,  as  LINCOLN  remarks, 
is  a  soul-shaking  experience.  .(  propos 
of  fieldmice,  can  any  of  our  readers 
supply  us  with  any  authentic  anecdotes 
about  the  mole  of  HADRIAN?  —  ED. 

Dictator.] 

<—— 

Candour  from  a  Golf  Committee. 

"Rule  10. — Disputes  respecting  the  play 
shall  be  determined  l>y  the  Committee,  With 
power  to  add  to  their  number." 


The  cause  of  the  present  bad  weather 
has  now  been  scientifically  explained  by 
the  ha'  penny  press  thus  : 

"It  is  only  necessary  for  the  barometer  to 
undertake  a  steady  and  sustained  rise  in  Eng- 
land, France,  and  (termany,  for  the  distribution. 
of  pressure  to  Invome  favourable  for  a  spell  of 
iv;il  Miinincr  weather." 

You  see  how  impossible  it  is  for  the 
pressure  to  do  anything  until  the  baro- 
meter makes  a  start. 
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P.  0.  POLITENESS. 

Mil.  SMAKY  I'IMON',  promise  of  re- 
wards for  civility  is  causing  such  ;\  P8VO 
liitinii  in  post  ollice  ollicials  that  several 

customers  are  complaining  of  ahock.  The 

following  dialogues,  overheard  in  a  local 
dllirc,  IIKIV  lie  lakcn  as  average  Camples 
of  tin-  slate  of  tilings  ;1|  piv-.'ilt  pre- 
\ailillg:  — 

/•'u-.sV  <  'nxli i/ii/'i-.  IIi.;r  much  is  this 
parrel  '{ 

Counter  I'li'i'l;  (t'n-li'nuj  <>!}'  li'/ri/i-ain). 
Kxcuse  me-  (IMC  moment.  (/<'t>i(«/jr.s  nn'is- 
sutje.)  So  sorry  to  keep  you  waiting,  lint 
we  are  short-handed  to-day.  That  parcel 

will  lie  I -pence,  if  you  please,  parcel* 

pout. 

Pint  Giutower.  What  will  it  be  letter 
post .' 

Count*  i-  <'li-rl;.  It  will  be  fwpence 
halfpenny,  /<V/«T  [»>st;  and  in  case  yon 
can1  to  know,  it  would  be  precisely  the 
sime  by  book  post. 

First  Customer.  Dear,  dear  —  that 
seems  very  expensive.  AVill  you  weigh 
it  again  to  make  sure? 

('oiuitiT  CLi'i-h.  With  pleasure.  Ve-, 
that  is  correct, — let  me  jot  down  the 

amounts  for  you  :in  a  piece  of  paper. 

l<'irxl  '  'latoiiii'r  (nlni'1'x  nl  fniju'r  ami 
hesitatr.t  fur  lli  irti/  .svv.m</.v).  1  've  changed 
my  mind  ;  I  think  I'll  send  it  by  hand, 
after  all,  it'  you '11  give  it  back  to  me. 

Counter  '  Clerk.  Certainly.  The 
weather  looks  like  rain,  but  I  hope  it 
will  hold  off  till  you  get  home.  Good 
morning,  and  thank  you. 

Second  Customer.  If  I  send  a  letter  to 
my  husband's  mother  at  Little  Billetby 
about  nine  to-night,  what  time  will  it  be 
delivered  ? 

Counter  Clerk.  I  must  just  look  it  up 
—I  won't  keep  you  a  moment.  Ah  !  it 
won't  be  delivered  till  to-morrow  after- 
noon at  Little  Billetby— but  if  they  send 
to  Great  Billetby  they  can  collect  it 
lo-uiorro\v  morning. 

Second  Customer.  They  wouldn't  do 
that,  now  John  George  is  busy  hay- 
making. But  if  niy  husband's  mother 
lea\es  home  this  evening  and  spends 
to-morrow  in  Manchester,  and  they  for- 
ward it,  would  she  get  it  before  she 
left  the  day  after  to-morrow  ? 

Counter  Clerk  (looks  it  up  in  book). 
Yes,  if  they  catch  the  first  post  from 
Lit  tie  Billetby. 

Second  Customer.  Well,  but  would 
KmmaJane  leave  her  Sunday  pie  making 
to  do  that? 

Coiinli'r  <'!,•!•/;.  I'm  very  sorry,  but 
1  'in  afraid  1  can't  tell  you  that. 

SaeondCtutomer.  Then  I  think  it'll  be 
Safest  not  to  write,  lint  to  wait  till  she 
comes  home.  Thai,  's  all  this  morning. 

Counter  Clerk.  Nothing  else  I  can  do? 
(Dood meaning,  and  thank  yon. 

Third  ( 'iixltiiKi'r.  Will  you  give  me  a 
penny  stamp  ? 


SKILFUL    DRIVING. 

First  Irishman  (in  London  Tube).  "  SURE  AN'  'TIS  A  HICIITY  STUB.V.NGE  WAT  or  TRAVELLING." 
Second  Irishman.  "  BEDAD,  'TIS  A  WOSDHER  WE  DON'T  simn KK  ASD  BCRST  SOME  WATUEH-PIPE  !  " 


Counter  Clerk.  Delighted.  What  un- 
seasonable weather ! 

Third  Customer.  Oh! — ah— yes — very 
(tenders  soeerciyn).  Smallest  I  have. 

Counter  Clerk.  Don't  mention  it.  How 
would  you  like  the  change  ? 

Third  Customer.  All  silver,  please — 
and  tliree  shillings  in  sixpences  and 
threepenny  bits — new  ones,  if  possible. 

Counter  Clerk.  I  only  have  two  new 
sixpences  and  four  new  threepenny  bits 
this  morning.  I  "in  so  sorry. 

Third  Customer.  Oh,  well,  that'll 
do.  (Counts  chanye.)  Nineteen  and 
eleven — that's  right — but  where 's  the 
stamp  ? 

Counter  Clerk.  Here  it  is.  May  I  lick 
it,  for  you  ?  The  taste  of  the  gum  is  a 
little  unpleasant  to  some  customers. 


Third  Customer.  Much  obliged. 
Counter  Clerk.  Not  at  all— a  pleasure. 
Good  morning,  and  thank  you. 


From  an  advt. : 

"  There  is  nothing  I  have  had  so  much  con- 
fidence in  placing  before  my  I-ady  Patrons  than 
my  Shampoo  Powder.  I  Lave  no  hesitation  in 
making  the  above  remark.  It  does  not  change 
the  colour  of  the  hair.  It  removes  scurf." 

It  is  a  bad  remark  for  all  that,  and  made 
our  hair  stand  on  end. 


"  Jeffries  is  not  old,  but  he  finds  difficulty  in 
reducing  his  portly  waist  to  the  dimensions  of 
the  prize-ring." — Daily  Tclegrapli. 
Even  if  it  was  only  a  10  ft.  ring,  JEFFHIES 
should  have  had  no  real  difficulty* 


Hi 
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word, 
FOB 


Mackintosh  (to  his  Elder,  who  has  advised  him  to  try  and  check  his  strong  language  at  Golf  by  picking  up  pebbles,  one  for  crery  iVcf 
I,  and  bringing  them  to  the  Elder  on  Sunday  after  kirk).  "HEBE,  MAN,  is  A  HANWO'  FOB  ' BOTIIEHS,'  AND  HEBE,  MAN,  is  AMTIIIOU 
'HANGS.'"  Elder.  "  WEEL,  THAT'S  NO  VEIIIU  DREADFC',  I'M  THINKING." 


Mackintosh.  "AT,  BUT  BIDE  A  WEE,  THERE'S  A  (via  COMING  ur  THE  HILL  wi"  THE  'DAMNS!'" 


TO  A  HUNTRESS. 

WHEN  you  survey  the  trophies  of  your  cuniiiag, 
And  muse,  Corinna,  on  the  grim  remains 

Of  those  poor  wights  who,  hardly  in  the  running, 
Were  led  to  think  themselves  your  Jiappy  swains, 

And  when  they  learnt  the  truth  despaired  and  blubbered, 

And  left  their  scalps  to  fill  your  Indian  cupboard— 

Take  special  heed  (I  do  not  ask  for  mercy  ; 

The  mariners  of  old  were  wise  to  shun 
A  second  visit  to  the  shores  of  Circe), 

But  in  that  horrid  pile  take  heed  of  one, 
A  striking  chevelure  that  (proud  tormenter) 
Was  trained  to  part  exactly  down  the  centre. 

That  one  is  mine ;  and  if  you  have  them  labelled, 
And  with  your  sister  Sioux  sometimes  swop 

Impressions  of  the  war-path  true  and  fabled, 
I  charge  you  to  observe  this  pious  crop, 

And  tell  them  how  its  wearer  took  his  gruel, 

A  dauntless  paleface,  in  the  love-god's  duel. 

Some  there  may  well  have  been  who  tumbled  nicelv, 

And  when  you  told  that  immemorial  fib 
Of  how  you  'd  be  a  sister,  said  precisely 

The  sort  of  things  you  liked  of  love  ad  lib., 
And  ceaseless  adoration  that  should  flow  on 
Till  death  untimely  supervened,  and  so  on. 


But  not  the  present  writer  ;  loth  and  lagging, 
He  took  some  lime  to  conquer,  and  he  turned 

Nobly  to  bay,  indignant  of  the  bagging, 

Gave  you  an  awkward  interlude  when  spurned, 

Thrilled  with  the  anger  of  a  wounded  poet, 

Thought  you  a  hardened  flirt,  and  let  you  know  it. 

Therefore,  I  say,  do  honour  to  a  victim 

That  gave  you  such  an  anxious  hour  to  stalk, 

That  struggled  manfully,  and,  when  you  tricked  him, 
Not  lightly  yielded  to  the  tomahawk  ; 

And  when  the  tales  of  triumph  are  recounted 

Revere  that  votive  tuft  and  have  it  mounted. 


DEAR  Mit.  PiNcn, — I  notice  in  The  Daily Neicx  a  photograph 
of  an  orator  on  a  chair  with  an  audience  of  six  boys.  I); 
is  placed  beside  a  photograph  of  a  Woman's  Suffrage  gather- 
ing, and  entitled  "A  Contrast  in  Audiences.  (2)  Tariff 
liVform."  lu  The  hni/i/  Mail  [  observe  a  group  of  the  same 
figures,  but  the  legend  this  time  is  "A  Free  Trade  Orator  and 
his  Audience."  1  shall  be  glad  if  you  will  allow  me  space  to 
inform  editors  of  these  and  other  papers  that  I  am  now  touring 
the  provinces  with  "  Victor,"  my  tame  donkey,  and  that  I  am 
ready  to  be  photographed  in  suitable  positions  as 

(1)  A  Tariff  Reformer  and  his  Following. 

(2)  Explaining  the  Budget  to  a  Sympathetic  Audience.     ! 

(3)  Brother  Socialists. 

My  fee  is  half-a-guinea.     Yours  faithfully,     Tito  BONO  PLBLICJIJ. 
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UNITE!)   SOUTH  AFRICA. 

[The  Act  o£  Union  is  about  (o  be  presented,  for  sanction,  to  .the  British  Parliament.] 
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K\M:\ MIOM  TIM-:  DHKV  UK  'I'miv,  Ml'. 

House  oj  Lonlis,  Moinlui/,  July  12.— 
One  of  the  moat  difficult  tasks  that  falls 
to  the  lot  of  a  Leader  ol  either  Hon-e  is 
tlir  pronouncement  of  panegyrics  on 

departed  statesmen.  On  a  historic 
occasion  DI//.V,  remembering  ifbuiBK'8 

avowed  practice  of  taking  his  £<HH\  tliim;^ 
wherever  hi'  I'liiinil  them,  got  o\er  the 
diHicull.y  by  incorporating  in  tin;  details 
n(  his  lament  a  purple  passage  from  a 
wilogy  spoken  by  a  Krench  orator  at  tlie 
(cmbof  a  great  Frenchman. 

GIAIWTONI:  at  his  best  on  these  tecca- 
•sions.  His  panegyric  on  IV.K.r.,  with  its 
apt  quotation  of  the  splendid  lines  be- 
ginning. "  Now  is  the  stately  column 
broke,"  is  a  precious  possession.  PRIXCE 
AHTIII  it  touches  a  high  level.  C.-B.,  who 
on  more  than  one  occasion  joined  him  in 
paying  tribute  to  the  mighty  dead,  was, 
in  quite  different,  style,  a  \\orthy  com- 
peer.  The  present  PliKMIKi;,  called  u]«>n 
to  bewail  tlie  passing  of  liis  predecessor, 
struck  a  note  that  surprised  as  it  pleased 
the  House  by  its  genuine  emotion  ex- 
pressed in  terms  of  simple  eloquence. 

To-night,  ( 'i!K\VK,  rising  to  pay  a  tribute 
to  the  memory  of  Lord  Itliw.  established 


a,  fivsk  claim  on  steadily 
growing  esteem  of  a  men  i- 
le--ly  critical  Assembly.  His 

brief     spi-eell      \vas     lofty      in 

conception,  perfect  in  phras- 
ing. Beneath  the  reverence 
of  a  still  young  statesman 
for  the  memory  of  a  veteran 
who  had  filled  with  distinc- 
tion most, of  the  ollices  which 
are  the  pri/es  of  a  political 
career,  was  heard  the  note 
of  personal  affection  for  one 
whom,  as  he  simply  said,  "I 
have  known  all  my  life." 

The  Commons  spent  their 
tenth  night  in  Committee  on 
Hudget  Bill.  Before  it  was 
readied  disturbing  effe<  t 
created  by  inquiry  submitted 
by  Lum-FOX.  Strategically 
acquired  commanding  posi- 
tion by  drawing  from  un- 
suspecting WAR  MIMSTI:I: 
admission  that  on  the  battle- 
field the  cavalry  of  the  Terri- 
torial Army  will  act  in  con- 
junction with  regnlarcavalry. 

"Very  well,"  said  LAM- 
FOX,  shaking  his  bridle  hand, 
and  nipping  with  relentless 


"If  ii IK  \KHM\MIY  \H:RE  ORDERED  TO 

A  Battle  Pictuiv. 
(Mr.  (I.  Liiir  I  n\,  the  "Caran  d'Ache"  Yconian.) 


"  THKS-  'EIIE  's  TO  BOBS  BAHADUR." 
{Dedicated  to  the  National  Service  League.") 

Earl  lioljerts,  K.O.,  sees  the  real  enemies  of  his  country 
(Generals  von  Slotli,  von  Slacking,  and  Rotten- 
Optiinisin)  anil,  as  ever,  goes  for  them 
straight.  (Alan,  he  discovers  that  the  modern 
Englishman  "  will  do  anything  in  reason,"  but 
he  won't  learn  to  defend  hia  home.) 


knees  an  imaginary  horse,  as  if  prepared 
to  ride  down  the  hapless  Minister, 
"what  would  happen  if  the  order  tocharge 
were  given  to  the  Yeomanry ?" 

Hero  assistance  came  from  unexpected 
quarter.  SPKAKEU  interposed  with  re- 
mark that  to  ask  the  MINISTER  FOR  \\~.\u 
what  would  happen  if  the  Yeomanry 
were  ordered  to  charge  is  a  projection  of 
imagination  carried  too  far  for  the 
Question  Hour. 

House  laughed;  LvxE-Fox  sat  down 
with  his  question  not  only  unanswered 
but  incomplete.  Its  effect  nevertheless 
unmistakable  and  enduring.  Through 
the  long  hours  that  followed,  when 
Members  were  ostensibly  discussing 
methods  of  ascertaining  the  original  site 
value  of  land,  or  contemplating  the  con- 
tingency of  decrement  instead  of  incre- 
ment, one  could  see  the  troubled  look  011 
pallid  faces  as  lips  silently  formed  the 
fateful  question,  "  What  would  happen 
if  the  order  to  charge  were  given  to  the 
Yeomanry  ?  " 

Business  done. — Commons  still  harp- 
ing on  Clause  2  of  Budget  Bill. 

Tuesday. — Like  the  traditional  British 
soldier  of  whom  he  is  himself  the  best 
type,  BOB.-*  never  knows  when  he  is 
beaten.  Since  he  laid  down  the  arms 
of  active  service  has  devoted  himself 
to  crusade  designed  to  bring  about 
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universal  Army  service.  Maile 
a>sanlts  on  citadel  of  the  l-ords.  N.IW. 
advancing  with  lla^s  living,  drums 
beating,  trumpets  blaring,  sits  down  be- 
fore it  in  force.  Or,  us  the  Parliamen- 
tary reports  put  it,  "Lord  Roberts 
mo\cil  the  second  reading  of  the 
National  Sen-ice  Bill." 

Nmn'lll  MHEl!l.\xi>  submits  resolution 
involving  reject  ion  of  Hill.  As  his 
Grace  stood  behind  Front  Opposition 
Bench  consulting  manuscript  on  which 
iiis  jntx  d' esprit  were  written  there 
was  nothing  in  his  bearing  or  personal 
appearance  to  suggest  the  PERCY  whom 
DoroLAS  knew  at  Chevy  Chase.  On  the 
contrary,  rather  suggestive,  as  SARK 
obsen-ed,  of  "  the  Waterloo  House  young 
man"  known  to  another  generation  now 
grown  into  the  sixties.  Appearances 
notoriously  deceptive.  When  in  fine 
passage  the  Duke  intimated  his  readi- 
ness, if  necessary,  to  "  see  this  fight  out 
on  his  stumps,"  a  wave  of  emotion  r;m 
through  habitually  icy  audience. 

This  was  last  night.  Debate  resumed 
this  afternoon  in  same  conditions  of 
crowded  benches  and  thronged  side 
galleries  whence  bright  eyes,  the  owners 
gowned  in  daintiest  summer  frocks, 
rained  influence.  Affair  admirably 
stage-managed.  Whilst  MIIAER  was  on 
his  legs  expounding  heroic  views  in  halt- 
ing sentences,  Heaven's  artillery  suddenly 
brought  into  action.  Peal  after  peal  of 
thunder  broke  over  startled  town; 
through  the  open  windows  was  heard 
the  plash  of  battalions  of  torrential 
rain. 

LAXSDOWNE,   in  one   of    his    masterly 
balanced  speeches,  damned  the  Bill  with 
faint  praise  of  motives  of  its  supporters. 
By  common  consent  honours  of  debate 
rest  with  MAYO.     In  carefully  prepared 
address,    which    comprised 
slight  resume  of  Peninsula 
War  that  left  'much  to  be 
desired  in  NAPIER,  lie  artfully 
led  the  listening  senate  up  .-, 

to  Trafalgar.  His  intent, 
born  and  nurtured  in  the 
study,  was  to  cite  the  date 
of  the  battle,  let  it  come, 
with  a  clash  like  the  roar  of- 
a  Dreadnoutjlit  gun,  and  then 
sit  down. 

Turn  which  circumstances 
took  unfortunately  not  only 
spoiled  a  well-designed  plan, 
but  prevented  the  House 
from  knowing  exactly  how 
it,  would  have  worked  out. 
That  is  a  detail.  What  hap- 
pened was  that  MAYO,  having 
skilfully  prepared  thoground 
for  his  coiiji,  remarked  : 

"  As  your  lordships  know, 
the  battle  of  Trafalgar  was 
fought  in  the  year — er— in 
the  year — er— er •" 


done — Lord    ROIIKI.TS'S    Bill 
thrown  out  by  123  votes  against  .103. 

HoiiKf  (if  Common*,  Thursday. — Once 
upon  a  time  a  learned  judge—  was  it 
Mr.  .lust ice  CHAXXEI.I.  V — summing  up  a 
case,  remarked  that  he  "had  a  great 
mind  to  "  take  a  certain  course.  In  the 
index  of  the  current  Law  Ifeports  appears 
the  line,  "Mr.  Justice  Channel!:  his 
great  mind." 

The  MEMBER  FOR  SAIIK,  indexing  to- 
day's Parliamentary  Reports,  writes  the 
line—. 

"  Mr.  Speaker  Lowther  :  his  blank  mind." 

Xt>  suggestion  of  damnatory  objurga- 
tion lurks  in  the  phrase.  It  merely 
records  the  masterly  attitude  of  igno- 
rance, assumed  by  the  SPEAKER  at  a 
critical  moment.  During  a  sitting  which 
commenced  yesterday  afternoon  at  2J>0, 
closing  this  morning  a  few  minutes  after 
9,  a  noble  earl  took  occasion  to  observe 
that  a  gentleman  belonging  to  West  Ham 
and  the  Labour  Party  was  not  in  a  condi- 
tion usefully  to  take  part  in  debate.  The 
gentleman  from  West  Ham,  refraining 
from  attempt  to  mince  matters.  reto;t<d 
that  the  noble  lord  was  a  liar.  Further, 
he  indicated  readiness  to  "  ram  the  words 
down  his  throat."  Declining  to  obey 
,  order  from  the  Chair  to  withdraw  the 
no-o-o  pla-a-ace  f  our  I  offens;vc  term>  tjle  gentleman  from  West 

Ham  was  directed  to  withdraw  himself. 
He  had  forgotten  the  date.     Worst  of  ]  This  he  did,  pausing  at  the  Bar  to  invite 
it  was  that,  looking  helplessly  round,  he  :  the  noble  earl  to  walk   out  with   him 
found  no  noble  lord  sitting  near  or  far  \  and  "  see  if  you  are  as  sober  as  I ;  in." 


DESCENDED  FROM  HOTSPUR. 

D-l;e  of  A'-r(/i-m6-r?-rt(i.  "  Oh,  my  cle-ar 
friends,  do  not  let  our  de-ar  brother  Roberts 
draw  you  aside  from  the  true  path !  Believe 
me,  an  armed  camp  is  the  haunt  of  the — ahem ! 


who  was  able  to  supply  it. 

"Well,  my  lords,"  said  MAYO,  brisking 
up,  "  for  the  purposes  of  my  argument 
it  does  not  matter  in  what  year  Trafalgar 


was  fought." 
Plucky  this. 


But  general  impression 


remained  that  it  was  a  trifle  inadequate. 


On  resumption  of  sittings  to-day,  the 
SPEAKER  was  approached  with  request 
for  advice  on  the  matter.  It  was  here 
that  the  right  honourable  gentleman's 
mind  revealed  its  incorrigible  blank- 


ness. 


'I  must,"  he  said,  "decline  to  admit 
any  knowledge  of  what  lias 
occurred.  The  official  re- 
port is  not  yet  published. 
Reports  in  the  newspapers 
may  or  may  not  be  reliable. 
My  mind  is  unaffected  by 
any  account  I  may  have 
seen." 

No  getting  over  that.  So 
the  matter  dropped  for  the 
time,  and  Clerk  proceeded 
to  read  Orders  of  the  Day. 

Jliixiness  done. —  Educa- 
tion Vote  in  Committee  of 
Supply. 


CELEBRITIES  VERT  MUCH  AT  HOME. 
A.  E.  W.  Mason  takes  the  Finance  Bill  lying  down. 


"The  bridesmaid)  wore  dainty 
dresses  of  French  or  Organdy 
muslin  with  suii  bonnets  of  the 
same  trimmed  with  bunches  of 
ribbon,  and  carried  bouquets  of 
shaded  green  peus  to  match." 
( 'at'.  it<lc  Jt.iinial. 

This  is  the  latest  fashion. 
Economical  bridegrooms  will 
find  one  mangold-wnrzel 
apiece  comes  even  cheaper. 


L'l,  1909.] 
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THE  MAY-FLY. 

Tins  interesting  creature  is  to  he 
fiumd  in  parts  of  (!ivat  Hritain  and  in 
certain  of  the  United  States  of  America. 
Il>  l'avo\irite  haliitation,  liowever,  is  the 
I'as-de-Calais,  the  natives  tliere  gixing 
it  the  name  of  7Vit/-i'.'jr. 

liv  night  it  stays  quietly  within  sonic 
jilaee  of  sliclter,  appearing  only  for  brief 
periods  in  the  daytime.  Its  organism 
is  a  frail  one,  and  easily  gets  out  of 
order  ;  but  when  it  is  in  good  health  its 
mou'incnts — sometimes  a  swift  progress 
the  ground,  at  others  a  graceful 
.  int'i  the  air  arc  very  interesting, 
and  iK  glistening  wings  make  it  a  thing 
ni  Keauty.  In  the  air  its  gambols  are  in 
the  form  of  circular  flights  of  several 
minute'.-'  duration. 

Though  the  .May-fly  exists  on  both 
sides  of  the  Channel,  curiously  enough 
one  lias  never  been  known  to  cm— 
from  one  country  to  another  up  to  the 
lime  of  writing.  The  strong  \\iiuK  pre 
vailing  there  may  be  the  reason,  lor  the 
May-fly  i.-  ui'i-t  f-ensitivc  to  aerial  dis- 


turbances fither  than  a  breeze  of  the 
right  strength  from  the  right  quarter  — 
a  breeze  that  is  very  rare  at  this  time  of 
the  year.  Other  kinds  render  it  exceed- 
ingly shy  and  retiring. 

The  May-fly  is  very  fond  of  news- 
papers, an  affection  which  is  warmly 
reciprocated. 

Strong  ambition  and  great  courage, 
tempered  by  caution,  are  the  chief  char- 
acteristics of  the  creature.  This  last 
quality  is  apt  to  interfere  with  its 
plans;  lint,  after  all,  the  other  qualities 
are  in  the  majority,  and  are  likely  to 
prevail  in  the  long  fly. 

From  San  Francisco  conies  the  news 
that  the  police  have  in  their  po.— e— inn 
a  gentleman  who  has  married  ten  widows 
and  is  engaged  to  fourteen  more.  This 
is  carrying  specialisation  too  far. 


"  M.iyfair  and  Belgravia  set  the  note  which 
is  followed,  of  course,  afar  off  in  even-  gentile 
Milmi-l)."--  8t  inilard. 

This  doe.-,  not  refer  to  Bayswatcr. 


The  following  simple  and  explicit 
directions  are  posted  np  in  a  hotel  on 
the  Xordfjord  :  — 

"The  fire  escape! 
Direction  for  use : 

The  onn  end  of  the  rope  is  to  be  fixed 
at  the  hook  in  the  window  frame,  the 
other  is  to  turn  out  of  the  window.  The 
plaited  snotter,  which  is  fixed  at  the  log 
of  wood,  is  to  be  put  under  your  arms, 
whereupon  you  may  safely  let  yourself 
slide  down.  •  You  may  regulate  the 
hurry  by  keeping  the  rope  under  the 
log.  If  more  persons  are  to  be  saved, 
you  have  to  pull  up  the  contrary  end  of 
the  rope,  fix  this  at  the  hook  and  go  on 
so  till  nobody  is  left." 

"There  are  forty  bed-rooms,  with  Imt  and 
cold  water  laid  on,  while  one-half  that  delicate 
attention  is  lavished  on  the  putting  greens  of 
the  new  course." — Daily  Graphic 

\Ve  are  still  in  doubt  as  to  which  half 
of  the  delicate  attention  is  lavished — 
whether  the  greens  get  forty  bedrooms' 
worth  of  either  hot  or  cold,  or  twenty 
bed-rooms'  worth  of  both. 
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THE    KELT. 

Tin:     youngest    subaltern     came    in 
lie'i'md  the  tea-tray  ami  asked  1110  the 
usual    first    question     before    we    had 
finished  shaking  hands. 
"Do  you  fish?" 

•  Well,  1  linrc,  you  know,"  I  admitted, 
'  at  bazaars— parcels  with  loops  of  string 
on  them,  and  all  that." 

'  Then  you  haven't  heard  about  me?" 
'  I  really  couldn't  say.  I  've  done 
nothing  but  hear  about  people  ever  since 
'.  'vebeen  in  Ireland,  and  everybody  seems 
o  be  related  to  everybody  else,  either 
hroagh  the  Quinns  of  Killy — what-is- 
_t,  or  the  Gores  of  Bally — something-or- 
other,  so  if  you  happen  in  some  way  to  be 

a  Gore  or  a  Quinn,  Mr.  Smithsoii " 

The  youngest  subaltern  sighed  and 
lelped  himself  to  potato  cake. 

''I'm  afraid  not,"  he  said  ;  "  but  you 
can't  think  how  I  've  enjoyed  meeting 
someone  who  doesn't  know  all  about  me." 
"  You  're  not  a  Channel-swimmer,  are 
you  ?  "  I  asked  hastily. 
He  shook  his  head. 
"I  have  it  then  ;  you've  been  flying." 
"I  wish  I  had!     You  know  a  fellow, 
:ven  in  the  Army,  must  have  a  hobby 
[or  his  few    spare    moments.     In   the 
hunting  season  one  could  put  in  two  or 
three  days  a  week  with  the  hounds,  but 
now  there 's  nothing  to  do  but  fish.    I 
did   think  of    a   motor  once,   but   the 
Budget  came  in  and  I  took  a  fishing 
instead.    I  thought  it  would  be  cheaper, 
but  I  'm  not  so  sure  of  it  now.    Well,  I 
fished  for  a  month — Sundays  too — and, 
at  last,  I  got  a  bite !  " 

His  manner  was  full  of  suppressed 
tragedy,  and  from  an  uneasy  movement 
of  his  tea-cup  hand  I  saw  that  he  would 
have  liked  to  pull  his  moustache.  I  was 
glad  he  couldn't,  for  it  was  a  mere 
seedling,  and  I  implored  him  to  go  on. 

"  It  was  a  great  moment.    You  never 
felt  such  a  beggar  to  pull — jerked  the 
line  like  a  young  cart-horse.    I  got  quite 
excited,  and  so  did  all  the  others." 
"The  other  fish?" 

"No,  the  other  people.  There  were 
lots  of  them— couldn't  say  how  many 
jumping  up  and  down,  yelling  '  Sure 
but  the  gentleman 's  met  a  fish.'  Seemed 
to  come  up  out  of  rabbit  holes  and  from 
behind  bushes  all  over  the  place — like 
special  correspondents.  There  was  some 
red  hair,  and  a  squint,  and  a  pair  o' 
patched  troi  82ii,  I  know ;  but  I  "m 
hanged  if  I  c  mid  say  whether  the 
trousers  and  the  squint  went  together 
or  whether  the  hair  belonged  to  them  or 
to  another  person  who  was  tied  together 
with  straw  bands  and  bits  of  rope." 
"  ( lores  or  Quiniis  ?  "  I  murmured 
"  I  think  it  was  trousers  who  gaffct 
him,  and  I  know  it  was  the  squint  wh 
squatted  down  beside  him  and  said 
'  Sorr,  he  's  a  Kelt ! '" 


'  Ireland  for  the  Irish  again  !  "  I  ex- 
luimed  indignantly.  "  I  hope  you  told 
im  that  it  didn't  matter  to  you  whether 
:ie  fish  was  a  Kelt  or  a  Pan-Anglican  V  " 

I  meant  to  say  "  Syro-Phcenician,"  but 
le  other  word  came  more  handy,  and 
c  didn't  seem  to  notice  anything. 

He  shook  his  head  sadly. 

"You're  supposed   to   put  aTl   Kelts 

ack   again    into    the   river,   it   seems. 

Veil,   mine  wasn't  a  very — er — Keltic 

elt,  and  it  was  my  first  fish,  so  I  put  it 

nto  my  basket  instead." 

"  What  did  the  Gores  say— I  mean 
le  natives  ?  " 

"  They  were  very  kind  and  tried  to 
uck  me  up  about  it,  but  the  man  who 
as  the  opposite  fishing  came  along,  and 
e  went  dead  against  me.  I  suppose 
ou  haven't  met  him  yet  ?  I  forget  his 
ame.  Anyhow,  he  made  money  out  of 
wcon.  He's  one  of  your  red-faced 
portsmen,  chock-a-block  with  conceit. 
xx>ks  like  a  strutting  turkey-cock  !  ' 

"Pride  in  his  port,  and  all  that?" 

The  youngest  subaltern  looked  at  me 
eevishly  for  a  moment. 

"I  don't  know  about  his  cellar — 
lever  dined  there  myself;  still,  he's 
ull-blown— very.  We  had  an  inter- 
liange  of  compliments  over  the  river — 
'm  rather  glad,  now  I  come  to  think  of 
t,  that  the  river  was  there.  Had  the 
3heek  to  ask  me  if  I'd  ever  hooked  a 
ahnon  before.  As  a  matter  of  fact  I 
wdn't,  or  I  shouldn't  have  been  so  keen 
in  keeping  that  fish— so  I  left  him 
Dellowing .  on  the  bank.  Jones  and 
Batherson  were  the  only  fellows  in  the 
ness  when  I  got  back  to  barracks,  and 
neither  of  them  knows  a  Jock  Scott  from 

i — a .    Well,  I  was  just  telling  them 

low  it  feels  to  have  a  real  beauty  like 
that  on  the  end  of  your  line,  when  into 
:he  barrack  yard  comes  the  Colonel's 
iiotor.  He  never  does  anything  him- 
self, you  know  ;  he  'a  a  slummocker !  " 

"Esperanto?"    I  asked   faintly  —  it 
sounded  bad. 

Tommy '  for  a  lounger.  He  trots 
nto  the  mess,  and  the  first,  thing  he  says 
is,  '  Hello,  Smithsou,  Mr.  Hanrahan 
(that 's  the  bacon  man's  name)  tells  me 
you  killed  a  Kelt  this  afternoon.  1 1 
that's  true,  I  wish  you  boys  would  be  more 
careful ;  I  won't  have  this  known  as  the 
Cockney  Brigade  !  Most  unsportsman- 
like ! '  And  that 's  the  sort  of  thing  tha 
lias  gone  on  ever  since.  I  've  given  rp 


proverb  to  mention  under  the  cJrcum- 

sta a,  but  aren't  there  as  many  good 

fish  in  the  sea  as  ever  came  out  ?  " 

"Oh,  rather,"  lie  assented  ;»  "  and,  I 
say,  I  have  enjoyed  your  talking  to  me, 
you  know  !  " 


fishing.    If  1  go  down  to  my  stretch  oil  the  footpath. 
river,  old  Hanrahan  comes  up  and  asks ' 
me  how  many  Kelts  I  've  got.      Never 
even  talk  of  fishing  now,  but  everybody 


ANOTHER    NAVAL    CRISIS. 

DEAR  MR.  PUNCH, — I  have  got  im  .If 
into  trouble,  trouble  with  a  charge  of 
gunpowder  at  the  end  of  it.  J.«iiigh 
away,  Mr.  Punch  \  Laugh  away,  and 
do  not  stop  laughing  just  because  I  add 
that  you  have  got  yourself  into  the  same 
trouble,  too. 

You  remember,  though  you  may  have 
tried  to  forget,  a  jolly  little  poem  of 
mine  about  one  Geoffrey  Lovatt.  It 
appeared  in  your  issue  of  Jidy  7,  and 
dealt  courageously  with  that  gentleman's 
high  collars  and  want  of  manhood,  mark- 
ing the  subjection  in  which  his  wife  held 
him.  I  have  had  it  out  with  the  wife, 
my  own  dear  sister,  and  referred  her  to 
the  Punch  office,  telling  her  that  Mr. 
Punch  is  responsible  by  the  etiquette  of 
journalism,  and  that  he's  an  excellent 
target  by  the  grace  of  nature.  Takc-itiy 
advice,  Mr.  Punch,  and  be  out  for  some 
years,  because  she  is  of  a  persevering 
character  and  uncompanionable  in  her 
off  moods. 

It  doesuot,  however,  end  there,  for  there 
is  this  Geoffrey  Lovatt  to  be 'reckoned 
with.  It  ha-ppens  that  he  is  a  sailor, 
who,  instead  of  sailing,  boosts  about  the 
home  waters  in  a  nasty  submarine,  carry- 
ing with  him  two  thoroughly  unscru- 
pulous torpedoes  and  a  lot  of  warlike 
enthusiasm.  It  also  happens  that  there 
is  to  be  a  naval  review  in  the  Thames, 
and  this  G.  L.  informs  me  darkly  that 
lie  will  be  lying  off  Temple  Pier  with  liis 
little  thingummy,  ready  to  settle  accounts. 
You  in  Bouverie  Street  and  I  in  the 
Temple  are,  I  feel,  much  too  accessible. 
What  shall  we  Jo?  Shall  we  allow  the 
heart  of  the  literary  and  legal  world  to 
be  blown  nowhere,  merely  withdrawing 
our  two  valuable  selves  inland  before 
the  catastrophe  ?  Or  shall  we  take  our 
chances  ?  There  is  this  about  it,  that 
in  order  to  fire  upon  us  he  will  have  to 
get  the  bows  of  his  submarine  well  out 
of  water,  even  on  to  the  Embankment. 
He  is  an  ingenious  felknv  and  may 
manage  that,  but,  if  he  does,  you  and  I 
can  always  summons  him  for  riding  on 


knows, 
saying, 
Kelt ! ' 


Wherever  I  go  I  hear  someone 
'  That 's  the  man  who  took  a 
Prettiest  girl  in  the  county, 


barring  her  mouth,  keen  on  fishing  too, 
wouldn't  even  look  at  me  at  the  llegi- 
mental  Ball." 

<(  Well,"  I  said,  rising,  "  it 's  a  nasty 


That  is  our  only  hope,  as  far  as  I  can 
see.  You  may  have  rather  'a  taste  for 
being  in  more  than  two  places  at  once, 
but  personally  I  strongly  disapprove  of 
being  spread  over  I  Condon.  So  I  say  now 
— and  when  I  say  a  thing  I  mean  it— { 
that,  if  this  Geoffrey  Lovatt  persists  in 
his  idea  and  blows  me  up,  I  shall  never 
speak  to  him  again. 

Your  indignant         CONTRIBUTOR. 


Juiv  L'l,  1909.] 
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THE  PICTURE  COLLECTOR'S  GUIDE. 

Till-:  huge   totals   realised   at  certain  of 
tlie  season's   sales   ;il.   <  'lims  HI/-   arc   not 
unnaturally    lurning     the     though' 
struggle  I'm1  lifers  towards  art   virtuosity 
leans  of  livelihood  if  not  wealth. 

A  few  hints  In  parents  who  are  think- 
ing nl  making  their  sons  succes^lul  col 
leclor.-;  may  ii.il  lie  mil  uf  place. 

To  those  lacking  capital  th<'  import. ml 
tiling  at  the  outset  is  to  pick  up  il  mil 
tivasmv  for  nothing  ami  si.'ll  it  advan- 
tageously. J(  i.-,  (he  first  sd  p  that  counts. 
To  do  this  one  should  haunt  the  miscel- 
laneous sale  rooms,  \vheiv  many  an"  Old 
Master  has  licen  discovered  in  job  lots 
ainon^  carp. -Is,  s;ifcs  and  feather-beds. 
Kver\ tiling  thiit  is  old  and  grimy  was 
not  necessarily  painted  by  MuRILLO  or 
BEIIBIUHDT,  li'.M'HAEI,  Or  TlTIAN,  but  all 

might  have  been.    Remember  that. 

liemember  that  beneath  the  top  picture 
may  always  be  another.  If  you  buy  a 
genuine  Rembrandt  and,  on  .scraping 
it,  linil  a  j>ortrait  of  WELLIJJUTUN',  stop 
scraping  ;it  once. 

Cultivate  your  voice.  Many  master- 
pieces have  lieen  picked  up  f  >v  il  meiv 
song,  and  it  would  lie  dreadful  to  have 
no  mere  singing  power  when  one  was 
offered  to  you.  ('ram  your  repertory 
with  mere  song^. 

]5e  wary.  Heineinl>er  tl  at  Conor 
painted  nearly  everything  except  the 
canvases  that  bear  his  name. 

When  purchasing  of  a  dealer  always 
look  at  the  back  of  the  picture  first  :  it 
inspires  respect,  and  puts  him  off  from 
try  ing  on  his  little  games. 

B'ar  in  mind  that  a  dealer's  a  dealer 
for  a'  that.  He  may  wear  clothes  like 
yourself  and  talk  like  you,  and  sustain 
life  in  more  or  less  the  same  way,  but 
none  the  less  he  i*  a  dealer. 

Visit  the  National  (iallery  and  learn 
how  tin1  great  artists  painted.  This  will 
make  yon  the  less  likely  to  buy  every 
Rembrandt  that  is  offered  to  you.  Study 
the  difference  between  the  styles  of 
I  Via  OHIO  and  CltOMK. 

Keep  a  photograph  of  the  Holbein 
Duchess  on  your  wall.  Let  that  be 
your  star.  Some  day.  say  to  yourself, 
I  too  will  sell  a  picture  to  the  nation. 


THE    CATS'    PAGEANT. 

Tin:  1  togs'  Pageant  having  been 
arranged  for,  the  Cats'  is  now  under 
consideration.  Mr.  Louis  X.  BAKKKR 
having  no  special  leaning  towards  this 
spectacle,  it  is  in  the  hands  of  his  neigh- 
bour at  Kensington,  Jlr.  TOMS.  Among 
the  patrons  are  the  IV.itsivx  A  \ir.\s,  Vi«n:. 
Mdlle.  . I  \\onn.  Mr.  Milkie  Hard,  and 
the  Mayor  of  ('owes. 

The  iirst  Tableau  (to  be  spelled 
tabby-lean  in  honour  of  ihe  occasion) 


Digressed  Mother  (to  liltl'  lay  ic'ttlt  a  lad  eoli'i.    "  JIMMY  DABLISG,  TOD  REALLY  MUSTN'T 
SSEK/.K.  I.IKK  THAT!"  Jimmy.  "I  DON'T  SNEEZE,  MUMMY ;  IT  SNEEZES  ME!" 


will  represent  the  origin  of  the  cat. 
According  to  the  old  legend  there  was 
for  a  while  no  cat,  nor  was  it  missed. 
But  after  a  while  the  earth  became  more 
populous  and  there  were  no  longer  as 
many  men  as  women,  and  an  old  maid 
appeared ;  so  the  first  cat  was  evolved 
to  keep  her  company.  As  in  the  case 
of  the  dog  the  other  animals  contributed 
to  her  devising,  the  tiger  giving  a 
miniature  of  itself  as  a  model.  The 
leopard  gave  litheness,  and  the  panther 
its  spring,  the  fox  cunning  and  the 
dormouse  sleepiness,  the  giraffe  disdain 
and  the  seamew  its  second  syllable. 
Thus  was  the  cat  made. 

Tabbyleaii  IT.  Prehistoric  competition 
to  find  a  name  for  the  new  creature. 
Alter  many  thousands  of  coupons  ha\i 


been  filled  in  the  pri/.e  goes  to  the  reader 
who  suggested  C.A.T. 

Tabby leau  HI.  (Very  magnificent 
and  educational.)  A  procession  of  k  ings, 
from  David  to  George  HI.,  at  whom  cats 
have  looked. 

Tabbyleaii  IV.  Historic  aits.  XOAII, 
as  before,  with  two.  Odin's  cat.  OKAY'S 
cat.  The  Kilkenny  cat*.  Dame  Wiggins  of 
Lee's  aits.  The  Brown  cat  (with  thanks). 
Charley's  Aunt,  with  cat  laughing. 

Tabbyleaii  V.  (Very  popular.)  A 
procession  of  all  the  living  "principal 
boys"  who  have  played  Di  k  Wh'Ming- 
ton,  each  with  his  cat.  Cameras  not 
permitted  except  to  representatives  of 
the  weekly  illustrated  papers. 

Final  Tabbyleaii.  (Very  controver- 
sial.) Votes  for  cats. 
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OUR    BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By  Mr.  Punch's  Staff  of  Learned  Clerks.) 
HOWEVKI:  kindly   I  may  feel  disposed    to  Miss    DOROTHEA 


,  1  am  bound  to  believe  that  she  wrote  all  the  tales 
published  under  her  name  in  The  Conversion  of  Con  Cm/an, 
and  other  Morte*  (H0TCHIS9OH).  On  the  other  hand  I  am 
not  bound  to  accept  the  numerous  laudatory  statements 
the  outside  aes  as  admissible  evidence  on  her 


on    te    outse    pages 

behalf.     Sitting  as  judge,  I  feel  inclined  to  pass  a  severe 

sentence  of  very  penal  servitude  upon  her  for  her  plots  and 

to  award  her  a  gold  medal  and  a  birthday  honour  for  her 

atmospheres.     She  frivols  without  purpose  in  Ireland  among 

hunters    and     racers,    Pats    and  , 

"asthorcs,"    and   is   natural   and 

charming.       She    busies    herself 

seriously    in    England   with    lost 

wills,  compromised  debutantes  and 

impossible  barristers,  and  is  con- 

ventional and  horrid.  At  her  worst 

she  takes  pages  to  solve  childish 

mysteries,  which  I,  who  have  never 

before  known  the  joy  even  of  sus- 

pecting   the    guilty     party,    saw 

through  at  once.     At  her  best  she 

gets  plenty  of  delightful  fun  out 

of    the    schemes   and    loves   (but 

mostly   the  sport)   of   thoroughly 

Irish  Irishmen.     Wherefore    this 

Court  directs  the  public  to  read 

The  Conversion  of  Con  Crcgan  and 

most  of  the  other  stories,  but  binds 

Miss  CONYKRS  over  to  keep  the  peace 

and  on  no  account  ever  again  to 

have  anything  to  do  with  plots. 

I  understand  that  Mr.  ARTHUR 
APH.IN  originally  published  The 
Stage  Door  (WHITE)  as  a  serial  in 
the  morning  journal  with  the 
second  largest  not  sale  —  a  fact 
which,  rightly  considered,  explains 
much.  David  Oellion  was  a  starv- 
ing dramatist,  who  sold  his  mas- 
terpiece to  one  IlersJnnan,  a 
manager  of  the  deepest  dye.  But 
when  the  play  was  produced  it  was 
badly  cast  and  was  a  failure  ; 
whereupon  Oellion  sought  out 
Hershman  in  the  managerial 
office,  and  smote  him  so  that  he 
fell  into  the  fender  and  expired. 
After  which  he  himself  jumped  into  the  Thames.  You  may 
think  that  this  ends  the  book.  Not  a  bit  of  it.  We  are  uow 
introduced  to  Sir  James  Fitztcater,  an  opulent  member  of 
the  Hershman  Syndicate,  who,  seeing  that  what  has  taken 
place  is  really  a  first-class  advertisement  for  the  piece, 
promptly  revives  it,  with  the  dramatist's  widow  as  leading 
lady.  Of  course,  the  thing  is  a  howling  success,  and  sub- 
sequently 1  1'n.lfli/,  the  heroine,  arranges  to  marry  Fitzicater 
on  condition  that  he  produces  all  her  late  husband's  plays. 
The  arrangement  is  a  little  difficult,  to  follow,  and  is  com- 
plicated by  the  reappearance  of  Cnilion,  who  was  only  washed 
down  the  river  as  far  (apparently)  as  Germany,  whence 
he  returns,  under  an  alias,  with  a  black  beard  and  an 
entirely  new  and  original  musical  comedy.  Subsequently 
he  rescues  Fitzicater  from  a  conflagration  and  gets  his 
false  beard  burned,  and  so  dies,  this  time  in  his  proper 
person.  The  other  characters,  one  supposes,  live  happy 


ever  after.  Of  them,  I  much  prefer  the  fascinating  Biddy, 
especially  when  s-li  •  uses  her  influence  over  i'il~iraler  lo 
make  him  abolish  cloak-room  1'ecs  and  provide  drinkable 
whisky  in  the  theatre  bars.  So  few  heroines  think  of  these 
things.  


THE    MODERN    BOOK-STALL    BOY. 

"  I  CAN  CONFIDENTLY    IIECOHMENP    THIS    NEW    NOVEL   BY   THE 
WELL-KNOWN    AUTHOR    OF   'A    FlNK-FACKD    DEVIL."        Il    DEALS 


(IF   LITERARY  STYLE. 


To  insist  upon  the  defects  of  a  book  when  one  finds  oneself 
in  sympathy  with  its  motives  is  an  ungracious  task.  Let  me 
any  at  once,  then  (and  have  done  with  grumbling),  that 
Hrciii  S.  WAI.TOLE'S  The  Wooden  Horse  (SMITH,  Ki.DEii)  is  not 
without  incongruities,  and  that  the  humour  of  title  is  too 
arbitrary  to  be  amusing.  To  those,  however,  who  detest  snob- 
bery and  abhor  rigid  conventionality  this  history  of  the  Tmja  n 
family  will  make  an  instant  appeal.  Upon  his  return  to 
—  Cornwall  a  fter  an  absence  of  twenty 
years  Harry  Trojan  found  that  h:s 
son,  Robin,  was  a  martyr  to  good 
form.  The  Trojan  rule  was  to 
know  the  right  people,  to  be 
meticulously  correct  in  speech  and 
manner,  and  to  remain  aloof  and 
aloft.  Brought  up  in  this  numb- 
ing creed  by  Ilia  Aunt  Clare,  Robin 
was  afraid  either  to  show  the  small- 
est enthusiasm  or  to  be  in  the  least 
sentimental,  and  his  father— in 
full  revolt  against  Trojan  tr.ali- 
tions — determined  to  make  a  man 
of  him  and  to  win  his  love.  A 
battle  royal  between  Harry  and 
Clare  Trojan  followed,  and  a!- 
I hough  in  the  struggle  it  is  im- 
possible to  be  on  Nine  Trojuiis 
side  the  pathos  of  her  position  is 
revealed  so  clearly  that  it  is  equally 
impossible  not  to  be  sorry  for  her. 
Mr.  WALTOLE  is  warmly  to  be 
praised,  for  the  clear  perception  he 
has  of  Cornish  life,  and  for  drawing 
attention  to  the  vandals  who — 
inarching  under  the  banner  of 
progress — wish  to  change  beauti- 
ful villages  into  band-swept  water- 
ing-places. 

The  chief  trouble  with  Mr. 
Opp,  who  gives  his  name  to 
a  new  novel  (HooDEK  AND  STOK;I:- 
TOX)  by  ALICE  HEGAX  Kin:,  author 
of  Mrs.  Wiggs  of  the  Cabbage 
Patch,  was  that  nature  designed 
him  for  a  philanthropist  ;nnl 
unkind  circumstances  turned  him 
into  a  combination  of  commercial  traveller  and  news- 
paper editor.  Neither  his  store  for  the  sale  of  shoes 
(this  was  .1/1-.  OI>I>'H  particular  line  of  dry  goods)  nor  his 
paper.  The  DI>II  Emjlc.  attained  the  measure  of  success  which 
liis  virtues  deserved.  And,  since  his  courtship  also  missed 
the  mark,  Mr.  Opp  cannot  truthfully  be  said  to  have  made 
what  they  call  over  there  "a  good  thing"  of  his  life.  .But 
while  I  lie  author  debases  him  in  every  worldly  way —and  an 
American  who  fails  in  business  is  debased  indeed — she  con- 
l  rives  to  create  in  him  a  type  of  unselfish  goodness  which 
should  have  a  wide  appeal.  "  J'it.v,"  says  CIIAI  n:it,  ••runneth 
soon  in  gentle  heart,"  and,  since  all  readers  are  '"gentle," 
Mr.  Opp  is  sure  of  abundant  sympathy  for  his  misfortune-. 
and  self-sacrifice. 


"Amazon parrot. — Ilavingholidays;  take30s.or£3." — GlaegoicHerdld. 
\Ve  had  no  idea  a  parrot's  holidays  took  as  much  as  that. 


JULY  28,  1909.] 
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CHARIVARIA. 

A    111  I'M. -I A  I  VI 'I VI-'.  (if    Y'/lC     i'.j-fn-i',-:  • 

interviewing  M.  CI.I.MI.VKM  .    "The] 
Ministry,"  said  the  ex-Premier.  "  was  lint 
overthrown  on  a  question  of  |Kilit'u-s,  but 

on  :i  per-oiia!  question.  I  will  pui 
il  differently"  ami.  >a\-.  our  contem- 
porary. M.  I '1,-tni-ni-i-ni'  ni'n-i-d  liin  lint  to 
"If  of  Itls  head,  as  lie  inrariably 
does  iclit'ii  li<'  in  going  to  be  witty  out-of- 
doors.  "The  Ministry  was  not  over- 
thrown at  all.  I  was."  If  only  all  our 
friends  would  assi.it  us  like  this  when 
they  are  aliout  to  make  a  joke,  what  a 
help  it  would  lie. 

v 

The  ruling  passion!     While  taking  a 


It  is  rumoured  that  a  weallhv  Ameri- 
can has  in  id"  an  offer  for  the  I..  ( '.  ('. 
steamliiiat  S/K;  A- */«•' m;  with  a  view  to 

presenting  her  to  the  museum  at  Stmt- 

ford-on-Avon.          +  * 

There  is  talk  of  a  deeliue  in  the  extra- 
valance  n|  leniale  dress.  Il  is  to  be 
hoped  that  this  desirable  movement  will 
^pread,  so  that  even  if  a  husband  lie 
legally  entitled  to  his  wife's  clothes 
-ity  will  not  comjjK'l  him  to  wear 
tin  in,  lint  lie  will  lie  alile  to  afford  some 
of  his  own  choice. 

v 

A    the  result  of  his  investigations  at 

St.    Mary's     Hospital,    I  >r.    Disrvso     has 
the     opinion      that     ''  F.very 


three   great    divisions  <>f   this  country 
Men.  Women   anil    Su  (Travel  l.-s      will    be 
ntlnce-d  to  two  by  the  elimination  of  the 
woun-ii.  ^   , 

We    cannot     help    thinking    that    the 

ideal    ( 'liaimeler    ha~    vet    to    make    his 

appearance.      What  is  rcepiired  is  a  coin- 

binalion  of  Mr.  LVIIIVM  and  Mr.  HOI.III:IN. 

I  One  half  could  always  do  the  piece  that 

the  other  half  left  undone. 
*   * 

When  charged  at  the  Thames  Police 
Court,  hist  week,  with  using  bad  Ian 
guage,  a  lady  bearing  a  Scotch  name 
declared  that  she  was  only  speaking 
(laelic.  The  magistrate,  however,  held 
it  to  he  ( iaolic. 


STUDY    OF    A    "TRIANGULAR"    TEST    MATCH. 


brief  weak-end  holiday  at  Brighton  Mr. 
LlOTD-QlOBOE  amused  himself  by  throw- 
ing money  from  the  pier  to  the  ragu- 

nuiflins  below.        *  „, 
* 

Conservative  associations  are  issuing 
nnnieroiis  placards  bearing  t  he  words: 

|{':i;isiMi!,  liKciisTKii,  REQICTEB  ! 

It  cannot  be  too  clearly  nnderstixid  that 
these  reminders  are  addiv  — ed  to  Con- 
servative's only,  and  any  Liberal  taking 

advantage  of  them  is  no  gentleman. 
*  * 

While  the  royal  train  conveying  the 
Austrian  CI;O\VN  I'I.MMT.  and  his  suite' 
from  Roumania  \vas  passing  the  frontier 
town  of  Toenoes  last  \\eeL.  four  shots 
were  fired  by  some  unknown  person.  A 
local  landowner  baa  been  arrested.  He 
has  not  improved  his  case  by  stating 
that  he  was  merely  shooting  bears. 


child  should  have  its  large  intestine  and 
its  appendix  removed  when  it  is  two  or 
three  years  old."  The  suggestion,  we 
hear,  has  been  received  very  badly  in 
juvenile  circles,  and  arrangements  are 
being  made  for  thousands  of  protesting 
youngsters  to  march  at  an  early  date  to 
Kensington  (iardeiis  with  banners  bear- 
ing the'  inscription.  "  What  we  have 
we'll  hold!"  *  * 
* 

During  the  next  few  weeks,  we  are 
told,  there  will  be  showers  of  meteors. 
We  are  not  surprised  that  the  stock  of 
rain  should  be  giving  out. 

* 

The  Carnarvonshire  Kdneation  Autho- 
rity has  decided  to  ghe  cookery  les-ons 
to  the  IHIVS  in  the  Llandudno  district. 
This  is  sheer  panic.  We  do  not  believe 
that  the  clav  will  ever  come  when  the 


Holts K  Fi.n:s 

is  the  sensational  announcement  in  the 
list  of  contents  of  a  Natural  History  con- 
temporary. The  feat,  however,  is  scarcely 
a  novelty.  Pegasus,  if  we  remember 
rightly,  did  it  some  years  ago. 

Mince  or  Wince? 

It  is  reported  that,  owing   to  a   ter- 
minological   inexactitude,    Lord    L\N-- 
I»P\\M:    spoke    the    other    day    of    Mr. 
WINSTON    CiiuirniLL    as    Mr.    Mi- 
Cm  liTIIILL.  __^ 

"  '  Quick  march '  boomed  down  the  line,  like 
a  vastly  magnified  echo  omie  the  crash  of  a 
drum,  the  baud  broke  into  a  tunniltmms  melody. 
tin-  station  gates  swung  back  and  the  great 
cavalcade  marched  out  into  the  sunlight." — 
Erciiiny  jVcir*. 

So  there  are  such  things  as  Horse 
Marines  after  alL 
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THE    NEW    RESISTANCE. 

A    i:.  ,el   fi.rm  of  opposition  is  threatened  nil   the  part   of  mUtulOlU 

\M\CS.    Tiie  develi ipment  is  due  t..  iiie  nvooegs  of  certain  Suffragettes 

\\h-<.   after   being    admitted  to  gaol  of   their  own   heroic  choice,   l;:.v< 

.1  by  dint  of  fasting  to  prevail  on  Mr.  HcitUEitT  GLADSTONE  to  let 

..at.] 

No,  Krcderiea,  no;  I  may  have  knuckled 
I'mler.  at  limes,  to  woman's  soft  appeal, 

But  now  I  have  my  armour  on  and  buckled  ; 
Tears  cannot  melt  thai  tegument,  of  steel ; 
That  which  I  've  said  1  've  said  : 

"  You  shall  not  wear  a  bee-hive  on  your  head  !  " 

1  have  allowed  you  loosely  to  conduct  your 
Home-life  according  to  your  lack  of  ta.-te, 

P>in  to  permit  this  pestilential  structure 
Would  be  to  have  my  dignity  displaced  ; 
Frankly  I  draw  the  line 

At  such  a  hat  on  any  wife  of  mine. 

When  we  exchanged  our  pledges  at  the  altar 

You  undertook  to  honour  and  obey  ; 
And  though,  ere  now,  I  have  been  known  to  palter 

With  manhood's  rights,  this  time  I  '11  have  my  way  ; 

I  lay  the  law  down  flat, 
Saying,  '•  You  shall  not  wear  a  thing  like  that.  ' 

Nor  would  it  shake  my  purpose  should  you  follow 
The  lead  of  Suffragettes  that  live  on  air, 

Refusing,  out  of  cussedness,  to  swallow 
Y'our  salutary  meals.     1  shouldn't  care 
Two  paltry  jots  or  tittles 

What  attitude  you  took  about  your  victuals. 

^  on  might  adopt  a  course  of  strict  starvation, 
But  you  would  never  break  my  manly  pride ; 

You  might  arrest  the  fount  of  sustentation 
Till  you  were  just  a  bag  of  bones  and  hide, 
Byt  that  would  not  disturb 

A  man  of  stouter  stuff  than  GLADSTONE  (HERB.). 

Believe  me,  I  am  anything  but  brutal ; 

1  take  no  pleasure  in  a  hollow  cheek  ; 
1  could  not  get  my  heart  to  hum  or  tootle 

If  you  were  slowly  waning  week  by  week  ; 

But  here  I  must  lie  firm, 
Or  I  should  show  no  better  than  a  worm. 

And,  if  you  stuck  to  it  and  went  on  sinking 
Until  you  failed  to  draw  another  breath, 

Your  widower  would  console  himself  with  thinking 
That  there  are  tragedies  far  worse  than  death  : 
Dishonour  may  be  reckoned 

The  first  of  such,  and  your  bee-hat  the  second. 

======  °-S' 

Welsh  Punctilio. 

From  the  official  directions  for  the  "  National  Pageant  of 
Wales":- 

"  Performers  must  make  a  point  of  being  on  the  ground  throe- 
ouarters  of  an  hour  before  the  time  appointed  for  their  entrance. 
Provided  that  they  do  this,  they  need  not  put  in  an  earlier  appearance." 
We  have  worked  this  out  and  find  that  if  you  turn  up 
half-an-hour  before  the  time,  you  have  to  put  in  a  much 
arlier  appearance.  So  the  best  plan  is  to  come  earlier, 
because  then  you  can  come  later. 


Our  Weekly  Home  Hint— No.  39. 

c^i  way  to  clean  a  rcreal  cooker  is  to  turn  it  upside  down  in 
a  | .an  (if  while  flannel  laid  with  the  soft  side  on  the  inside  and  quilled 
<m  th«-  machine  ;  ed^e  with  a  binding  of  white  tape." — Oxford  Times. 


"Thi 


CROSS-EXAMINATIONS   FOR  THE   HOME; 

OR,    LITTLE    ARTHUR'S    ROAD    TO    KNOWLEDGE. 
(Little  Arthur,  aged  12 ;  Papa,  aged  48.) 

little  Arthui:  Papa,  do  you  know  what  Miss  MacBrayne 
told  me  this  morning  ''. 

Papa.  No,  my  boy  ;   what  was  il  ? 

L.  A.  She  said  you  were  going  to  be  a  Member  of  Parlia- 
ment soon,  and  I  must  work  very  hard  so  as  to  fit  myself  to 
be  the  son  of  so  distinguished  a  father. 

I'll/in.  Oil.  she  said  that,  did  she?  Well,  we  never  ran 
tell,  Arthur.  Stranger  things  have  happened.  You'd  like 
that,  wouldn't  you  ? 

L.  A.  Oh,  yes,  Papa.  If  it  pleases  you,  I'm  sure  it  ougl.i 
to  please  me  ;  and  Mamma  will  be  glad,  too,  won't  she  ? 

Papa.  Yes,  I  daresay  she'll  be  glad  enough. 

L.  A.  Then  is  it  true,  Papa  ? 

Papa.  Well,  you  see,  the  Earl  of  Cookham  has  just  died, 
and  so  Lord  Taplow  succeeds  to  the  Earldom,  and  we  're  left 
without  a  candidate. 

L.  A.  Does  that  mean  that  you  must  be  a  candidate, 
Papa  'i 

Pa/iti.  Oh.  well,  not  exactly  that;  but  there's  some  talk 
about  it.  .Anyhow,  we  shall  see. 

L.  A.  Yes,  Papa,  I  suppose  so.  But  shall  you  reallij  like 
it,  Papa? 

Papa.  Why  do  you  ask  ? 

L.  A.  Because  yon  said  the  other  day,  Papa,  that  it  wa>  a 
dog's  life,  and  you  wondered  any  decent  man  could  lower 
himself  to  such  a  thing.  Yon  said  it  to  Mr.  Schmitz,  Papa, 
and  he  said  "  dere  vill  alvays  be  plenty  dogs  to  shnap  it 
up." 

Papa.  I  can't  have  you  imitating  Mr.  Sjhmitz  like  that. 
It 's  most  disrespectful. 

L.  A.  I'm  sorry,  Papa,  but  I  thought  if  I  said  it  like  him 
you  'd  remember  it  better.  Then  you  said  that  for  your  own 
part  you  wouldn't  touch  it  with  a  barge-pole,  and  Mr.  Schimtx. 
said,  "1  link  " — J  beg  your  pardon,  Papa — he  said,  "1  think 
you  would  touch  it  mit  bose" — I  mean  "with  both  hands.  ' 
That's  what  he  said,  Papa. 

Papa.  Well,  he 's  a  German,  and  he  doesn't  know  every- 
thing, especially  about  Englishmen. 

L.  A.  No,  Papa,  but  he's  right  this  time,  isn't  he?  You 
would  take  it,  wouldn't  you  ? 

Papa.  Isn't  it  your  tea-time?   • 

L.  A.  Not  yet,  Papa.  Miss  MacBrayne  has  promised  to 
stamp  on  the  floor  three  times  when  tea's  ready. 

Papa.  Well,  I  wish  she  'd  stamp  quickly. 

L.  A.  So  do  I,  Papa,  because  I'm  rather  hungry.  But, 
Papa ! 

Papa.  Yes,  what  is  it  ? 

L.  A.  I  really  think  it  icill  be  nice  for  you  to  be  a  Membi  r 
of  Parliament. 

Papa.  Do  you  ?  That 's  very  good  of  you.  But  why  do 
you  think  it  will  be  so  particularly  nice  ?  What 's  it  going 
to  do  for  you? 

L.  A.  I  didn't  mean  that  it  would  be  nice  for  me ;  because  I 
shall  have  to  work  so  hard  to  fit  myself  to  be  your  son 

Papa.  Well,  you'll  be  my  son  anyhow. 

L.  A.  Thank  you,  Papa;  but  1  meant  it  woidd  be  par- 
:ieiilarly  nice  for  you. 

Papa.  Why? 

L.  A.  Because  you  hate  taxes  so,  Papa. 

Papa.  Well,  upon  my  word  !  What 's  that  got  to  do 
with  it? 

L.  A.  I  thought,  Papa,  that  if  you  were  a  Member  of 
Parliament  you  would  be  able  to  vote  against  all  the  taxes. 
You  said  in  your  speech  on  Wednesday  (takes  newspaper 
cutting  from  his  pocket  and  reads):  "I  consider  it  to  be  a. 
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THE    ALL-NIGHTMARE. 

"STILL   IT    CRIED  'SLEEP    NO    MORE!'   TO  ALL  THE  HOUSE."— Maeletli,  Act  II.,  Scene   L>. 
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Dear  Old  lady.  "  WOULD  roc  KINDLY  TEU.  ME  THE  NUMBER  OF  THAT  PICTURE?"  Total  Stranger.  "Two  THOUSAND  AND  FORTY-SII." 

D.O.  L.  "Is  IT  A  SEA  VIKW?"  T.  S.  "No,  IT'S  A  CAVALRY  CIIVRGR." 

7).  0.  L.   "On!  THANK  YOU  VKRY  MITII   IXIirED.      YOU  SEE,  I  \K  JUST  COME  FROM  THE  OCULIST,  ASD  I  PROMISED  HIM  I  WOULDN'T  1>L  MY   EVES  !  ' 


patriotic  duty  to  vote  against  these  taxation  proposals.  They 
are  nothing  better  than  plunder  and  confiscation,  and  their 
elVect  can  only  be  to  cripple  industry  and  lower  this  country 
in  the  scale  of  nations."  I  cut  it  out  of  the  Cazettcn; 
Papa. 

Papa.  Ah,  but.  I  was  speaking  about  the  taxes  propo-ed 
by  this  rascally  (ioverumcnt. 

L.  A.  Yes,  Papa,  but  if  our  side  came  in  they  would  vote 
agaiuM  all  taxes,  wouldn't  they?  And  so  we  shouldn't 
lia\c  any  taxes  at  all,  should  we? 

Papa.  And  how  do  you  think  the  country's  going  to  be 
carried  on  ? 

L.  A.  I  don't  know,  Papa  ;  I  'in  trying  to  learn.  Do  taxes 
carry  the  country  on  ? 

1'apa.  Well,  we've  got  to  pay  for  the  Army  and  the  Navy 
somehow,  and  there  are  lots  of  other  things. 

L.  A.  Oh,  I  see,  Papa.  But  you  want  the  army  to  be 
bigger,  don't  you? 

Papa.  Yes,  certainly.  Kvery  young  man  ought  to  be  made 
to  serve  in  the  Army  in  -omc  way. 

L.  A.  \  es.  Papa,  and  you  want  many  more  ships  in  the 
Navy.  Von  said  so  in  the  same  -| ch. 

1'iijni.  Quite  true,  and  I  stand  by  it.  The  safety  of  the 
country  requires  it. 

L.  A.   Yes,  you  said  that  too,  Papa.     Pmt   then   won't  the 


Army  and  the  Navy  cost  more  ?  And  if  they  cost  more  won't 
there  lx-  more  taxes? 

Papa.   I  dare-ay. 

L.  A.  But  then  our  side  couldn't  do  away  with  the  taxes, 
could  they  ? 

I'apa.  We  should  propose  different  ones— distribute  the 
burden  more  fairly. 

/,.  A.  But  if  they  did  that,  Papa,  would  you  have  to  pay 
less  ? 

Papa.  I  should  hope  so. 

L.  A.  But  then,  wouldn't  somebody  else  have  to  pay  much 
more  ? 

Papa.  Probably. 

L.  A.  But  he  wouldn't  like  that,  would  he?     And,  Papa  '? 

I'n  pa.   Well? 

/,.  A.  If  taxis  pay  for  the  Army  and  Navy,  you  ought  to 
like  being  taxed,  oughtn't  you  ?  Because  you  like  the  Army 
and  the  Navy,  don't  yon  ? 

Papa.  Now  look  here,  you  're  much  too  young  to  nnder- 
Mand  these  things.  You're  only  muddling  your  brains  by 
asking  questions  about  them. 

L.  A.  Ye.-.  Papa.  I  'm  afraid  I  am.  But  I  did  think,  as  you 
hated  taxes,  yon  'd  vote  against  them  if  you  were  a  Meml>cr, 
and  so  [Three  stamps  are  heard  on  the  floor  above. 

Papa.  There 's  tea.     Him  away  quick. 
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THE    RABBITS. 

CILMTEII  VI. — IN  AKD  Ocr. 

"  \Vi.i.i.,"  said  Tliomas,  "lio\v  are  we 
going  to  celebrate  the  joyful  event  ?  " 

We  were  sit  I  ing  on  the  lawn  watching 
Blair  and  .Mi><  rorteecue  play  croquet. 
Archie  and  Dahlia  wore  not  with  us; 
they  had  (I  suppose)  private  matters  to 
discuss.  Our  match  did  not  begin  for 
another  hour,  happily  for  the  lovers  ;  and 
also  for  the  croquet-players,  who  had 
about  fifty-six  more  hoops,  posts,  flags 
and  what  not  to  negotiate. 

"  It 's  awfully  difficult  to  realise  it," 
said  Myra.  "  My  own  brother  !  Just 
fancy — I  can  hardly  believe  it." 

"  I  don't  think  there  can  be  any 
doubt,"  I  said.  "Something  's  happened 
to  him  anyhow — he  's  promised  to  put 
me  in  first  to-day." 

"  Let 's  have  a  dance  to-morrow  night," 
continued  Thomas,  relentlessly  pursuing 
his  original  idea.  "And  we  '11  all  dance 
with  Miss  Blair." 

"  Yes,  Archie  would  like  that." 

"  I  remember  some  years  ago  when  I 
was  in  Spain,"  said  Simpson — 

"  This,"  I  murmured  appreciatively, 
"  is  how  all  the  best  stories  begin." 
And  I  settled  myself  more  comfortably 
in  my  chair. 

"  No,"  said  Simpson,  "  I  'm  wrong 
there.  It  was  in  Hampstead."  And  he 
returned  to  his  meditations. 

"  Tell  you  what,"  said  Thomas,  "  you 
ought  to  write  'em  an  ode,  Simpson." 

"  There 's  nothing  that  rhvnies  with 
the  lady." 

"  There 's  hair,"  I  said,  quite  un- 
intentionally. 

"I  meant  with  Dahlia." 

"  My  dear  man,  there  are  heaps.  Why 
there's  azalea." 

"  That 's  only  one." 

"  Well,  there  are  lots  of  different  kinds 
of  azalea." 

"Any  rhymes  for  Archie  and  Man- 
iiering  ?  "  said  Simpson,  scornfully. 

"  Certainly.  And  Simpson.  You  might 
end  with  him — 

'  Forgive  the  way  the  metre  limps  on, 

It 's  always  like  that  with  Samuel  Simpson.' 

You  get  the  idea  ?  " 

"Hush,"  said  Myra,  "Miss  Fortescue 
lias  passed  under  a  hoop." 

But  it  is  time  that  we  got  on  to  my 
innings.  Archie  managed  to  win  the 
toes,  and,  as  he  had  promised.  t<xjk  me 
in  with  him.  It  was  the  proudest  and 
most  nervous  moment  of  my  life. 

"  I  've  never  been  in  first  before,"  I 
said,  as  we  walked  to  (lie  wickets.  "Is 
there  any  111  tie  etiquette  to  observe?" 

"Oh  rather.  Kspei-ially  if  you're 
going  to  take  first  ball." 

"  Oh,  there 's  no  doubt  about  my 
taking  the  first  ball." 

"In  that  ease  the  thing  to  remember 


is  that  when  the  umpire  calls  '  play  '  the 
side  refusing  to  play  loses  the  matoh." 

"  Then  it  all  rests  on  me  ?  Your  con- 
lidenee  in  me  must  be  immense.  I 
think  I  shall  probably  consent  to  play.' 

I  obtained  guard  and  took  my  stand 
at  the  wicket.  Most  cricketers  nowa- 
days, I  am  told,  adopt  the  "two-eyed 
stance,"  but  for  myself  1  still  stiek  to 
the  good  old  two-legged  one.  It  seems 
to  me  to  be  less  wearing.  My  style,  I 
should  observe,  blends  happily  the  dasli 
of  a  JOSEPH  VINE  with  the  patience  of  a 
KKNNETII  HUTCHIXGS  ;  and  after  a  long 
innings  I  find  a  glass  of  • ,  I  've  for- 

fotten  the  name  of  it  now,  but  I  know 
find  it  very  refreshing. 

Being  the  hero  (you  will  admit  that— 
after  my  hat  trick  ?)  of  this  true  story, 
I  feel  I  must  describe  my  innings 
carefully.  Though  it  only  totalled  seven- 
teen, there  was  this  to  be  said  for  it.  It 
is  the  only  innings  of  seventeen  ever 
made  by  a  hero. 

It  began  with  a  cut  to  square-leg,  for 
which  we  ran  a  forced  single,  and  fol- 
lowed on  with  a  brace  of  ones  in  the 
direction  of  fine  slip.  After  that  I 
stopped  the  bowler  in  the  middle  of  his 
run-up,  and  signalled  to  a  spectator  to 
move  away  from  the  screen.  This  was 
a  put-up  job  with  Myra,  and  I  rather 
hoped  they  would  give  me  something 
for  it,  but  apparently  they  didn't.  At 
the  end  of  the  over  I  went  up  and 
talked  to  Archie.  In  first-class  cricket 
the  batsmen  often  do  this,  and  it  im- 
presses the  spectators  immensely. 

I  said,  "I  bet  you  a  shilling  I  'in  out 
next  over." 

He  said,  "  I  won't  take  you." 

I  said,  "  Then  I  huff  you,"  and  went 
back  to  my  crease. 

My  next  scoring-stroke  was  a  two-eyed 
hook  over  point's  head,  and  then  Archie 
hit  three  fours  running.  I  had  another 
short  conversation  with  him,  in  the 
course  of  which  I  recited  two  lines  of 
SnvKsi'EAitK,  and  asked  him  a  small 
but  pointed  conundrum,  and  afterwards 
I  placed  the  ball  cleverly  to  mid-off,  the 
agility  of  the  fieldsman,  however,  pre- 
venting any  increment,  unearned  or 
otherwise.  Finally  I  gave  my  cap  to 
the  umpire,  made  some  more  ones, 
changed  my  bat,  and  was  caught  at  the 
wicket. 

"  I  hit  it,"  I  said,  as  I  walked  away. 
I  said  it  to  nobody  in  particular,  but  the 
umpire  refused  to  alter  his  decision. 

"  I  congratulate  you,"  said  Miss  Blair, 
when  1  was  sitting  down  again. 

"  I  was  just  going  to  do  that  to  you," 
I  vaid. 

"  Oh,  but  you  were  kind  enough  to  do 
that  last  night." 

"Ah,  this  is  extra.  I've  just  been 
batting  out  there  with  your  young  man. 
Perhaps  yon  noticed  V  " 

"  Well,  I  think  1  must  have.'1 


"  Yes.  Well,  I  wanted  to  tell  you  that 
1  think  he  has  quite  an  idea  of  the  game, 
and  that  with  more  experience  he  would 
probably  be  good  enough  to  play  for— 
for  Surrey  ....  Second  eleven.  Yes. 
At  hocke\  ." 

"  Thank  yon  so  much.  You  Ye  known 
him  a  long  time,  haven't  you  ?  " 

"  We  were  babes  together,  Madam. 
At  least,  simultaneously.  We  actually 
met  at  school.  He  had  blue  eyes  and 
curly  hair,  and  fought  the  captain  on 
the  very  first  day.  On  the  second  day 
his  hair  was  still  curly,  but  he  had 
black  eyes.  On  the  third  day  he  got 
into  the  cricket  eleven,  and  on  the 
fourth  he  was  given  his  footer  cap. 
Afterwards  he  sang  in  the  choir,  and 
won  the  competition  for  graceful  diving. 
It  was  not  until  his  second  term  that 
the  Headmaster  really  began  to  confide 
in  him.  ...  By  the  way,  is  this  the 
sort  of  thing  you  want?" 

"Yes,"  smiled  Dahlia.  "Something 
like  that." 

"Well,  then  we  went  to  Cambridge 
together.  He  never  did  much  work, 
but  his  algebra  paper  in  the  Little-Go 
was  so  brilliant  that  they  offered  him 
the  Senior  Wranglership.  He  refused 
on  the  ground  that  it  might  interfere 
with  his  training  for  the  Tug  of  War, 
for  which  he  had  just  obtained  his 

Blue,  and It's  a  great  strain 

making  all  this  up.  Do  you  mind  if  1 
stop  now  ?  " 

"  Of  course  I  know  that  isn't  all  true, 
but  he  Is  like  that,  isn't  he  ?  " 

'  He  is.     He  put  me  in  first  to-day." 

'  I  know  yon  really  arc  fond  of  him." 

'  Lorblessyou--yes." 

'  That  makes  you  my  friend,  too." 

'  Of  course."  I  patted  her  hand. 
"That  reminds  me — as  a  friend  I  feel 
bound  to  warn  you  that  there  is  a  per- 
son about  in  the  neighbourhood  called 
Samuel  Simpson  who  meditates  an  evil 
design  iipon  you  and  yours.  In  short, 
a  poem.  In  this  he  will  liken  you  to 
the  azalea,  which  I  take  to  be  a  kind  of 
shrubby  plant." 

"Yes?" 

"  Yes,  well,  all  I  want  to  say  is,  if  he 
comes  round  with  the  hat  afterwards 
don't  put  anything  in." 

"Poor  man,"  smiled  Dahlia.  "  That  's 
his  living,  isn't  it  ?" 

"  Yes.  That 's  why  I  say  don't  put 
anything  in." 

"  I  see.  Oh,  there — he  's  out.  Poor 
Archie." 

"  Are  you  very  sorry?"  I  said,  smiling 
at  her.  "  I  'in  just  going,  you  know." 

"  Between  ourselves,"  I  said  later  to 
Myra,  "  that  isn't  at  all  a  bad  girl." 

"Oh,  fancy!'' 

"  But  I  didn't  come  to  talk  about  her 
— 1  came  to  talk  about  my  seventeen." 

"Yes,  do  let's." 

"  Yes.    Er — you  begin."     A.  A.  M. 
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THE    SLAVES    OF    KICK-BALL. 

i'l'he    fiilltiwini;    evtiaot     of    interest     to     all 

IritUli     S|Kirt^men     who     have     observed     the 

le  of  the  hiotliall  A    ...elation  Inwards  the 

I  taken    from  an  entertaininf; 

'.•unplllet,  "  Slaxery    Amoni4-t    Korei^n    IVvils," 

l>y  the    Society    of   the    I'ink    I  'lacim,  the 

calling     Chine-e     Anti-Slavery     SiM-icty.        It 

•'.illou-,  immediately  .1  paragraph    oonoanung 

he  llavM  who  an-  snlijecl  to  a  feminine  demon 
Kilned  "  Mr.s.  (iViindy,"  and  it  precede-,  an 
•  I. « 1 1  lent  dennnciationof  the  injustice,  practised 
iy  the  mandarin-  of  the  Inland  B 

"  AM>  in  this  strange  land  of  foreign 
devils  wondrous   things    happen.      For, 
1  riven    by  madness  and  poverty,  certain 
poor    hirelings    place   themselves   in  an 
•nelo.Mire    before   countless   howling  de- 
nons  and   are  set    to  kick  one  another 
md  also  a  ball.     And   behold   when  one 
loily  of  thcM-   poor   hirelings  kick  ball 
ict ween   certain  sticks  one-half  of   the 
surrounding    demons   throw  their   head 
•overing  in  the  air  and   behave  in  un- 
v-emly  fashion.     And  when  other  hire- 
ings  kick  ball  through  other  posts  more 
lemons  do  the  like      And  at  other  times 
all  the  demons  join   together  and  tear 
sunder  that  hireling  who  is  the  spiritual 
director  of  the  kick-bull  and  plays  reli- 
gious music  on  a  small  instrument. 

"Now  all  these  ignorant  white  demons 
how  down  and  worship  a  strange  joss 
which  is  known  as  the  Football  Ass,  and 
they  acknowledge  its  rule  and  tremble. 
For  the  Football  Ays  fixes  the  pay  of  the 
hirelings  and  says,  'No  slave  who  kicks 
ball  shall  receive  more  than  four  large 
'aoee  of  gold  in  one  quarter  moon.' 

"And  if  u  kick-ball  hireling  asks  for 
more  then  he  is  deprived  of  his  wage 
fur  over.  And  if  a  master  demon  offers 
his  slave  more  and  he  taketh  it — as  is  in 
t  he  natureof  man  to  do — then  it  is  decreed 
that  the  slave  shall  receive  no  more 
money  and  shall  no  longer  work  at  kick- 
hall,  and  that  the  master  shall  conduct 
kick -ball  no  more. 

"And  if  a  miserable  slave  desireth  to 
kick  hall  fo  ranot  her  demon  then  must 
he  bow  to  the  Football  Ass  and  beseech 
it  humbly,  saying,  '  Let  thy  contemptible 
servant  go  hither  or  thither.'  Then  if 
the  slave  be  impotent  or  of  little  value 
the  Football  Ass  answers,  'C!o  where 
thou  wilt.'  Hut  if  he  have  good  health 
and  feet  of  lightning  and  a  head  as 
of  iron,  then  the  Football  Ass  answers 
angrily,  'Jjet  him  cleave  to  his  master — 
or  otherwise  let  him  be  deprived  o: 
subsistence.' 

"  And  when  the  workers  at  kick-bal 
joined  together  and  said,  '  Shall  we  stil 
how  down  to  this  beast  which  is  but  an 
Ass  V '  then  the  AS.S  brayed  with  fear  am 
>aid,  'Let  all  kick-bailers  he  deprivec 
of  their  living.  It  is  better  that  the> 
should  starve  and  that  there  should  IK 
no  more  work  at  kick-ball  than  that  the 
worship  of  the  Football  Ass  shonlc 

cease;' 


OUR    YOUNG    HYGIENISTS. 

TM(ly  (presiding  over  re/n-xlimrnl  tent).  "WELL,  DEAR,  WHAT  WOULD  TOO  UKE?" 
Harold.  "  A  LITTLE  BOILED  WATEII,  IM.K.VSE." 


"  Yet  these  strange  foreign  devils  cried 
out  and  made  much  stir  when  certain 
just  and  honourable  wearers  of  pig-tails 
were  hired  fairly  to  do  necessary  work 
in  the  mines  of  the  land  of  the  Jews." 


More  Truth  from  the  Schoolroom. 
Story  of  tlic  Merchant  of  Venice. 

"There  was  a  rich  Jew  living  at 
Venice  and  his  was  Shylock  and  he 
married  a  wealthy  woman  named  Portiu 
and  Shylock  had  a  son  named  Antonio 
and  Shylock  wanted  to  take  a  pound  of 
llcsh  out  of  Antonio  so  Shyloek  bad  the 
knife  ready  and  just  as  he  was  going  to 


cut  the  flesh  Shylock  heard  that  An- 
tonio's ships  had  been  found  by  Portia 
so  Portia  saved  the  life  of  Antonio  Shy- 
lock  knew  if  he  had  done  it  he  would 
have  to  have  shed  blood.  And  the 
merchant  of  Venice  is  sometimes  known 
as  the  Comedy  of  Errors  or  as  we  should 
say  the  merry  wives  of  Windsor  and 
while  Shakespear  was  writing  the  Mer- 
chant of  Venice  liassanio  and  Loren/.o 
were  sitting  by  each  of  him  Shak* 
was  only  a  poor  lad  born  on  Stratford- 
on-Avon  and  then  he  made  his  -way  to 
London  writing  Poets  and  one  day  in 
the  year  1010  he  heard  the  noisy  theatres 
in  London." 
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THE     HOLIDAY     SEASON. 

FIRST  AII>T<>  AM.VTKI:U  Aitnsrs. 

I'sKi-it,  as  the  pictmv-piKtcard  ami 
the  camera  undoubtedly  are  in  assisting 
the  traveller  to  memorise  his  vacation 
rambles,  they  do  not  of  course  compare 
with  the  sketch,  the  personal  record  of 
the  scene.  The  shop  at  which  the 
picture-postcard  is  purchased — even  the 
pretty  girl  \\  ho  sells  it  to  us — how  soon 
we  forget  them  !  The  circumstances  of 
the  pressing  of  the  button  of  the  camera 
— how  fugitive  they  are !  ,  But,  on  the 
oilier  hand,  how  enduring  are  the  memo- 
ries of  the  pictures  we  painted  or  drew — 
the  harvesters  that  ate  us  as  we  worked, 
the  villagers  that  looked  on,  the  cow 
that  breathed  down  our  backs,  the  cold 
we  caught,  the  chill  we  contracted ! 
These  abide.  Hence  a  lasting  vividness 
in  our  minds  that  marks  out  sketching 
as  the  ideal  record. 

Everyone,  however,  cannot  sketch, 
(lifts  and  talents  are  distributed  by 
Nature  with  a  thoughtlessness  that  is  not 
to  be  excused,  and  hence  it  is  that  the 
most  horrible  and  hairy  men  can  play 
the  piano  best,  and  artists  can  paint 
while  gentlemen  cannot.  This,  of  course, 
is  wrong,  but  none  the  less  it  must  be 
faced.  How,  then,  is  one  to  sketch  if  he 
has  no  aptitude  ?  The  answer  is  that 
the  ingenuity  of  man  must  provide  him 
with  the  power. 

Different  countries,  it  will  be  noticed, 
have  different  characteristics,  strongly 
pronounced.  Holland,  for  example,  is 
flat  ;  Switzerland  is  lumpy.  Flatness 
calls  for  straight  lines  ;  lumpiness  for 
curves.  A  special  T-square  has  there- 
fore been  prepared  for  sketchers  in 
Holland  to  form  the  groundwork — the 
natural  genius— of  the  country,  upon 
which  even  the  veriest  tyro  can  indicate 
sufficient  life  to  convince  his  friends 
that  he  has  been  there ;  and  surely  that 
is  the  end  of  most  travel  ?  The  accom- 
panying illustrations  show  what  can  be 


'I'  •  >r\ia:. 
SCKXK  IN  HOLLAND. 

done  with  the  addition  of  a  pair  of  com- 
passes (or  a  selection  of  coins)  for  clouds. 
The  trees,  the  mills  and  the  tulips  any 
one  can  add. 

If,  however,  the  trees  are  felt  to  be 
too  difficult,  it  should  be  known  that 
Messrs.  Eton  and  Poppin  now  have  on 
sale  a  series  of  zinc  stencils,  in  varying 


from  the  oak  to  the  araucaria,  and  one 
has  merely  to  pencil  them  in  when'  re- 
quired according  to  scale,  and  then 
either  colour  or  leave  blank.  Hy  seeing 
them  invariably  against  the  setting  sun 
the  necessity  for  colour  (always  a  deli- 
cate and  tricky  business)  is  obviated. 

Turning  to  Switzerland,  which  is 
lumpy,  we  find  that  extremely  con- 
vincing results  can  bo  obtained  by 
using  one  of  the  ordinary  wooden  curve-; 
that  are  to  be  found  in  all  well-fur- 
nished boxes  of  compasses.  With  a 
little  adaptation  and  twisting,  the  Alps 
can  be  completely  mastered- as  in  the 


CURVES. 
SCENE  IN  SWITZERLAND. 

subjoined  illustration.  The  addition 
of  chalets  and  firs  is  a  detail.  If,  how- 
ever, cows  are  wanted  Messrs.  Eton  and 
Poppin  sell  stencils  of  these  also,  and 
indeed  of  all  the  animals  to  which  the 
sketcher  is  liable  —  from  the  smallest 
size  to  life-size. 

Another  favourite  country  for  the 
tourist  and  amateur  artist  is  Egypt, 
which  is,  as  a  moment's  thought  will 
tell,  the  land  of  the  Pyramids.  Here, 
then,  all  is  simple,  for  with  an  ordinary 
set-square  the  tombs  of  the  Pharaohs 
are  yours  —  as  our  picture  indicates. 


SKT-SQUA  HE. 
KI.IITI  vs   r,\\]>si'\i'K. 

Care   must,   however,   be   taken   to   re- 


sizes, of  no  fewer  than  fifty  trees,  ranging '  member  to  omit  the  hole  in  the  middle. 


l;'iii-  those  who  are  minded  to  sketch 
from  the  deck  on  the  voyage  out  the 
same  linn  puts  up  an  excellent  series  of 
"Britannia,-,"'  or  wave-rulers,  for  every 
kind  of  sea.  The  two  that  are  illustrated 


WAVE  -<  VHVKS: 

(1)  SLIUIIT  BREEZE. 

(2)  FIIKSII  BREEZE. 

belong  to  comparatively  quiet  weather ; 
but  storms  are  catered  for  also. 

Finally  it  should  be  pointed  out,  f°r 
the  benefit  of  those  who  wish  their 
sketches  to  serve  not  only  as'  memoria 
tec/mica  but  also  as  ornaments  and  ob- 
jects of  admiration  to  their  friends,  and 
to  be  worthy  of  gilt,  frames,  that  Messrs. 
Eton  and  Poppin  not  only  undertake  to 
furnish  crude  designs,  but  also  supply 
beautifully  coloured  scenes,  or  rather 
scenarios,  of  every  variety,  for  every 
country,  upon  which  the  tourist  may 
do  as  little  work  as  need  be  before 
adding  the  name  of  the  place  and  the 
date  and  the  signature. 

That  is  one  way.  For  those  who  find 
the  finishing  of  a  picture  irksome  and 
difficult  the  firm  comes  to  the  rescue 
with  a  competent  staff  of  accomplished 
artists,  who  undertake  this  mechanical 
part  of  the  work  for  a  small  fee.  The 
unfinished  drawing  should  be  accom- 
panied by  notes,  written  or  drawn,  by 
picture-postcards  or  extracts  from  guide- 
books, to  assist  these  useful  allies  in 
completing  the  pictures  faithfully.  The 
original  sketcher  then  appends  his  sig- 
nature, and  the  picture  is  ready  for  its 
frame  and  the  plaudits  of  his  acquaint- 
ance. 

The  New  Liberal  Humorist. 

[Selections  from  a  series  of  remarks  made  to 
a  Datly  Chronicle  reporter  by  Mr.  0.  PAIITIXII- 
TON,  M.P.,  after  the  result  of  the  High  Peak 
by-election  had  been  announced.] 

J. 

"  Even  the  duty  on  tobacco  and  spirits 
was  regarded  by  the  working-man  (of  the 
High  Peak), not  in  the  light  of  a  hard- 
ship, but  as  a  privilege  when  it  was 
pointed  out  to  them  what  it  was  for." 
ir. 

"I  shall  not,  forget,  to  inform  the 
I 'ni  MI-:  AlixiSTEii  that  the  High  Peak  is 
true  to  Liberalism." 

Mr.  Punch  hopes  that  by  the  time  the 
present  issue  appears  in  print  Mr.  PAJI- 
rixi.ioN  will  have  conveyed  this  infor- 
mation to  Mr.  ASQIJITH,  and  thus  relieved 
him  of  his  awful  suspense  about  the 
issue  of  the  by-election. 


JULY  L'M,  1909.1 
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EX    PEDE    HERCULEM.' 

Cuttcr<inii>f.  "  COME  ox,  BILLY!    YLR  CAN  SEE  THEIR  FEET.' 


CO-OPERATION  INVITED. 

I. 

!\'\<>w  all  men  by  those  presents  that 
1  have  invented  a  new  way  of  telling  a 
funny  story.  I  have  carried  out  my 
invention  in  detail,  and  the  framework 
for  the  article  is  complete,  having  IHVII 
typed,  paACta&ted,  and  (in  places)  cor- 
rectly spelt  under  my  personal  super- 
vision. All  that,  remains  is  to  provide 
the1  funny  story. 

Now,  though  I  have  given  this  matter 
my  mature  consideration,  no  comic 
episode  \vill  suggest  itself.  In  vain  I 
have  devoted  half-an-hour's  consecutive 
thought  to  each  of  the  following  topic'-;  : 
—  (1)  Choleric  Colonels,  (2)  Nouveaux 
Riches,  (3)  American  Exaggerators,  and 
1,1)  Weary  .Parents  oppressed  by  the 
I.ate  Departure  of  a  Daughter's  Possible 
/•V/i/iiv.  i  have  therefore  determined 
to  invite  extraneous  assistance,  and  to 
appeal  to  a  generous  public. 


The  family  ha\e  liecome  permanently 

ed  i>y  melancholy  e\er  since  I 
demanded  from  them  a  funny  story. 
They  can  think  of  nothing  but  pathetic 
incidents  Concerning  I  he  life  of  the  \ery 
poor,  and  railway  accidents.  In  his  one 
lucid  interval  my  brother  has  evolved 
this  little  poem  ;  — 


"  You  Ve  often  heard  it  said  that  you 
Work  like  a  horse.     This  may  t>e  true. 
The  same  remark  may  also  be 
Applied  to  mi1  us  truthfully. 
In  either  case  the  point,  of  course, 
Depends  upon  what  kind  of  horse." 

I  presented  my  compliments,  but  re- 
gretted that  I  was  unable  to  accept  his 
contribution. 

ill. 

I  have  two  uncles,  the  one  famous,  the 
other  notorious,  as  a  raconteur.  Uncle 
No.  1  was  ready  to  oblige,  but  confe— ed 
upon  cross-examination  that  he  relied  en- 
tirely upon  my  editor's  paper  for  his  sup- 
pl\  of  funny  stories.  I'ncle  No.  2  related 
an  incident  touching  the  infant  child  of 
his  sister-in-law.  I  laughed  with  such 
respect  that  he  felt  bound  to  justify  him- 
self by  explaining  that  what  made,  it  so 
funny  was  the  way  the  infant  child  of 
his  sister-in-law  said  it. 

IV. 

All  my  friends  know  heaps  and  heaps 
of  stories,  but  have  forgotten  them  all. 
Three  only  have  shown  themselves  to 
possess  good  sound  memories  and  have 
recollected  one  story  apiece.  As  it  hap- 
pens, it  is  the  same  .story.  .My  English 
friend  tells  it  to  show  how  the  English- 
man scored  off  the  Scotchman.  My  Scotch 
friend  tells  it  to  show  how  the  Scotch- 
man scored  off  the  Englishman.  My 


Irish  friend  tells  it  to  show  how  the 
Irishman  scored  off  them  both.  I  am 
glad  to  say  that  I  have  forgotten  that 
story  myself. 

v. 

The  last  hope  is  with  yon,  O  reader. 
I  formally  call  upon  you  to  produce  a 
funny  story,  for  me  to  tell  you  in  the 
new  way  I  have  invented.  This,  more- 
over, is  to  give  you  notice  that,  unless 
within  ten  days  from  this  date  (whatever 
it  may  be)  you  comply  with  my  ropiest 
and  deposit  at  the  Punch  Office  an 
envelope  containing  the  said  funny  story 
and  addressed  "Wants  Department- 
Destitute  Contributor,"  you  will  forfeit 
the  pleasure  of  reading  the  article, 
which,  as  far  as  the  framework  at  any 
rate  is  concerned,  has  been  typed. 
punctuated,  and  (as  far  as  possible) 
correctly  spelt  under  my  personal  super- 
vision. 

"  Imagine  a  man  with  a  face  bronzed  by 
Southern  suns,  and  a  beard  on  which  the  winters 
of  M.\ty-five  years  have  left  some  trace  of  their 
snow,  and  vou  can  form  some  mental  picture  of 
Sir  Robert  Stout.  ...  Sir  Robert  Stout  was  born 
on  Sept.  -'S,  IMi,  so  that  he  is  now  in  his 
sixty-ljfth  year."—  The  Rctieic  of  Betieica. 

Imagine  an  infant  with  a  bushy  black 
beard  and  you  can  form  some  mental 
picture  of  Sir  KOBEP.T  Sun  r  in  1314. 
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AN    EMBARRASSMENT    OF    PEARLS    BEFORE    SWINE. 

ng  Gentleman.   "  WCLL,  THERE  "ri   fLEXTV  TO  CHOOSE  F110M,  AX*   A   BLOOMIN'   LOT   O1   USE  TO  A  BLOKE  AS  CAN'T   BEAD." 


THE  CENSORSHIP  AGAIN". 

THE  following  communications  seem 
to  be  intended  for  the  Royal  Commission 
on  the  Dramatic  .Censorship.  Perhaps 
they  will  be  read  by  its  member.-. 

Mr.  HARRY  LAUI»ER:~  80  far  from 
abandoning  the  Censor,  I  would  give 
him  far  more  power :  until,  in  fact,  he 
made  the  theatre  as  moral  and  enlight- 
ening as  the  music-hall.  As  it  is,  you 
may  search  the  music-halls  Jar  and  near 
for  a  suggestive  or  even  vulgar  tiling, 
whereas  go  into  the  first  theatre  you 
come  to— the  Duke  of  York's,  for  example 
— and  you  see  a  man  who  is  married 
making  love  to  a  single  woman.  Man, 
il  V,awfu'.  If  I  were  the  (Vn.-or  I  would 
stop  that.  I  would  not  allow  a  fact  ever 
to  get  on  to  the  stage. 

A  CONSTANT  SUBSCRIBER  :  What  we 
really  want  is  more  censorship,  not  Irs.,. 
A\  e  want,  for  example,  a  1're-,-,  Censor 
a.-  \\ell.  Every  editor  should  be  loived 
to  submit  his  paper  to  the  Lord  Chamber- 
lain's office  before  going  to  press.  Then 
not  only  would  the  divorce  reports  be 
deleted,  but  such  offensive  and  unhealthy 
cockaureneae  as  you  find  in  Mr.  I!U;N.\I:I> 
'  letters  would  vani-h  too.  Of 


course  the  LORD  CHAKBEBUDT  himself 
would  not  find  time  to  read  so  much 
between  12  and  3  A.M.,  but  he  would 
probably  experience  little  difficulty  in 
finding  a  staff  of  efficient  helpers  equal 
in  mental  calibre  to  Mr.  REWORD. 

THE  PROPRIETOR  OF  THE  ST.  JAMES'S 
THEATRE  :  How  could  I  oppose  the  Censor 
when  he  came  to  me  for  his  first  two 
names  V  A  man  is  not  called  GEOEGE 
ALEXANDER  REDFORD  for  nothing. 

Mr.  EUSTACE  MILES  :  There  should  cer- 
tainly be  a  Censor  for  restaurants.  Every 
menu,  both  for  lunch  and  dinner,  should 
be  submitted  to  him  early  in  the"  day, 
and  he  should  cut  out  the  indigestible 
things.  Only  thus  can  you  get  a  moral 
and  efficient  people. 

G.  15.  S. :  My  last  word  on  the  subject 
is  this  :  Swing  the  Censor. 

The  following  passage  from  a  Scotch 
paper  appears  to  point  to  the  growth  of 
the  Woman's  Suffrage  movement  among 
the  journalists  of  the  North  :— 

"The  reason  for  the  dei-ncli-mr  of  taiidcm- 
I'Vi-lini;  is  probably  due  to  tlu>  fact  that,  except 
in  tin-  case  of  husband  and  wife,  it  is  not 
always  easy  to  find  two  men  who  are  likely  to 
be  cycling  together." 


SONGS  FOR  SAILORMEN. 
A  TRUE  SALT. 

0  SOME  they  likes  the  country-side, 

Green  fields  and  uplands  brown, 
An'  some  they  fancies  the  crowded  streets 

An"  the  noisy  biistliii'  town  ; 
But  give  to  me  the  clean  salt  smell 

Of  the  tumblin',  tossin'  sea, 
With  an  honest  ship  beneath  my  feet 

An'  the  wind  a-blowin'  free. 

0  some  they  takes  a  pride  an'  joy 

In  drivin'  a  furrow  straight, 
An'  some  they  hustles  a  motor-car 

At  a  rattliu',  murderin'  rate ;    * 
But  give  to  me  the  staunch,  stout  wheel 

Of  u  ship  as  knows  my  'and, 
An'  feels  'er  way  across  the  sea 

To  an  unseen  far-off  land. 

( )  some  they  lies  when  life  is  done 

'Neath  quiet  grass-grown  mounds, 
An'  some  they  'as  (o  take  their  rest 

In  the  close-packed  city  grounds  ; 
But  give  to  me,  when  my  time  comes, 

And  !  no  more  may  roam, 
To  be  dropt   o'erboard   in  my  shotted 
shroud 

That  the  sea  may  t;ike  me  home. 
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ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 

KM  i  i    mi:  l)i\i'i  UK  Teuv,  M.l'. 

lliiii.i,'  nf  GjmiiiMi*,  Mmiilai/,  July  1'.'. 
—  Twenty-live  minutes  after  Sn:\Kl.!t 
took  the  Chair  silting  threatened  to 
collapse.  Then'  \M-I-I  •  -rvi'iity-tlircc 

s  i  in  the  Paper,  sufficient  to 

Keep  things  going  through  allotted 

period,        lint     it     lm]>|M'llr<l     lliat     ill    -olno 

cases  the  If  mister  addressed  was  not  in 
Ms  place,  [n  others  the  enquiring  Mem 

her  had  not  arrived.  Having  in  vain 
endeavoured  to  ell'ect  tlie  Parliamentary 
processof  ••joiningllie  i!  its,"  I  heSl'i:\M:i: 
desisted.  Awkward  pause  followed.  In- 
genious Member  of  Opposition  sci/ed 
opportunity  to  move  that  the  House  do 
now  adjourn.  SI'I:\KEII  ignored  motion  : 
if  deadlock  continued  it  might  be  put 
•gain. 

.Mr.  WEII;  came  to  the  res/iie.  Hail 
on  paper  a  cluster  of  Questions  address-d 
to  I»iti>  Ai>\or\TE.  Was  not  in  his  place 
when  the  lirst  was  called  on.  A  Ques- 
tion, when  passed  over,  would  not  in  ordi- 
nary course  be  dealt  with  till  the  list  had 
been  gone  through.  Mr.  WEIR,  step- 
ping into  imminent  deadly  breach,  sug- 
gested that  his  catechism  might  be 
taken  forthwith.  SPEAKER 
gladly  consented.  Loitn  Anvo- 
GAT,:,  pleading  the  privileges 
and  responsibilities  of  a  family 
man,  elbowed  the  SOLICITOR- 
(IENERAI.  (Scotland)  to  the 
front.  When  he  answers  Mr. 
W KI it  in  person  he  strategi- 
cally places  himself  in  laager 
at  the  end  of  the  bench.  The 
innocent,  unwary  SOI.KTIOI:- 
<!ENEit\i.--or  was  it  the  des- 
peration of  a  hunted  man? — 
rose  from  the  (!angway-end 
of  the  bench,  under  imme- 
diate influence  of  Mr.  WEI  It's 
piercing  glance'. 

This  discipline  not  the  least 
severe  portion  of  the  ordeal 
undergone  by  the  Minister. 
Having  read  the  number  of 
his  Question  with  the  assist- 
ance of  pince-nez  truculently 
sct  astride  his  nose.  Mr.  WEI  it 
doe-,  not  accept  its  aid  when 
fixing  i  he  guilty  Minister  with 
•tODJ  -tare.  He  peers  at  him 
over  the  glasses;  a  trivial 
detail  to  incut  ion  in  print,  but 
indescribably  awesome  in  its 
effect.  Lou i>  ADVOCATE  is 
accustomed  to  take  refuge  ill 
silence  when  Mr.  WEIR  puts 
Supplementary  questions  re- 
garding the  learned  Lord's 
alleged  iniquities  ill  the  High- 
lands. In  such  case  you 
should  hear  the  blood-curd- 
ling comment,  "No  answer." 
JJ,  varying  custom,  the  LORD 


Solicitor-General  for  .Si'o(i<in</  "They  say 
Sir  Edward  (Jrey  and  I  an:  the  image  of  one 
another.  Well,  he's  served  his  country  noljly, 
and  one  mustn't  grudge  him  some  reward '.  " 

(Mr.  A.  IVwar.) 


THE  BLOOD-CCRDI.INT.  WKIH. 

'  Fixing  the  guilty  Minister  with  stony  glare." 

Mr.  C.illoway  Weir.) 


•\h\oruE  maki  s  further  reply,  Mr.  Wi  it:. 
by  his  glance   holding   him   in  condition 
ichiiig    paralysis,    -arcaMically    en 

•  pure     "  Whether  II Mice  ho\    d 

that  answer  ''.    ' 

Today,  shrinking  with  ohaiac  teristic 
chivalry  from  terrifying  deputy  new 
to  the  work,  he  was  comparatively  mild 
in  manner,  the  SOLICITOR-!  !  I:\EKM.  getting 
ofT  with  a  light  treatment  his  learned 
colleague  would  en\y. 

Busini'xx  ill, iir.  I  ]>  all  night  again 
with  Budget  Bill. 

Tiietdai/. — "Away  with  punctilios  and 
orthograplu.  I  -ervo  the  good  Duke  of 
Norfolk." 

Thus  Tin'  Merry  Dccil  of  Edmonton. 
And  thus  JOHN  hn.uix;  only  his  pur- 
pose is  to  "  serve  him  out."  It  appears 
Ills  (irace  has  been  writing  a  letter  to 
Unionist  candidate  in  ponding  election 
in  Derbyshire.  This  .1.  ]>.  denounces  a-. 
infringement  of  liberties  of  th(>  House, 
and  moves  reference  of  case  to  Com- 
mittee of  Privileges. 

Shade  of  JEMMY  LoWTHKR,  if  within 
sight  and  hearing,  will  chuckle  over 
this  vindication  of  his  annual  action 
whilst  yet  with  us  in  the  flesh.  When, 
at  opening  of  Session,  Standing  Orders 
were  read,  including  one  for- 
bidding Peers  to  meddle  with 
elections  to  House  of  Com- 
mons, .IEMMV  was  accustomed 
to  move  its  abrogation.  Ar- 
gued that  it  was  habitually 
disregarded,  its  solemn  asse\  <•- 
ration  through  succeeding 
Sessions  partaking  of  charac- 
ter of  farce.  ASQUITH,  having, 
as  he  admitted,  on  one  occa- 
sion voted  with  JEMMY,  on 
another  against  him,  brought 
to  fresh  consideration  of  i| mo- 
tion singularly  unbia-<ed 
mind.  Supported  motion  for 
reference. 

PKIXCE  ARTHUR  poured  con- 
tumely and  scorn  on  the  whole 
business. 

If,  he  said,  PREMIER  and 
majority  thought  it  wise  to  go 
through  formality  of  sending 
this  matter  to  Committee  of 
Privileges  he  did  not  believe 
anybody  woidd  greatly  con- 
cern himself  one  way  or  the 
other. 

"  Right  lion,  gentlemen  op- 
posite," he  added,  bestowing 
withering  glance  on  CIUNCEI.- 
IOROF  EXCHEQUER,  "would  do 
better  to  occupy  themselves 
in  preserving  the  living  and 
working  elements  of  the  Con- 
stitution instead  of  furbishing 
up  these  bows  and  arrow-  of 
immemorial  antiquity.  No- 
body so  loves  these  antiquated 
and  rusty  weapons  as  a 
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.Radical.     They  liavc   a   perfect  passion 
lor  these  semi -obsolete  forms." 

Attempt  made  to  shelve  matter  by 
motion  to  proceed  forthwith  to  order  of 
the  day.  In  the  end  it  was  referred  to 
Committee  of  Privileges.  What  they 
will  do,  or  how  they  will  do  it,  nobody 
knows.  Meanwhile  JOCKEY  or  NORFOLK 
trembles  in  his  shoes. 

"  Jf  only,"  he  said  to  the  MEMBER  FOR 
SARK,  who  paid  him  a  visit  of  condo- 
lence. "  I  liad  taken  advice  long  ago 
given  and  been  '  not  too  bold,'  this  would 
never  have  happened.  Strange  how  mis- 
fortune has  dogged  my  footsteps  since  I 
sold  that  Holbein." 

Business  done.  —  Took  up 
Clause  8  of  Finance  Bill. 

T  h  u  rsday.  —  Government 
been  found  out  in  fresh  ini- 
quity. Been  tampering  with 
the  Bar.  It  is  a  Parlia- 
mentary institution  talked  of 
glibly,  but  few  Members  of 
this  Parliament  have  looked 
upon  it.  Since  BiLADLACGH 
vanished  from  the  Parlia- 
mentary stage  it  has  remained 
tucked  up  in  telescope  fashion, 
concealed  in  the  back  rail  of 
the  Cross  Bench,  where  it  has 
slumbered  through  the  cen- 
turies. What  Members  recog- 
nise as  "  the  Bar  "  is  a  strip 
of  leather  sewn  on  to  the 
matting  aligned  with  th? 
Cross  Bench  and  the  chair  of 
the  SERGEAXT-AT-ARMS.  '.' 

LOULU'S;  devotion  to  historic 
accuracy  was  offended  at  what 
he  described  as  "the  vener- 
able bnt  not  hallowed  blunder 
of  an  upholsterer."  Since  M. 
JOCRDAIN  discovered  that  all 
his  life  he  had  unwittingly 
been  talking  prose,  never  was 
such  startling  disclosure  made. 
The  leather  strip  does  not 
mark  the  position  of  the 
Bar,  which  is  some  feet  in  advance. 
LOULU  had  the  ancient  error  quietly 
rectified.  Thought  it  might  escape 
observation.  Reckoned  without  the 
lynx  eye  of  AUSTIN  TAYLOR.  That  glitter- 
ing orb  falling  on  the  removed  land- 
mark detected  the  crime.  Did  not  hesi- 
tate a  moment  in  denouncing  it.  House 
in  Committee  on  Budget  Bill,  Mr.  CAI.D- 
\VELL  iu  Chair,  AUSTIN  TAYU>K,  with  his 
countenance  taking  on  ashen  hue,  pointed 
an  accusing  forefinger  to  evidence  of 
LOVLU'S  guilt. 

"  Privilege!  "he  cried  aloud.  "Where's 
the  Bar  ?  " 

A  friendly  Member,  thinking  lie  was 
thirsty,  took  him  by  the  arm.  Was 
about  to  lead  him  out  to  the  Lobby  ; 
his  emotion  too  genuine  to  bo  long  mis- 
understood. Mr.  CAI.DWEI.I.  indexible  in 
refusal  to  permit  discussion. 


AUSTIN  TAYI/>K'S  rebuff  only  tem- 
porary. To-day  Ijon.r  brought  up  at 
the  desecrated  Bar  ;  pleads  guilty.  Sen- 
tence deferred  for  a  week. 

Business  done. — Foreign  Office  Vote 
carried. 


MUSICAL  JOTTINGS. 

THE  artistic  value  of  strikes  lias 
hitherto  eseaped  the  attention  of  econo- 
mists, who  have  been  unduly  preoccupied 
by  their  industrial  influence.  But  this 
aspect  of  labour  troubles  can  no  longer 
be  overlooked  in  view  of  what  lias 
happened  at  the  Paris  Conservatoire, 


I 


and  offering  richly  remunerated  poMs  to 
successful  practitioners,  such,  for  ex- 
ample, as  Madame  TETRAZXIM,  Signor 
CARUSO  and  Herr  LEIUR,  the  composer 
of  The  Merry  11  'iiloic. 

The  PRESIDENT  OF  THE  BOARD  OF  TRADE, 
however,  does  not  intend  that  the  fortu- 
nate  beneficiaries  of   State  musical  in- 
struction shall  reap  the  entire  profit  of 
the   advantages   gratuitously  placed    at 
their  disposal.      He   therefore  propo.-.cs 
to  get  his  friend  Mr.  LLOTD-GioBOE  to 
impost'  a  small  brain  tax  of  20  per  cent, 
on   their  earnings,  as  well  as  a  royalty 
of   30  per  cent,   on   latent   and    unde- 
veloped   melodies    on    the    basis    of    a 
valuation     to    be    conducted 
every    five    years    by    Special 
Commissioners  of  the   Board 
of  Inland  Revenue.     With  the 
receipts  from  these  duties  lie 
hopes  to  pay  the  salaries  of  the 
State  professors  and  to  defray 
the  cost  of  the   scholarships, 
thus  placing  his  scheme  on  a 
self-supporting  basis.     These 
proposals,  we  regret  to  say, 
have   met    with    a   curiously 
mixed     reception    from    the 
Labour  Party,  amongst  whom 
the  tax  on  nngotten  melodies 
is  extremely  unpopular.     Sir 
ROBEBT     PERKS,     again,     has 
pointed  out  to  his  constituents 
that,  while  it  is  alleged  that 
"  songs    unheard "    are    un- 
doubtedly   the    sweetest,    by 
penalising   their   suppression 
we  shall  suffer  from  such  a 
tremendous  glut  of  overpro- 
duction as  may  dislocate  the 
entire  ballad  industry  of  Great 
Britain     and     deluge    the 
suburbs  with  a  cataclysm  of 
parlour  pathos. 


LE  MONDE  DE  WATTEAC. 
(Mr.  Alfred  Mond.) 

where  a  musical  postman  recently  won 
the  first  prize  for  singing  in  opera, 
having  learned  an  entire  score  by  heart 
during  the  leisure  given  him  by  the 
recent  strike. 

This  notable  incident  has  not  escaped 
the  acute  and  sympathetic  intelligence 
of  the  PRESIDENT  OF  THE  BOARD  OF  TRADE, 
who  has  resolved  to  extend  his  scheme 
of  Labour  Exchanges  so  as  to  provide 
for  the  establishment  of  a  staff  of 
professors  at  every  industrial  centre 
for  the  instruction  of  the  genuine  un- 
employed in  harmony,  counterpoint, 
and  orchestration.  In  many  eases,  no 
doubt,  the  students,  after  a  few  weeks' 
study,  will  resume  their  normal  vo- 
cations. But  where  exceptional  talent 
is  shown  they  will  be  encouraged,  by 
scholarships  and  exhibitions,  to  persevere 
in  a  profession  notoriously  understocked 


"Gentlemen  of  Sussex  defeated 
Househokl    Brigade    oil    the    first 
iimings  (by  arrangement)    by   49 
runs." — Daily  News. 

The  new  method   by  which  a   definite 
result  is  always  arrived  at. 

Concerning  the  opening  of  the  Ortho- 
pedic Hospital  The  Daily  Telcyriqih 
says  : 

"  Kxternally  the  design  is  modern,  and  in- 
ternally the  treatment  is  somewhat  severe,  as 
is  usual  in  a  hospital." 

Mr.  STEPHEN  COLERIDGE,  forward. 

"Anxiinis,  C'aiisey. — Newport  is  in  Mon- 
mouthshire, and  Monmouthshire  is  in  England." 

Newcastle  Etenlng  ( 'liroiiiclc. 
"  Anxious "  may    now    return    to     his 
father. 

The  ]>uke  of  NORFOLK,  repentant,  mis- 
quoting SHEI.I.EY  :-- 

'' '  One  word  is  too  oftru  Proremcd  for  me  to 
I'rofmne  it1 — any  more." 
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BANG    WENT    TUPPENCE. 


Frugal  North  JMtun  (in  hi*  fn-gl  experience  of  a  taxi).  "HERE,   Mos,  STOP! 
WEE   MAflllXK   o'    Ylir.HS    NUiKIN'    IT   TIIAE  TlTl'KVrFS." 


1     ItAE    A    WEAK    HEART.       I    CINA'A     STAND  THAT   IIANO'T 


BLANCHE'S    LETTERS. 

Park  TMHC. 

DEAKE81  DAVHMC, — Trying  to  make 
the  best  of  things  lately,  some  of  us 
have  l>eeii  having  vain-parties,  at  \vhicli 
there  have  l>een  mnliivlla-dances  and  a 
pri/e  for  the  snappiest  rain  get-up. 
And  what  has  been  our  reward,  1  'II  ask 
you.  for  so  nobly  striving  against  such 
beastly  circs ?  —Why,  whenever  the  MIII 
IHI.;  put  in  an  appearance,  it's  been  for 
tlu>  express  purpose  of  spoiling  a  rain- 
party  ! 

Stella  Clackmannan  has  caught  the 
amateur  .sneiely  dramatist  fever,  and 
written  a  modern  play  with  all  the 
proper  ingredients,  the  Husband  and 
lli.'  Wile,  and  the  Other  Man  and  the 
Other  \Vonian.aiid  some  people  to  go 
in  and  out  and  talk,  and  lot  *  of  frocks, 
and  interiors  by  Krettow  and  (Slider, 
and  a  good  sprinkling  of  aphorism*. 
The  l'rock>  are  very  well  done,  and 
the  subtle  dif.  in  cut  and  trimming 
that  there  should  ulinii/x  be  between  the 


Wife's  frocks  and  the  Other  Woman's  i 
is  cleverly  marked.     As  for  the  aphor-' 
isms.   IScryl  ( Marges  says  the  definition  | 
of  one'.s   oldest   friend   as   "the  witness 
who    could    give    the    most    damaging1 
evidence "    is    hers,    that    she    said    it 
one  night  at  Bosh  and  Wee- Wee's,  and 
she  feels  so  strongly  nlxnit   it   that  she 
took    a    stage-box    at     the    Mayfair   on ' 
purpose  to  Jxw  when   the   definition  got 
a  laugh. 

At  my  last  Sunday  Afternoon  I  had 
Mis:-  Singleton,  the  Champion  of  Celi- 
bacy, to  give  one  of  her  lecture-chats, 
"(.•ur  Destiny  and  Their  F.normities." 
It  was  great  fun.  We've  got  used  to 
the  people  who  spell  woman  with  a 
big  \V,  but  to  spell  spinster  with  a 
big  S.  as  this  brave  woman  does,  is 
mill i/  a  new  departure,  and  by  way  of 
being  a  heroic  one.  She  scorns  the  idea 
of  playing  ivy  to  any  man's  oak.  and 
-  'in!.,  honestly  to  think  the  very  best 
thing  that  (an  happen  to  a  woman  is  to 
be  left  all  alone  by  herself  lor  ever  and 
ever,  Amen. 


Alxmt  the  biggest  sensation  of  the 
season  has  l>een  Ktheldreda  Saxonhury's 
runaway  match  with  the  Ihike  of  Middle- 
shire,  and  the  way  it  was  brought  about. 

The  Toppingtowers  were  too  stony  to 
come  to  town  this  summer,  and  also  too 
much  affaisses  at  their  son.  Portcullis, 
having  married  Lil  Lilton,  "The  (Sirl 
from  Nowhere,"  you  know,  at  the  Funni- 
iiieut  Theatre.  It  would  never  have  done, 
however,  to  let  all  the  girls  rusticate 
(two  already  published,  and  three  more 
in  MS.),  so  Etheldreda  and  Kdelfleda 
have  been  going  about  with  their  great- 
aunt.  Popsy,  I^uly  Uanisgate.  And 
Popsy  .swore  by  all  her  gods  she  'd  have 
one  of  them  Duchess  of  Middlohirc 
before  the  season  ended.  (The  Duke, 
please  note  en  passant,  had  just  re- 
turned from  a  three  yearn'  big  game 
hunting  trip,  and  hadn't  met  either  of 
the  Saxonburys  since  they  came  out.) 
Popsy 's  a  cle\er  old  girl,  whatever  el-e 
she  may  be,  and  she  said  to  me  :  "  It's 
mi  -nit  job  I've  taken  on.  Blanche,  mind 
that.  Etheldreda  \s  a  beauty  and  one 
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of  the  best  amateur  step-dancers  of  the 
day,  as  you  know — but  what  then  V  All 
our  boys  are  going  to  the  Stage  for  their 
wives,  and  parlour  tricks  simply  don't 
count !  Etheldreda's  step-dancing 's 
better  than  half  the  stuff  they  see  at 
the  Funniment  and  the  Saus-Souei,  but 
the  light  foot's  no  good  without  the 
foot-lights!  The.  few  men  who  can  bo 
coaxed  to  parties  dance  or  sit  out  with 
you  young  married  women.  As  for 
young  Middleshire,  he  cries  off  part  it's 
altogether  (the  girls  haven't  even  met 
him  yet)  and  haunts  the  Halls  and  the 
Musical  Comedies.  However,  I  Ve  sworn 
to  make  him  my  great-nephew-in-law,  so 
it 's  got  to  be  done." 

Soon  after  this,  Popsy,  Lady  R.,  made 
it  up  with  Portcullis  and  his  "Girl  from 
Nowhere,"  and  struck  up  a  furious  friend- 
ship, with  Viscountess  Lil,  who,  be  it 
remembered,  reigns  supreme  at  the 
Funniment,  and  does  as  she  likes  there. 

Soon  after  that,  a  new  girl,  Miss  Dolly 
Darling,  appeared  in  a  small  part  in 
The  Girl  from  Noichere,  and  made  a  big 
hit  with  her  step-dancing,  completely 
knocking  over,  amongst  others,  the  Duke 
of  Middleshire,  who  haunted  the  theatre 
more  than  ever,  pelted  her  with  flowers, 
sweets,  and  stones  (precious),  and  at  last 
wound  up  his  attentions  with  a  sugges- 
tion of  a  special  licence  and  immediate 
marriage. 

And  then,  my  dear,  Middleshire  got  a 
facer !  Instead  of  having  done  the  cor- 
rect and  regular  thing,  and  proposed  to 
make  a  duchess  of  little  Dolly  Darling  of 
the  Funuiment,  whose  mother,  he'd 
been  given  to  understand,  had  kept  a 
whelk-stall  in  Commercial  Road,  he 
found  he'd  laid  his  hand,- his  heart,  and 
his  strawberry-leaves  at  the  feet  of 
Etheldreda  Saxonbury,  "  daughter  of  a 
hundred  earls,"  as  SHAKSPEARE  says,  and 
directly  descended  from  HESUIST.  and 
HORSA  !  He  was  frightfully  disenchanted 
at  first,  I  believe,  but  he  got  reconciled 
to  it,  and  they  had  their  stolen  wedding 
just  as  if  she  'd  been  the  real  thing.  • 

The  Toppingtowers  family  have  grate- 
fully taken  The  Girl  from  Noichere 
to  their  hearts,  and  in  return  for  being 
recognised  she  promises  to  do  her  best 
for  Edelfleda  and  the  younger  girls  ! 
People  with  daughters  quite  envy  the 
T.'s,  and  only  wish  they  could  have  got 
Lil  for  an  in-law  themselves  ! 

Poor  dear  Norty  is  looking  quite 
worn  with  these  horrid  all-night  sittings 
of  the  House.  He  says  he's  all  right, 
however,  that  there  's  very  sound  sleep 
to  be  got  there,  and  that  it  would  never 
do  for  him  to  desert  his  post  or  there  's 
no  knowing  what  might  happen.  Wasn't 
that  a  lovely  speech  he  made  against  the 
Chancellor's  new  proposal  to  tax  peopl 
not  only  for  what  they  have  but  foi 
what  they  'd  like  to  have  ? 

Ever  thine,          BLAM  in:. 


LIP-SALVE. 

[Mr.  LATHAM,  we  arc  told,  on  returning  from 
liis  nnMieee-sl'ul  attempt  to  fly  across  the 
Channel,  was  embraced  by  a  number  of  female 
ulinirers.] 

YK  maids  of  England,  yours  the  sin 
We  've  idly  traced  to  other  causes, 

If  artful  foreigners  step  in 

To  breaches  where  the  Briton  pauses — 

If  alien  airships  rule  the  sky, 

Tlie  shame  is  yours,  forbeing  much  too  shy. 

Look  how  the  less  reluctant  fair 

Of  gallant  Gaul,  across  the  Channel, 

Assuages  for  his  "mal-de-mer," 
With  osculations  soft  as  flannel, 

The  happy  wight,  the  favoured  cuss, 

Who  emulates  the  feats  of  Icarus. 

Surely  the  girls  of  U.S.A. 

(Knowing  when   pride  becomes  too 

proper) 
Would  likewise  hustle  to  waylay 

The  hero  of  some  heavenly  cropper, 
And  calm  him  with  their  sweet  salutes, 
And  snip  mementos  from  his  coat  and 
boots. 

You  are  too  cold  or  else  too  coy, 
You  whose  remediary  kisses 

Would  make  me  count  it  all  a  joy 
To  dare  some  hazard  such  as  this  is, 

That,  if  I  hit  the  waves  a  whack, 

I  might  secure  a  compensating  smack. 

Were  I  but  certain  (as  I  'm  not) 

That  six  or  so  incarnate  Graces 
Would  gather  to  the  starting  spot 

To  speed  me   with  their   flower-like 

faces 

(Six  will  suffice  me— Maud  and  Jess, 
Sophie  and    Ermyntrude  and    Blanche 
and  Bess),          , 

And  lining  up  with  ready  lips 

(Forming  a  sort  of   "  Cherry  Ripe  " 
lane) 

Would  comfort  me  in  case  of  slips, 
I  too,  if  I  possessed  a  bi-plane, 

And  granted  that  the  day  were  fine, 

Would  seek  to  aviate  the  Serpentine. 


"  His  latest  achievement,  however,  thus  far 
capped  the  climax." — Kerry  Kceniiuj  1'ont. 
The  latest  Exhibition  craze  :    "  Capping 
the    Climax."       Crowds    turned    away 
every  night. 

Commenting  in  The  Sphere  on  Mr. 
J.  A.  HAMMERTON'S  book,  George  Meredith 
in  Anecdote  and  Criticism,  C.  K.  S.  says  : 

"  As  for  the  text  of  Mr.  Hamilton's  book,  what 
can  one  say  of  such  illiteracies  as  '  Kcuweid ' 
for  'Neuwied,'  'J.  K.  Stephens'  for  'J.  K. 
Stephen,"  and  so  on  through  scores  of  silly 
blunders." 

Such  as  "  Hamilton  "  for  "  Hammerton," 
Mr.  SHORTER  ? 

The  Journalistic  Touch. 

"  Then  simultaneously  the  anchors  dug  into 
the  sea,  witli  a  great  rattle  of  chains  lirst  one 
anchor  and  then  the  other." — Daily  Telegraph. 

From  the  Latin  :  simul  =  "  first  one  and 
then  the  other." 


WIGS  AT   A  PREMIUM. 

CO.M.MKNTIXC  on  (lie  enhanced  price  of 
human  hair,  as  evidenced  at  the  recent 
fair  at  Limoges,  Tin-  (Iriillciromrin  pub- 
li-.lies  a  truly  alarmist  article  to  the 
effect  that  "this  rise  has  been  caused 
by  the  increased  si/.e  of  our  hats,  which 
necessitates  an  extra  supply  of  hair  so 
as  to  offer  a  proper  basis  to  the  new 
structures.  Moreover,  the  young  French 
peasant  girls  are  less  anxious  to  part 
with  their  tresses  ;  and  the  dealers  in 
hair  are  unable  to  cope  with  the  demand 
made  upon  them.  The  crisis  is  attain- 
ing huge  proportions,  and  wearers  of 
false  hair  would  do  well  to  lay  in  a 
stock  or  they  will  be  compelled  to  pay 
famine  prices." 

The  matter  is  indeed  serious.  We  have 
trustworthy  information  from  behind  the 
screens  in  coiffure  circles  that  a  huge 
combine  has  this  week  been  engineered 
by  the  Hair  Kings  of  Bond  Street,  and 
that  the  capillary  crop  of  1910-11  has 
already  been  cornered.  One  astute  oper- 
ator in  the  ring,  with  bullish  proclivities 
and  a  strong  hat-making  connection,  has 
ear-marked  the  following  season's  out- 
put, completely  routing  a  group  of 
Parisian  financiers  in  their  efforts  to 
"  bear  "  the  Transformation  Market.  All 
the  Spring  Hair  of  1913  in  sight  will 
very  shortly  be  negotiated,  and  it  is  feared 
that  very  little  of  Norwegian  Switches 
and  Paraguay  Tintos  will  be  unloaded 
from  the  Autumn  carry-forward  of  that 
year.  A  syndicate  has  also  been  formed 
by  a  well-known  promoter  to  exploit 
the  Hairy  Ainus  of  Japan.  Another 
company  has  just  been  registered 
for  the  discovery  and  purchase  of  early- 
Victorian  sofas,  the  stuffing  of  which 
by  a  secret  process  will  be  rendered 
available  for  theatrical  perruquiers  and 
coiffeurs. 

In  these  circumstances  it  is  becoming 
more  and  more  evident  that  the  ordinary 
beauty  will  have  to  be  content  to  draw 
with  a  single  hair,  or  at  most 
with  two  or  three.  With  the  impending 
shortage  there  won't  be  enough  to  go 
round.  We  think  that  the  Suffragettes, 
in  their  eager  desire  for  martyrdom  and 
masculinity,  might  help  to  relieve  the 
hair-famine  by  parting  with  their 
crowning  glory  (or  is  it  disgrace?)  in 
Holloway. 

Mr.  Punch  feels  that  these  few  revela- 
tions will  suffice  to  raise  the  hair — or  so 
much  of  it  as  is  still  erectile — of  his 
feminine  readers. 


".Many  (ihi-iMnv  firms  bent  on  profiting  by 
tlie  American  invasion,  are  ticketing  their 
coins  in  two  coinages." — Portsmouth  Kc/nimj 
Newt, 

We  don't  quite  see  the  whole  idea  yet, 
but  there  seem  to  be  elements  of  profit 
in  it  for  some  one. 
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AIRSHIPS   FOR  ALL. 

It  has  long  bc'-n  fell  that  arn,naiitic;il 
(science  is  being  hampered  by  an  over- 
rigid  adherence  to  a  particular  tyj ! 

machine.  Happily  a  new  departure  on 
BOUJld  lines  ha*  l>een  (alien  by  a  I'L 
student,  who  has  invent.-d  an  entirely 
new  t\pe.  and  his  excellent  example  lia- 
10  freely  followed  that  a  whole 
eroii  of  new  living  inaehines  is  now 
being  put  on  the  market. 

To  Infill  with,  the  world  of  fiction 
lias  been  agreeably  exhilarated  by  the 

simultaneous  announcement,  from  Strut - 
ford-on-Avon  and  the  Isle  of  Man,  of  the 
patenting  of  two  new  types  of  flying 
machine.  The  lirst.  which  belongs  to 
the  dirigible  type,  is  a  huge  sausage- 
shaped  bag  of  gold-beater's  akin  inflated 
•with  the  most  intoxicating  vapours,  en- 
cased in  a  framework  of  chiffou  and 
drawn  by  a  team  of  eight  swans.  The 
second,  which  is  made  entirely  of  bamboo 
and  canvas,  is  called  an  aerocane  after 
its  inventor,  and  is  kept  afloat  simply 
by  the  automatic  distension  of  his  superb 
cerebellum.  A  large  and  influential 
company  is  already  being  formed  for 
the  exploitation  of  the  invention,  including 
Mr.  Roland  Blatherwayt,  the  illustrious 
interviewer,  and  other  pioneers  of  en- 
lightened publicity. 

Next  an  extraordinarily  interesting 
type  of  flying  machine  is  that  invented 
by  Mr.  Alia  sn:  VAN  Bir.xi:,  the  famous 
'cellist,  of  "  Broken  Melody"  fame.  Mr. 
\A\  IIIKM:,  a^  our  readers  are  doubtless 
aware,  recently  introduced  the  new 
Auxeto  'Cello  invented  by  the  Hon. 
CIIMJI.KS  J'AKSONS.  and  he  has  applied 
the  same  principle  to  his  flying  machine, 
which  is  of  the  nature  of  a  dirigible 
double-bass.  Directly  the  bow  touches 
the  strings  the  instrument  soars  aloft, 
uttering  seraphic  strains,  the  aeronaut 
being  kept  in  position  by  a  gyroscope, 
which  is  concealed  in  the  bridge.  Mr. 
VAN  BIKNI:,  who  is  fully  booked  up  to  the 
year  1914,  hopes  after  that  date  to  give 
more  time  to  the  development  of  his 
patent,  with  a  view  to  establishing  a 
London  Flying  Symphony  orche>tra. 
which  shall  bring  the  advantages  of  the 
"Broken  Melody"  within  the  reach  of 
the  benighted  denizens  of  (Siberia, 
Saejialien,  and  Tierra  del  Fuego. 

It  is  impossible  any  longer  to  disgni>e 
the  fact  that  Professor  Sir  I'go  von 
Aireomber  has  invented  an  entirely  un- 
suspected and  original  type  of  flying 
machine.  The  motive  power  being  a 
peculiar  mixture  of  explosive  oils,  ac- 
cording to  a  recipe  of  LI-:ONU;I>O  HA  Yivi. 
the  aeronaut  is  in  the  happy  position  of 
being  able  to  us,,  the  waste  for  artistic 
purposes  and  to  paint  while  he  Hies, 
as  the  engine  is  a  Brush  patent  fitted 
with  cross-hatching  gear,  running  at  the 
rat.-  of  15,000  revolutions  per  minute. 


Mother  (after  a  leteon  on  obedience  to  one's  /xireiitu).  "Now,  TUVLLIS,  WHAT  CAS  TOO  TK.L 
MI:  ABOUT  NELSON?" 

Phyllis.  "  WELL,  NELSON  WASTED  TO  BE  A  SAILOR,  BUT  HIS  PAKESTS  WANTED  IIIM  TO  BE  A 
BUT  NELSON  WASTED  TO  BE  A  SAILOR— AXD  us  DID  BB." 


While  flying  over  Bushey  List  week  the 
inventor  took  several  aerial  portraits  of 
his  neighbours,  in  which  the  fore- 
shortening is  conveyed  with  masterly 
effect.  The  machine  is  to  lie  exhibited 
to  the  Regent  of  Bavaria  next  Monday. 
and  a  company  is  to  be  formed  by  the 
Bavarian  Highlanders  for  the  exploitation 
of  the  invention. 

Lastly,  the  Archdeacon  of  LONDON,  who 
has  long  been  known  as  a  first-rate 
mechanic,  has  taken  out  a  patent  for  an 
invention  to  which  he  has  given  the 


engaging  name  of  The  Siuclairoplane. 
Unlike  Mr.  WILBUR  WRIGHT'S  machine. 
The  Siuclairoplane  is  worked  by  wings 
beautifully  designed  so  as  to  suggest 
angel's  pinions,  and  the  operator  sits  in 
a  M-at  which  conveys  a  dignified  sug- 
gestion of  a  pidpit,  while  allowing  his 
gaiters  to  be  distinctly  visible.  A  com- 
pany composed  exclusively  of  rural 
deans  is  in  process  ef  formation  for  the 
exploitation  of  the  invention,  which  is 
said  to  be  admirably  adapted  for  country 
congregations. 
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OUR    BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By  Mr.  Punch's  Staff  of  Learned  Clerkg.) 

TIIKISK  t'xisls  a  tendency  in  the  modem,  stage  to  which 
erilio  have  given  the  luiine  of  underpins  ing.  I  think  some- 
body  ought  to  warn  Mi:  THOMAS  ( 'onu  (hat  there  lies  an  equal 
danger  in  what,  if  the  word  had  not  already  another  use, 
one  might  call  underwriting.  For  example,  Mi:  Biirn- 
sii/c'x  Responsibility  (Mn.i.s  .\\n  BOON)  contains  a  number  of 
agreeable  ladies  and  gentlemen  whose  ads  and  conversations 
so  successfully  avoid  the  melodramatic  that  it  is  sometimes 
difficult  to  discover  any  significance  or  interest  in  them  at  all. 
Yet  the  main  idea  of  the  story  is  promising  enough — the 
question  whether  an  innocent  young  man,  witli  whom  a 
featherbrained  young  wife  has  become  BO  infatuated  as  to 
drive  her  husband  to  suicide,  is  under  a  moral  obligation  to 
offer  her  re-marriage.  Unfortunately,  both  Primula  Tuson 
and  Raymond  Burnside  are  so  faintly  drawn  that  their  future 


creates  only  the  mildest  curiosity, 
takes  his  overdose,  the  - 
tragedy  of  it  quite  fails  to 
move  us,  for  the  reason,  I 
fancy,  that  Mr.  Coon  himself 
was  equally  unconcerned. 
Of  course  Burnside  declares 
that  he  is  ready  to  marry 
Primula,  and,  equally  of 
course  (in  the  last  chapter), 
she  chooses  independence, 
and  leaves  him  free  to  men- 
tion his  somewhat  placid 
passion  for  DrusiHa.  Pro- 
bably Mr.  COBB'S  numerous 
admirers  will  welcome  Mr. 
Burnside' s  Responsibility  the 
more  because  it  comes  at  a 
season  when  they  can  leave 
their  own  at  home  ;  it  is  an 


Even  when  poor  Tuson 


out. 


excellent  example  of  what 
the  advertisements  term  "  a 
book  for  holiday  reading." 


SINCE  THE  NAVAL  FESTIVITIES  AT  SurillKNIl  AND  THE  ClTY,  THE  _  A  Ml  I  I: - 
AI.TY  AI!K  ABLE  TO  CONTRADICT  THE  STATEMENT  THAT  MANY  OF  TIIK  SHIPS 
CONTAINED  SKELETON  CREWS. 


Among  the  treats  I've  held  in  store 

Till  Time  should  bring  me  leisured  ease 
Was  an  intention  to  explore 

The  merits  of  the  Antipodes  ; 
Where  conversation's  interspersed 

With  long-drawn,  spirit-stirring  "coo-ees," 
'Where  Test-Match  cricketers  are  nursed, 

And  where  the  Ixninding  kangaroo  is. 

But  now,  though  not  a  bit  less  keen, 

My  trip  is  off ;  1  shall  not  go, 
Because  I  feel  that  I  have  seen 

All  that  the  under-world  can  show. 
I  got  it  from  a  book,  and  beg 

That  you  will  study,  if  you  doubt  it, 
Joan  of  the  Hills,  by  T.  15.  Ci.vxic. 

(From  LANK).     That  tells  you  all  about  it. 

The  tale  is  one  of  love  and  hate 

(Things  much  the  same  out  there  as  here), 

But  these  I  deem  subordinate 
In  value  to  the  atmosphere, 

That  has  the  stamp  of  one  who  '.--  tried 

Its  taste  by  actual  inhalation, 
And  knows  how  much  should  be  supplied 

For  other  people's  delectation. 

Mr.  IT.  BKUX>C  is  a  man  of  three  convictions.     The  first  is 


thai  the  government  of  Knglaud  is  in  the  hands  of  a  certain 
ruling  set— aristocrats  only  in  the  debased  modern  sense. 
The  second  is  (I  fancy)  that  the  power  behind  the 
Sri:\ki:it's  chair— behind  the  front  benches,  rather — is  an 
l.-raeliiish  one.  And  the  third  is,  of  course,  that  almost  any- 
one can  have  a  title  who  cans  to  pay  for  it.  There  is  just 
enough  of  truth  in  all  these  premisses  to  give  point  to 
Mr.  iiiaa.oe's  satirical  conclusions;  and  for  this  reason  I  can 
confidently  recommend  his  latest  gibe,  A  Change  in  the 
Cabinet  (METHUEN),  to  everybody  who  admits  to  possessing  a 
sense  of  humour.  The  story  is  concerned  chiefly  with  the 
advent  ures  of  Sir  Charles  Repton,  the  Minister,  and  "  Dhmny," 
the  awkward  but  promising  young  man  of  the  party,  who 
fell  down  on  the  occasion  of  his  only  speech  in  the  House, 
but  afterwards  acquired  a  growing  reputation  at  Question- 
lime.  I  believe  in  Dimmy  entirely.  He  had  also  a  delightful 
adventure  at  sea,  where  he  was  mistaken  for  a  stowaway.  I 
particularly  liked  this  part  of  the  book,  and  I  implore 
Mr.  BF.I.LOC  to  let  his  next  story  be  one  of  derring-do  through- 
He  would  do  it  delightfully,  and  I  think  he  should  ; 

for  it  may  be  that  some 
readers  (not  myself, of  course) 
would  be  a  trifle  fatigued  by 
yet  another  appearance  of 
King  Charles's  head,  no 
matter  how  subtle  the  exe- 
cution. 

As  a  bachelor,  I  regard 
with  mixed  feelings  the 
gentle  irony  in  the  title  of 
Mr.  ALPHOXSE  Conn.Axniat's 
new  book,  Henry  in  .Sivnv/i 
of  a  Wife  (FisiiKi:  I'xwiv. 
Ce  pauvrc  petit  Henri!  Like 
many  another  he  began  by 
saying  firmly  that  he  would 
never  marry.  But  Isabel, 
his  widowed  cousin,  knew 
better.  She  had  ear-marked 
him  for  her  niece,  Phoebe, 
and  even  when  he  refused 
point-blank  to  fall  in  with  her  scheme,  and  when  Plia'be  in  a 
fit  of  pique  engaged  herself  to  a  foolish  boy,  she  continued 
patiently  to  hope  that  one  day  she  would  run  her  quarry  to 
ground.  At  first  the  odds  seemed  all  against  her.  Henry 
departed  for  the  Continent  in  search  of  a  wife,  and  in  order, 
as  he  said,  to  insure  Phoebe's  happiness  with  her  boy  lover 
by  making  it  impossible  for  Isabel  to  look  upon  him  any 
longer  as  her  potential  husband.  Failing  in  his  quest  he 
came  back  pretending  that  he  had  l>een  successful.  But 
still  Isabel  lay  low  and  said  nothing,  till  suddenly  Phoebe 
saved  the  situation  and  herself  by  breaking  off  her 
engagement,  and  Isabel's  pertinacity  received  its  due  reward. 
It  is  a  pretty  little  comedy  of  human  emotions,  told  in  a 
quietly  humorous  style  which  makes  the  reading  of  it  a 
genuine  pleasure,  modified  in  my  ovui  case  by  the  reflection 
that  I  number  several  Isabels  amongst  my  female  relatives. 
De  me  fabula  '.'  

b'ealistic  passage  from  Truth's  "  Queer  Story  :  " 
"A  few  scattered  huts  on  a  great  steaming  brown  plain,  a  barometer 
that  never  falls  below  90°,  an  atmosphere  laden  with  mosquitoes." 

Very  queer  about  that  barometer. 


"Assuming  that  the  whole  of  the  800,000  Ibs.  representing  the 
decreased  consumption  in  June  was  used  for  pi|>e  smoking;  it  would 
mean,  roughly,  that  a  million  fewer  pipefuls  of  tobacco  were  smoked  in 
that  month." — Daily  EscpntQ, 

Put  that  in  your  pipe  and  .smoke  it ;  £  of  a  Ib.  each  time. 
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CHARIVARIA. 

f\  writing  of  the  Channel  hero  the  day 

after  his  great  achievement,  a  journal  pro 
dueed  a  phrase  \vhicli  is  hound  to  be- 
come classical.  It  referred  to  M.  Ui.i':i;ior 
as  "  tin-  intrepid  acninaiit." 

V 

I  in  tin-  spot  v\  hen-  tlir  lirst  man  to  fly 
tin-  ( 'hamiel  alighted  from  his  aeroplane. 
Tin-  Doily  Mail  has  decided  to  erect  :i 
newspaper  column. 

* 

Meanwhile  England  is  not  going  to 
fall  licliiml.  A  Mr.  Wr.sriAki:  lias  an- 
nounced his  intention  of  attempting 

to  cross  the'  Channel  on  a  plank. 
*  * 

Another  failure  for  the  ( ioverument  ! 
The  Pro-Budget  Demonstration  in  Tra- 
falgar So,uaiv  proved  that  Mr.  AsQl'ITH 
has  not  succeeded 
in  convincing  the 
Socialists,  at  any 
rate,  that  the  Bud- 
get is  not  a  Social- 
istic measure. 

V 

Tlie  London  <•'</-- 
cttc,  after  an  exist 
enee  of  nearly  two 
and  a  half  centuries. 
ha>  adopted  the 
plan  of  printing  a. 
table  of  contents. 
This  should  dispose 
of  the  libel  that  we 
Britishers  are  slow 

to  adopt  new  ideas. 
*  * 

In  an  action 
lirought  by  The 
Times  to  recover 
the  price  of  an  ad- 
vertisement article, 
the  defendant  al- 
iened that  the  con- 
tract \vas  for  an 
advertisement  in  the  form  of  u  leading 
article.  "That,  of  course,  was  out  of 
the  question,"  stated  plaintiff's  counsel, 
"as  no  paper  would  enter  into  such  an 
agreement.  This  clearly  proves  that 

legal    innocence    is    not    confined    to   the 

Pe:ieh.  ^    ,„ 

The  Clerk  of  the  London  County 
( 'ouneil  is  compiling  a  list  of  the  statues, 
monuments,  and  memorials  in  the  Metro- 
polis. IT  a  title  has  not  yet  lieen  chosen 
for  this  linii-linre  we  would  respectfully 
suggest.  '•  What  to  Avoid." 
*  * 

I'.M-eption  has  lieen  t:iLi  u  to  the 
erection  on  the  Embankment  of  a  statue 
to  a  gentleman  of  whom  Posterity  will 
prohaMy  ask,  "  What  did  he  do?"  To 
meet  this  dilHcnlly  of  evanescent  fame, 
we  would  respectfully  suggest  that  such 
statues  might  lie  made  with  detachable 


heads,  which  could  IK-  changed  from 
time  to  time  for  those  of  other  minor 
and  teni|>orary  celebrities. 

*   * 

* 

One  cannot  help  feeling  a  large  amount 
of  sympathy  for  the  Spanish  Govern- 
ment, which  at  one  and  the  same  time 
has  to  lis-lil  the  Riff  abroad  and  the 
Riff-raff  at  home.  *  * 

An  applicant  at  the  Kingston  Police 
Court,  the  other  day,  stated  that  he  was 
Ixirn  in  Liuknov  during  the  siege.  It 
is  rumoured  that  since  this  statement 
he  has  received  proposals  from  several 
enterprising  newspapers  that  he  should 
write  his  reminiscences  of  the  Mutiny. 


•It 


mlv 


*  * 
of    late 


years,      says    a 


writer  in  The  Kfi>rc*i<  on  the  subject  of 
women  inventors,  "that  woman  has 


Britons   to   £,,  abroad    in    the  -ummer  to 
enjoy  this  -ort  of  tiling? 


*  * 
The    refill    of    the 


nt   experiment 


by  The  l-'crret  at  Portsmouth  j.  , 


as  a  victory  by  tho-e 

to  the  Navy  being  boomed. 


who  object 


AFIT.i;   Till. 

I'i-MTlTK     Phi.!!, 


P,  I  I'dKT. 


ll      consequence 


of 


BANK    HOLIDAY 


BE  CAIIKFl  I.    N'T   To   T\KF.   A    BOAT  WITH  A  KAME   I.IKE    THIS. 
AS  THE   CI1VM.1V,    ul     SKUS      is   LIABLE  TO   MISCONSTIinTlos. 


covered  the  fact  that  she  too  has  within 
her  long  dormant  powers  of  invention." 

What  about  the  wife  of  A\\\i  \-  '! 

*  * 

With  reference  to  the  discussion  on 
the  question  whether  there  is  a  future 
life  for  animals,  "Tom  Cat"  writes  to 
inform  us  that  he  hopes  to  have  no 
fewer  than  eight  future  lives. 

V 

"Send  P.C.  for  free  booklet,'  says  an 
advertisement  of  a  certain  article  of 
commerce.  An  old  lady  who  read  this 
direction  writes  to  say  that  she  has  asked 
several  police-constables  to  fetch  her  the 
pamphlet,  but  received  saucy  refusals 
I  nun  one  and  all  of  them. 

Tin- l\ill  Mo//  Magatnte  publishes  on 

article  on  the  delights  of  "A  Holidav  in 


recent   financial  n-ver-e-.  is  prepared  to 

sell  four  ancestral  halls,  town  hnu.-e, 
grouse  incxir,  deer  forest,  salmon  stream, 
three  llolbeins,  assorted  heirlooms;  to- 
gether, or  in  separate  lots.  No  reasonable 
offer  refused.  For  further  particulars, 
apply  Yiscoi  XT  StoNKY-Sii.-UToiiii.  co 
Lord  Rowlon.  llaininer.-mith. 

ADVKKTISKII,  a  Landowner  who  ha-  been 

ruined  by  undeserved  increment,  desires 
to  disjMisc  of  a  few 
thousand  acres  ol 
freehold  property 
situated  in  tin- 
heart  of  an  im- 
mense manufactur- 
ing town.  The 
property  is  rack- 
rented,  and  com- 
prises a  number  of 
banks,  warehou-e.-. 
hospitals,  shops, 
and  a  most  beauti- 
ful park  with  Umd- 
stand  complete. 
The  purchase  mo- 
ney may  !«•  paid 
in  weekly  instal- 
ments. Fir.-!  offer 
to  "  FAII.K,"  Poste 
Ue8tante,Bonlqgne- 
sur-Mer,  gets  this 

lot. 

C n  A i n  M  A \   OF 
I  RAIIAVAY,    who    can 
I  no  longer  meet  his 
daily  expenses  and 


HUMOUR. 

THE  smri.K.-r   HOVKUEST-  seen 


is  compelled  to  enrn  a  livelihood  some 
how.  will  exchange  Free  Life  Pas-  over 
all  British  Railway  sy-tems  lor  Pierrot's 
outfit  or  B  flat  cornet.  Please  reply  to 
PAIIIAII.  co  Cloakroom,  St.  Pancra-. 

YACHT  OWXKI;,  no  longer  able  to  pay 
harlxHir-diies,  seeks  genteel  employment. 
Cannot  afford  to  pay  premium,  but  will 
give  gratuitous  use  of  00-ton  Cutter  at 
present  lying  at  ('owes.  A  prompt  reply 
to  DESPDATE,  The  (iarret,  Grosvenor 
Square,  will  IK-  welcome. 


A  Soft  Job. 

From  an  advertisement  of  the  ZANTIGS 
in  LiverjKtol : — 

"We  offer  .€20  if  wo  f:iil  t.>  transmit  any 
word  suggested.  We  further  offer  £250  to  any 
two  people  who  do  the  same." 


Arctic  Norway.''     Hut  we  would  ask  as   There   ought   to   be   a    fairish    field   of 
patriots:      Is     ii     really    necessary    for  j  claimants  for  the  £250. 
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THE    PICTURE    PUZZLE. 

"  WHAT  's  tliis  ?  "  said  Betty.  "  A 
cow's  tail?" 

"  Or  a  pump-handle1?  " 

"  Or  a  boy-scout's  alpenstock  ?  " 

"Or  the  South  Pole?" 

"I  expect  you're  all  of  you  right," 
said  Billy  DartQD  ;  "but,  if  you  ask  me, 
I  should  say  it  might  be  a  bit  of  bamboo 
— something  Japanese  -part  of  a  light 
building,  for  instance.  What 's  the  pic- 
ture supposed  to  be  about?" 

"Fancy  our  never  look  ing  at  the  title,'' 
said  Betty.  "  Here  it  is.  Street  Sei-tic  in 
Yokohama.  I'm  sure  Mr.  Darton  must 
be  right.  Hew  clever  of  you  to  guess  a 
thing  like  that,  Mr.  Darton  !  " 

"Not  at  all;  not  at  all,"  said  Billy 
modestly. 

"Well  now,"  I  said,  "we've  got  a 
bamboo  pole,  and  two  faces,  and  three 
pairs  of  feet.  What  shall  we  do  with 
the  extra  pair  ?  " 

"Do  you  think  the  faces  might  be 
Manx,  and  have  three  feet  apiece." 

"  But  it  says  Yokohama." 

"  I  suppose  that  is  against  it." 

"Perhaps  the  third  face  is  turned 
away,"  said  Billy  very  tentatively. 
"  This  blob  of  hair,  now — mightn't  that 
be  its  back  view  ?  " 

"  But  of  cours3  !  "  cried  Betty.  ''  How 
brilliant  you  are,  Mr.  Darton." 

I  couldn't  remember  to  have  ever  heard 
this  epithet  applied  to  Billy— not,  at 
least,  on  the  score  of  intelligence,  though 
lie  is  quite  good  at  nursery  cannons. 
Billy  is  one  of  those  nice  clean  young 
fellows  who  seem  to  get  along  quite 
comfortably,  thank  you,  without  any 
particular  brains,  and  contrive,  for  some 
obscure  reason,  to  exert  a  strange  fascina- 
tion upon  sweet  innocent  natures  like 
Betty's. 

"Have  you  noticed,"  Mrs.  Carstairs 
had  recently  confided  in  me,  "  that  our 
dear  girl  seems  to  attract  poor  young 
Mr.  Darton.  I  do  hope  nothing  serious 
will  come  of  it.  The  General  and  I 
feel  most  strongly  that  it  should  be 
discouraged.  You  see,  Mr.  Darton  has 
very  little  beyond  his  subaltern's  pay, 
and  no  prospects ;  and  I  'm  told  there 
isn't  any  chance  of  a  career  in  the  Army 
nowadays  unless  you  have  brains. 
Things  have  sadly  changed.  It  was 
very  different  in  the  General's  lime." 

"There  is  still  an  opening,"  I  said, 
"  for  physical  prowess  in  the'  Service." 

"Ah,"  said  Mrs.  Carstairs,  "but  you 
can  never  count  on  having  a  war.  Besides 
there's  always  a  certain  risk  attached  to 
fighting,  isn't  there  ?  " 

"I  don't  see  how  this  piece  of  dress 
comes  in,"  said  Betty;  "it's  not  a  bit 
like  the  rest  of  her." 

"  Perhaps  she  's  been  sitting  on  a  sofa, 
and  one  of  the  cushions  came  away  with 
her  when  she  got  up." 


"I  think  mosaics  are  ao interesting," 

said  Mrs.  Carstairs.  "  Have  you  seen  the 
ones  they  have  in  St.  Mark's  at  Venice, 
Mr.  Postiethwaite?  " 

"lam  deferring  that  pleasure,"  replied 
(lie  Curate,  ''until  the  Campanile  has 
been  restored." 

"Quite  right.  <[iiite  right,"  said  the 
General.  "  But  it  can  never  be  the  same 
thing." 

"I  have  an  inspiration,''  said  Billy. 
"Mightn't  it  be  one  of  those  things  (hat 
Japanese  women  wear  at  the  back  of 
their  waists?  " 

"  Of  course,  of  course1,"  cried  Betty 
in  generous  admiration.  "  Really,  Mr. 
Darton,  you  are  too  splendid  ! 

"  Oh,  it 's  nothing,"  said  Billy  ;  "  just 
a  knack." 

"Ever  tried  the  War-game.  1  >arton  ? " 
asked  the  General  on  a  note  of  unusual 
respect.  "Since  my  time,  you  know. 
German  invention.  What's  their  name 
for  it  ?  Krigspill,  or  some  such  bar- 
barism." 

"No,  sir;  can't  say  I've  ever  played 
it,"  said  Billy  ;  "  I  should  like  to  try  my 
hand  at  it."  ' 

"Oh,  he'd  pick  it  up  at  once,"  said 
Betty.  "And  I  shouldn't  careUo  be  the 
enemy  if  he  gets  to  play  it  like  he  plays 
Jigsaw.  I  never  saw  anything  so  mar- 
vellous. But  to  business.  We've  got 
to  fill  in  that  yawning  chasm  over  the 
head  of  the  Jap  man." 

"  Perhaps  it 's  a  bit  of  background." 

"  You  can't  have  background  cutting 
off  half  his  head." 

"He  may  have  lost  the  other  half  at 
Port  Arthur." 

"What  about  this  donkey -pannier  ? 
you  've  got  to  find  a  place  for  that.  Why 
not  try  it  on  his  head?  " 

"  But  it  won't  go.  It 's  broad  at  the 
top  and  narrow  at  the  bottom — just  the 
opposite  of  the  gap." 

"I  suppose,"  said  Billy, ''it  couldn't 
possibly  be  one  of  those  straw -hats  the 
•Japanese  johnnies  wear — like  a  bee-hive? 
You  might  just  turn  the  thing  upside 
down  and  see  if  it  goes." 

"Well,  I'm  jigsawed,"  cried  Betty. 
"  You  're  simply  beyond  everything,  Mr. 
Darton.  Father,  we  've  been  entertain- 
ing a  genius  unaware." 

"  Bravo,  Darton  !  "  said  the  General. 

"  Thank  you,  Sir,"  said  Billy. 
«  «•  «•  e 

That  was  Saturday  night,  and  by  the 
following  evening  Billy  had  achieved  a 
still  greater  quest.  He  broke  it  to  me 
next  morning  in  the  Carstairs  motor  on 
the  way  to  the  station. 

"My  dear  boy,"  I  cried,  "a  thousand 
congratulations.  She's  a  charming  girl, 
and  you  thoroughly  deserve  her.  Mcanty 
at  the  prow  and  brains  at  the  helm — a 
perfect  combination.  Parents  agreeable 
and  all  that?" 

"  Went   better  than   I  expected,"  said 


Billy.  "Afraid  they  might  buck  a  bit 

owing  to  my well,  the  fact  is  they 

used  to  think  rather  poorly  of  my  intelli- 
gence. But  now  they  tell  me  they've 
no  hesitation  in  trusting  Betty  to  me,  as 
they  're  sure  I  have  a  career  before  me." 

"No  wonder,"  I  said,  "after  your 
record  performance  with  the  pu/.x.le. 
You  surpassed  yourself." 

"Pretty  good,  wasn't  it?"  said  Hilly. 
"But  I  don't  mind  telling  you  now. 
strictly  between  ourselves,  that  that 
puzzle  was  a  plant." 

"A  plant !  "  I  cried.  "  What  kind  of 
a  plant?" 

"  Sort  of  a  daisy,"  said  Billy.  "  I 
brought  it  down  myself  on  'Saturday. 
Man  in  the  regiment  showed  me  how  it 
ff$nt,  and  1  did  it  over  and  over  >cores 
of  times,  till  1  knew  it  by  heart." 

"  And  you  were  dishonourable  enough 
to  impose  on  that  sweet  girl's  innocence 
and  credulity?  Oh,  Billy!" 

"You  wrong  me,  old  man,"  he  replied, 
"As  thingummy  said,  'I  could  not  love 
the  dear  so  much,  loved  I  not  honour 
more ' !  " 

"But  you  deceived  her,"  I  insisted. 
"You  led  her  to  suppose  that  you  were 
a  genius.  Is  that  your  idea  of  conduct 
befitting  an  officer  and  a  gentleman?" 

"Dear  old  chap,"  said  Billy,  "you 
don't  understand.  I  'm  not  clever  enough 
for  that.  The  plant  was  her  own  notion, 
bless  her."  <  >.  S. 


HEROIC  EXAMPLE. 

[Lieutenant  SBACKLETON  says  that  one  of  his 
most  glorious  moments  in  the  Antarctic  wax 
when  lie  dreamed  he  was  eating  bread-and- 
butter.] 

PEKCV,  seated  at  your  teatime  meal, 

Henceforth  you  must  hesitate  to  utter 
Those  objections  which  we  know  you  feel 

To  beginning  it  with  bread-and-butter. 
Rather,  Percival,  must  you  express 

Positive  anxiety  to  tackle  tons, 
That  thereby,  perchance,  you  may  posses* 

Glorious    moments    like    Lieutenant 

SlIACKLETOU's. 

Not  on  januny  rolls  his  fancy  fed  ! 

His  desires  were  infinitely  more  set 
On  a  single  slice  of  British  bread 

Duly  overlaid  with  British  Dorset, 
Fur  in  Polar  regions  this  could  make 

I  ireams  considerably  more  enticing 
Than  could  any  iced  Madeira  cake  ; 

He.  in  point  of  fact,  was  sick  of  icing. 
Round  the  provender  which  you  despise 

Still  his  fondest  recollections  cluster, 
For    on    this    he    fixed    his    dreaming 
eyes  — 

Went  thereon  a  visionary  buster. 
Wherefore  mourn  not  if  your  cake  should 

fail, 

Let  not  such  a  fact,  fastidious  grubber, 
Serve  you  as  the  whaler  serves  the  whale, 
Anil    (revolting    image ! )    make    you 
blubber. 
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OUR  MB.  LLOYD-GEORGE  ON  TOUR. 

FIRST  CITIZEN.  ••THAT'S  'IM,  NKXT  TDK  MAYOR."  SK,  ,.\i>  fin/us.  "WELL.  IT  AIN'T  Ml'l'll  I  .IKK  'IS  I'HTI  !!!> 

Knisr  I'm/ix  "All!     BUT  YOU  WAIT  TILL  YOI"    KAR  '1M  SPKAK." 

[O  rtua  Miiii-trix.  incluiliiigthu  (Jluiiii-olldi-  of  the  Kxchequer,  are  rcporte.l  to  have  spoken  their  political  j^rinriples  into  a  gnuno|'l>"»«\ 
for  tlir  iMMielit  of  The  liiul^ct  Ij';igiie.] 
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IN    A    GARRISON    TOWN. 

Wife  of  Civilian.  "ANY  NEWS  OK  YIH-R  SISTER?" 

Colonel's  Wife.  "On,  HAVEN'T  YOC  HEARD?    Srcn  A  su>  niixo— SHE  '«  HARRIED  A  CIVILIAN 


m  I    Mil:  's    IU.KS    KO   BHAVF.    ABOUT    IT. 


LOST    INNOCENCE. 

Till-:  hours  of  gold  come  back  to  me 

That  Time  lias  pinched  (he  can't  return  'em!, 
The  well-remembered  chost nut-tree 

(Or  was  it,  after  all,  laburnum?), 

The  rural  rill, 
The  shriek  of  dying  pigs — I  hear  them  still. 

'Tis  out  of  no  bucolic  whim 

I  promulgate  agrarian  measures; 
Hut,  now  that  Ixmdon's  lure  is  dim. 

And  stale  to  me  her  storied  pl'-asures, 

I  "d  give  a  lot 
To  be  like  some  of  those  to  whom  they  're  not. 

I  see  them  rubicund  and  hale. 

Men  whom  the  underground  DonpIoBHQ, 
Who  cling  convulsive  to  the  rail 

Of  apoplectic  motor-bi^es. 

On  fire  to  view 
The  splendours  of  St.  Stephen's  and  the  Zoo. 

Krom  hamlets  far  away  they  wend, 

They  breathe  the  air  of  brake  and  coppice, 

They  know  not.  which  the  southward  end 
(If  Regent  Street,  and  which  the  top  is  ; 
They  also  cube 

By  dcvion.s  jinks  their  journeys  on  the  Tub  (, 


Ah,  would  that  I  could  feel  the  thrill, 
As  once  I  felt,  of  urban  clamour, 

Could  hue  my  heart  to  Ludgate  Hill, 
And  re-experience  the  glamour 
Of  Oxford  Street, 

The  magic  and  the  mystery  of  the  Fleet  ; 

Could  share  the  wild  delirious  sense 
Of  those  who  hie  from  havens  stilly, 

And,  flotsam  on  its  seas  immense, 
Could  pause  again  in  Piccadilly 
To  ask  some  bland 

Policeman,  "  ( >flicer,  is  this  the  Strand?" 


Mr.  H.  G.  WF.I.LS  in  The  Daily  Mail  :— 

'•Within  a  year  we  shall  have  aeroplanes  r»]Ml>le  of  Marling  from 
C'al.iis  circling  over  I-ondon,  dropping  a  hundredweight  or  so  of 
rx[il<iM\v  ii|H>ii  tin-  printing  machines  of  The  Daily  Mail  and  returning 
securely  to  I'ahii-  for  another  similar  parcel." 

"It  seems  a  l-»ng  time  to  wait,"  sighed  the  editor  of  a  rival 
paper. 

"The  general  conduct  of  the  operations  will  lie  invader 

vei-sii.-  invader,"  says  7V  Itcrk*  Atl'niixcr  on  the  Army 
MaiKi'imv-.  So  that  when  the  Kaiser  and  the  Empress  of 
lh"  North  arrive  together  we  shall  see  what  we  shall 
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MORE    ENTERPRISE. 

i. 

WALKING     Till-:     CHANNEL. 

PKIZK  TO  PEDESTRIANS. 

HUGE  OFFER. 

EVERYTHING  that  is  possible  having  now 
been  done  —thanks  to  gallant  BLEKIOT — 
to  the  Channel,  either  on  its  surface 
or  above,  The  Morning  Surprise  has 
decided  to  offer  a  prize  of  £1,000  to  the 
first  person,  man,  woman,  or  suffragette, 
who  succeeds  in  walking  on  its  bed  from 
Dover  to  Calais  or  from  Calais  to  Dover. 
The  conditions  are  of  the  simplest. 
Forty-eight  hours'  notice  must  be  given. 
and  the  pedestrian  must  prove  to  the 
satisfaction  of  The  Surprise  that  he  has 
remained  on  the  bottom  and  not  swum. 
Each  competitor  - 
will  be  allowed  to  I 
charter  a  vessel, 
which  will  move 
above  him  at  a  rea- 
sonable walking 
pace,  say  two  miles 
an  hour,  to  supply 
him  with  air,  and, 
if  need  be,  pelagic 
nourishment.  It  is 
understood  that  the 
last  person  to  shake 
hands  with  hkn  on 
the  departing  shore 
and  the  first  as  he 
emerges  from  the 
waters  must  be  a 
representative  of 

The  Morning  Sur- 

m  J 

prise.  Hie  suc- 
cessful or  even  un- 
successful competi- 
tor's record  of  his 
adventures  must  be 
offered  first  to  that 


inlo,  or  worried  and  tortured  in  some 
way  or  other.  It  's  a  bore.  I  tell  yon. 
And  now  comes  the  Hews  that  you  are 
inciting  si  vkhrokers  and  other  walking 
gentlemen  to  tramp  across  me  in  I  heir 
great  boots.  This,  Sir,  is  going  too  far. 
I  ask  you  to  stop  it!  THE  CHANNEL. 

Meanwhile  the  name  of  a  competitor 
was  received,  a  M.  Trotter,  a  French 
subject  of  English  parentage.  M.  Trotter 
was  the  expert  pedestrian  attached  to 
the  firm  of  Lepitapatte,  the  famous  boot- 
makers, and  M.  Lepitapatte  accompanied 
him  to  Calais  to  superintend  the  great 
essay.  Interviewers  at  once  got  to  work. 

ii. 
THE  GREAT  CHANNEL  WALK. 

M.  TROTTER  CONFIDENT. 
Seen  yesterday  by  a  representative  of 


Xncri/.    "COULDS'T  TEB   SEE   THE  NOTICE,    '  ROAD  CLOSED1?" 

Motorist,  "YES!  CONFOUND  YOU,  AND  IT'S  WIDE  OPEN." 


tion  of  Dover,  the  Warden  of  the  Cinque 
I 'oils,  the  Commanding  OHicer  ol  the 
(iarrison,  and  the  Head-master  of  the 
School  are  all  sitting  nji  all  night,  so  as 
ID  .uive  the  heroic  young  pedestrian  a 
good  send-off.  The  only  fly  in  the  oint- 
ment is  M.  Lepitapatte,  who  still  shakes 
his  head  when  he  dips  his  finger  into 
the  sea  and  brings  it  out  wet  and 
thinks  of  the  rocks  at  the  bottom.  There 
is,  of  course,  such  a  thing  as  rating  the 
condition  of  a- pair  of  soles  too  highly  : 
but  excuses  must  be  made  for  the  proud 
inventor  .  .  . 

IV. 

THE  CHANNEL  WALKED! 

Ti(ir.Mj'ii  FOR  FRANCE  AND  Tin-:  Mor.xiM; 

SURPRISE. 

l!i, VOLUTION  IN  TRANSIT. 

No  MORE  MAT.  I>E  MEK. 

Yesterday,  be- 
tween the  hours  (if 
4  A.M.  and  9  P.M. 
the  Channel  was 
walked.  The  hero 
was  M.  Pieton,  who, 
while  M.  Trotter 
was  still  asleep  and 
M.  Lepitapatte  was 
again  testing  the 
dampness  of  the 
sea,  slipped  into  his 
diving  costume  on 
Calais  beach  and, 
descending  into  the 
water,  was  lost  to 
view.  His  pace  be- 
ing slower  even 
than  that  of  M. 
Trotter,  he  was  fed 
with  air  by  a  pre- 
Dreadnought  battle- 
ship .  .  . 

M.  Pieton  will  be 
feted  in  London  to- 
morrow. Hisinten- 


paper,  and  any  quotation  from  it  will  be 
allowed  only  on  humble  application. 

Such  was  the  announcement  which 
appeared  in  TJie  Horning  Surprise 
directly  after  M.  BLERIOT  had  succeeded 
in  dashing  in  where  LEVAVASSEUR  feared 
to  tread.  The  following  day  The  Sur- 
prise, always  magnanimous  and  willing 
to  recognise  the  claims  of  the  other  side 
— the  second  halfpenny  in  the  penny,  so 
to  speak — printed  the  following  com- 
munication :  — 

PATHETIC  LETTER  FROM  THE  CHANNEL. 


SIR,— May   I 
for    a    little? 


ask    you   to 
Really   this 


hold    hard 
is    getting 


The  Morning  Surprise,  M.  Trotter,  the  tion  is  to  walk  to  America  very  shortly. 
intrepid  ambulator,  expressed  his  be- 
lief in  his  powers  of  endurance  under 
the  sea.  He  had,  he  said,  made  a  number 
of  experiments  with  regard  to  obtaining 
a  consort  vessel  that  exactly  matched  his 
own  speed  to  carry  the  tube  and  supply 
him  with  air,  and  had  at  last  found 
the  perfect  article  in  a  dredger  belong- 
ing to  Dover  Harbour.  This,  then, 
would  cross  the  Channel  immediately 
above  him  and  at  his  own  pace  exactly. 

Asked  when  he  would  start,  he  said 
that  as  far  as  he  was  concerned  he  was 


monotonous.     I  am  a  poor  little  Channel  S'et  nis  feet  wet- 


ready  then,  but  the  decision  rested  with 
M.  Lepitapatte,  who  didn't  want  him  to 


at  best — only  twenty  miles  or  so  wide 
at  the  vexed  spot — and  1  've  had  enough  i 
of  it.  I  don't  get  a  minute's  peace. 
Either  I  am  being  steamed  or  sailed 
over  (by  very  bad  sailors,  too,  as  I 
happen  only  too  well  to  know),  or  I  am 


in. 

DELAYS  AT  DOVER. 
M.  TROTTER  IN  DESPAIR. 
Telegraphing  late  last  night  The  Sur- 
prise correspondent  says  that  all  is   in 
readiness  for  M.  Trotter's  departure  early 


being  swum  or  flown  over,  or  dropped  |  to-morrow,  and  the  Mayor  and  Corpora- 


v. 

"An,  is  WELL  WITH  FRANCE." 
JUBILATION  IN  PARIS. 

PARIS. — The  leading  articles  in  all  the 
newspapers  hail  M.  Pieton's  walk  as  a 
great  French  victory.  The  following 
are  some  extracts  : — 

The  Matin. — One  feels  that  man  has 
suddenly  become  greater. 

The  Petit  Parisicn. — The  triumph  of 
Pieton  is  shared  by  all  Frenchmen,  even 
cripples. 

The  Petit  Journal.  —  This  stirring 
victory  is  a  national  victory  which  marks 
a  further  step  in  the  path  of  progress. 

The  Radical. — The  prophets  of  evil 
must  stop  croaking.  All  is  well  with 
France. 

The  Petite  Repvblique. — The  walking 
of  the  Channel  gives  an  impression  of 
definitive  conquest.  Pieton's  name  will 
live  with  those  of  ALEXANDER,  CJCSAR  and 
NAPOLEON. 


i  4,  1909.] 


PUNCH,   OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


79 


MR.    PUNCH'S    RELIABLE    GUIDE    TO    POPULAR    HOLIDAY    RESORTS. 
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1.  SAKT  IUY  IN  !>,]  IVIUNKIE.  4.  SCOTCH  LAIRD  DEER-STAI  MM;.      !i.  SVWBATH  AT  BITCRANKIE.  14.  MurniKix. 
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THE    RABBITS. 

CHAPTER  VII. — ALL  OVKR. 

"  May  I  have  a  dance  ?  "  I  asked  .Miss 
Blair. 

She  put  her  head  on  one  side  and 
considered. 

"One,  two,  three — the  next  but  five," 
she  said. 

"  Thank  you.  That  sounds  a  lot ;  is 
it  only  one  ?  " 

"  You  may  have  two  running  then,  if 
you  like." 

"  What  about  two  running,  and  one 
hopping,  and  one  really  gliding?  Four 
altogether." 

"  We  '11  see,"  said  Miss  Blair  gravely. 

Myra,  who  was  being  very  busy,  came 
up  and  dragged  me  away. 

"  I  want  to  introduce  you  to  somebody. 
I  say,  have  you  seen  Thomas?" 

"  It 's  no  earthly  good  introducing  me 
to  Thomas  again." 

"  He 's  so  important,  because  he  thinks 
the  dance  was  his  idea  ;  of  course  I  'd 
meant  to  have  it  all  along.  There  she  is 
— her  name 's  Dora  Dalton.  I  think  it 's 
Dora." 

"I  shall  call  her  Dora  anyhow." 

I  was  introduced,  and  we  had  a  very 
jolly  waltz  together.  She  danced  de- 
lightfully ;  and  when  we  had  found  a 
comfortable  corner  she  began  to  talk. 

She  said,  "  Do  you  play  cricket  ?  " 

I  was  rather  surprised,  but  I  kept 
quite  cool,  and  said,  "  Yes." 

"My  brother's  very  fond  of  it.  He 
is  very  good  too.  He  was  playing  here 
yesterday  against  Mr.  Mannering's  team, 
and  made  six,  and  then  the  umpire  gave 
him  out ;  but  he  wasn't  out  really,  and 
he  was  very  angry.  I  don't  wonder,  do 
you?" 

I  had  a  sudden  horrible  suspicion. 

"Did  you  say  your  name  was  Dora — 
I  mean  his  name  was  Dalton  ?  " 

"  Yes.  And  just  because  he  was 
angry,  which  anybody  would  be,  the 
wicket-keeper  was  very  rude  and  told 
him  to  go  home  and  —  and  bake  his 
head." 

"Not  bake,"  I  said  gently,  my  sus- 
picions having  now  become  almost  a 
certainty.  "  Boil." 

"  Go  home  and  boil  his  head,"  she 
repeated  indignantly. 

"And  did  lie?" 

"Did  he  what?" 

"  Er — did  he  understand — I  mean 
don't  you  think  your  brother  may  have 
misunderstood  ?  I  can't  believe  that  a 
wicket-keeper  would  ever  demean  him- 
self by  using  the  word  '  boil.'  Not  as 
you  might  say  boll.  '  Cool  his  head ' 
was  probably  the  expression — it  was  a 
very  hot  day,  I  remember.  And  .  .  . 
ah,  there's  the  music  beginning  again. 
Shall  we  go  back  ?  " 

I  am  afraid  Miss  Dalton's  version  of 
the  incident  was  not  quite  accurate. 


What  had  happened  was  this:  1  had 
stumped  the  fellow  when  he  was  nearly 
a  mile-and-a-hall  outside  his  crease  ;  and 
when  lie  got  bark  to  it  sonic  minutes 
later  and  found  the  umpire's  hand  up, 
he  was  extremely  indignant  and  dramatic 
about  it.  Quite  to  myself,  solto  roue  as  it 
were,  I  murmured,  "  Oh,  go  home  !  "  and 
I  may  have  called  attention  in  some  way 
to  the  "  bails."  But  as  to  passing  any 
remarks  about  boiling  heads  —well,  it 
simply  never  occurred  to  me. 

I  had  a  dance  with  Myra  shortly  after 
this.  She  had  been  so  busy  and  impor- 
tant that  I  felt  quite  a  stranger.  I 
adapted  my  conversation  accordingly. 

"  It 's  a  very  jolly  floor,  isn't  it  ?  "  I 
said  as  I  brought  her  an  ice. 

"  Oh,  yes !  "  said  Myra,  playing  up 
promptly. 

"  Have  you  been  to  many  floors — -I 
mean  dances,  lately  ?  " 

"  Oh,  yes !  " 

"So  have  I.  I  think  dances  have 
been  very  late  lately.  I  think  when  the 
floor's  nice  it  doesn't  matter  about  the 
ices..  Don't  you  think  the  band  is  rather 
too  elastic — I  mean  keeps  very  g<  xxl  time  ? 
I  think  so  long  as  the  time  is  good  it 
doesn't  matter  about  the  floor." 

" Oh,  isn't  it ? "  said  Myra  enthusias- 
tically. 

There  was  a  pleasant  pause  while  we 
both  thought  of  something  else  to  say. 

"  Have  you,"  we  began 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,"  we  said  at  once. 

"  I  was  going  to  say,"  Myra  went  on, 
"  have  you  read  any  nice  books  lately,  or 
are  you  fonder  of  tennis  ?  " 

"  I  like  reading  nice  books  about 
tennis,"  I  said.  "  If  they  are  nice 
Ijooks  and  are  really  about  tennis.  Er — 
do  yon  live  in  London  ?  " 

"  Yes.  It  is  so  handy  for  the  theatres, 
isn't  it?  There  is  no  place  exactly  like 
London,  is  there?  I  mean  it's  so 
different." 

"  Well,  of  course  up  in  Liverpool  we 
do  get  the  trams,  you  know,  now  .  .  . 
I  say,  I  'm  tired  of  pretending  I  've  only 
just  met  you.  Let's  talk  properly." 

At  this  moment  I  heard  a  voice  say, 
"  Let 's  try  in  here,"  and  Archie  and 
Dahlia  appeared. 

"  Hallo  !  here  's  the  happy  pair,"  said 
Myra. 

They  came  in  and  looked  at  us  diffi- 
dently. I  leant  back  and  ga/ed  at  the 
ceiling. 

"Were  you  just  going?"  said  Archie. 

"  We  were  not."  I  said. 

"Then  we  '11  stay  and  talk  to  you." 

"  We  were  in  the  middle  of  an  impor- 
tant conversation." 

"  Oh,  don't  mind  us." 

"  Thank  you.  It  's  really  for  your 
benefit,  so  you  'd  better  listen.  Let  me 
see,  where  were  we  ?  Oh  yes,  '  One 
pound  of  beef,  ninepence;  three  pounds 
of  potatoes,  fourpence ;  one  piece  of 


emery  paper  for  the   blanc-nmnge,  tup- 
pence; one  pound  of  india-rubber — 

''  Dahlia  dui'liny,'  "  interrupted  Myra, 
in  a  fair  imitation  of  Archie's  voice, 
' '  how  often  have  I  told  you  that  we 
can't  afford  india-rubber  in  the  cake? 
Just  a  few  raisins  and  a  cherry  is  really 
all  you  want,  You  mustn't  be  so  extra- 
vagant.' " 

"'Dearest,  I  do  try;  and  alter  all, 
love,  it  wasn't  I  who  fell  into  the  cocoa 
last  night.'  " 

"'I  didn't  fall  in,  I  simply  dropped 
my  pipe  in,  and  it  was  you  insisted  on 
pouring  it  away  afterwards.  And  then 
look  at  this — One  yard  of  lace  — -Is.  fid. 
That  's  for  the  cutlets,  I  suppose.  For 
people  in  our  circumstances  paper  i'ril- 
lings  are  quite  sufficient.'  " 

Archie  and  Dahlia  listened  to  us  with 
open  months.  Then  they  looked  at  each 
other  and  then  at  us  again. 

"  Is  there  any  more  ?  "  asked  Archie. 

"There's  lots  more,  but  we've  for- 
gotten it." 

"  You  aren't  ill  or  anything  ?  " 

"We  are  both  perfectly  well." 

"  How  's  Miss  Dalton  ?" 

"Dora,"  I  said,  "is  also  well.  So  is 
Miss  Fortescue,  and  so  is  Thomas.  We 
are  all  well." 

"I  thought  perhaps — 

"  No,  there  you  are  wrong." 

"  I  expect  it 's  just  the  heat  and  the 
excitement,"  said  Dahlia  with  a  smile. 
"It  takes  some  people  like  that." 

"I'm  afraid  you  miss  our  little 
parable,"  said  Myra. 

".We  do.    Come  on,  Dahlia." 

"You'll  pardon  me,  Archibald,  but 
Miss  Blair  is  dancing  this  with  me." 

Archie  objected  strongly,  but  1  left 
him  with  Myra,  and  took  Miss  Blair 
away.  We  sat  on  the  stairs  and  thought. 

"It  has  been  a  lovely  week,"  said 
Miss  Blair. 

"  It  has,"  I  agreed. 

"  Perhaps  more  lovely  for  me  than 
for  you." 

"  That's  just  where  I  don't  agree  with 
you.  You  know,  we  think  it 's  greatly 
over-rated.  Falling  in  love,  I  mean." 

"Who's 'we'?" 

"  Myra  and  I.  We  Ve  been  talking  it 
over.  That 's  why  wo  rather  dwelt  upon 
the  sordid  side  of  it  just  now.  I  suppc  >so 
we  didn't  move  you  at  all  ?  " 

"No,"  said  Miss  Blair,  "we're 
settled." 

"  That 's  exactly  it,"  I  said.  "  I  should 
hate  to  be  settled.  It 's  so  much  more 
fun  like  this.  Myra  quite  agrees  with  me." 

Miss  Blair  smiled  to  herself.  "  But 
perhaps  some  day —  "  she  began. 

"I  don't  know.  I  never  look  more 
than  a  week  ahead.  'It  has  been  great 
fun  this  week,  and  it  will  probably  be 
great  fun  next  week.'  That's  my  motto." 

"  Well,  ye-es,"  said  Miss  Blair  doubt- 
fully. THE  END.  A.  A.  M. 
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REMNANT    DAY    AT   THE    ROYAL    ACADEMY. 

WE  SOQQEST  THAT,   IN   VIEW   OK  THE   DEPRESSION   IN   ART  CIBCLE8,   ARTISTS   SHOULD   BE   ALLOWED  TO   VEND  TIIE1B  OWN   PICTURES. 


THE    DEFERRED    FOUR. 

"  \Ve  want  8, 

Ami  we  won't  wait." — Old  Sony. 
"  You  just  wait, 

And  you  '11  get  8."— Xew  Song. 

SCENE — District  Hallway. 

h'udical  Passenger  (to  Tori/  Pattenger). 
Well,  so  you  're  going  to  have  your  eight, 
after  all ;  and  I  suppose  you  feel  pretty 
cock-a-whoop  over  what  you  are  pleased 
to  regard  as  the  success  of  your  inauu- 
I'ai-tured  agitation? 

Tori/  Pasnentjer.  Not  at  all.  We  made 
our  protest,  and  appealed  to  public 
opinion,  and  then  left  the  Government 
•tone,  because  there  were  rumours,  long 
ago,  that  they  mwnl  to  give  way.  There's 
nothing  to  shout  about.  If  you  haveany 
M'II-<'  of  decency  you  don't  crow  when 
your  opponent  admits  that  you  were  in 
tin'  right. 

Railiful.  Hut  your  jingo  journals  will 
be  raisin^  all  sorts  of  pa-ans  of  triumph. 

Tory.  1  think  not.  They  have  received 
the  news  with  a  very  proper  and  digni- 
fied decorum.  Xo  .shouts  of  victory  as 
if  it  were  a  party  question  ;  just  a  quiet 
satisfaction  for  the  country's  sake,  dash,  •.  I 


with  a  little  natural  regret  that,  owing 
to  three  years  of  false  economy,  we  are 
still  behind  in  our  programme.  But 
perhaps  you  haven't  read  our  papers? 

Radical.  No,  I  haven't ;  and  I  don't 
want  to.  (Plunaes  into  his  Radical 
rreniiKj  paper.  A  pause.)  Ha!  I  see 
why  you  're  not  jubilant  over  the  Dread- 
nouyhts.  Have  you  read  this  leader  ? 

Tori/.  No,  I  haven't ;  andl  don't  want  to. 

Radical.  Well,  you  shall  have  it  read 
to  you,  then.  (Reads  aloud.)  "  An  air 
of  melancholy  pervaded  the  comments  of 
the  Opposition  last  night  on  the  decision 
of  the  (iovcrnmcnt  to  proceed  with  the 
'  cunt ingent  Dreadnoughts.'  To  lie  cut 
off  from  their  popular  thesis  that  the 
country  is  in  danger  from  the  cheese- 
paring economy  of  a  Liberal  Government 
is  like  parting  with  an  old  friend  who 
lias  done  yeoman's  sen  ice  in  past  times. 
The  farewell  is  painful  and  reluctant." 

Tory.  "  Evil  be  to  him,"  Ac.  A  man 
who  could  write  like  that — well,  it  seems 
that  then1  arc  no  limits  to  what  some 
Englishmen  will  believe  about  their 
political  opponents. 

adii-nl.   I  say,  where  did  you  get  that 
ilast  phrase  from? 


Tory.  Out  of  my  head,  of  course,  after 
hearing  what  you  read. 

I'ltdicnl.  Well,  it's  rather  a  curious 
coincidence,  but  there's  something  very 
like  it  lower  down  here,  only  with  the 
"no "left  out  before  "limits."  It  says 
that  your  agitation  has  lx>en  "  a  comph-ti- 
fiasco,"  because  the  public  "altogether 
refused  to  believe  that  a  Government 
which  had  dealt  so  frankly  with  the  facts 
and  saw  so  clearly  the  possible  points  of 
danger  needed  any  urging  to  do  what 
was  necessary  for  safety."  Then  it  goes 
on  to  say:  "There  are  limits  to  what  the 
average  Englishman  will  believe  about 
his  political  opponents." 

Tory.  Well,  then,  your  Kadical  leader- 
writer  must  l>e  something  else  than  an 
"average  Englishman,"  for  there  MI-IU 
to  l)e  wo  limits  to  what  lie  is  prepared  to 
believe  about  his  political  opponents. 

Radical.  I  get  out  here.  Good  evening. 

Tory.  Au  retoir,  and  honi  soit. 

^Well  Meant. 

"  The  arrival  of  ll.M.S.  Talhot  at  Erith  was 
i:n  incident  in  a  series  of  revelations  as  to  the 
strength  of  onr  Navy  which  made  most  people 
who  witnessed  the  sight  man  el  at  Kngland'B 
supremacy  on  the  sea," — Erith  Obserrrr. 
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The  New  Curate.  "Is  YOUR  HUSBAND  is,  MRS    JOKES?" 
Cottager.  "No,  zun,  'E  BE  GOXE  pmux'." 

Curate.   "An,    I'M   GLAD  TO   HEAR  THAT.      TERRITORIALS.    I   PKKSUMi:  ?  " 

Cottager.  "  Xo,  Zuit.     Ti'RXi'PS  ! " 


NURSERY  NOTES. 

MOTHER  OF  ONE.  —  (I)  We  should 
strongly  advise  you  to  get  rid  of  the 
nurse  who  is  in  the  habit  of  leaving 
baby  in  the  bath  for  two  hours  while 
she  just  "slips  out  to  the  post."  (2) 
Rabbits  should  not  be  kept  in  the  room 
where  the  child  sleeps. 

MAVOURXEEN. — You  say  baby  has  got 
his  head  stuck  between  the  bars  of  the 
nursery  window  and  can't  get  it  back. 
And  this  is  already  Tuesday!  11  hi/ 
didn't  you  wire?  Send  for  a  blacksmith 
at  once,  and  meanwhile  amuse  him,  and 
do  not  let  him  know  the  predicament  lie 
is  in. 

HOPKLKSS. — Your  complaint  that  baby 


is  "exactly  like  Mr.  Haldane,  M.P."  is  a 
common  one.  He  will  soon  get  over  this 
stage.  Yes,  you  were  quite  right ;  even 
though  your  husband  is  a  veterinary 
surgeon  it  was  better  to  have  the  doctor 
as  well. 

ANXIOUS. — (1)  Don't  be  unreasonable ; 
a  child  of  six  weeks  cannot  be  expected 
to  know  the  difference  between  mcum 
and  tuitm.  At  present  he  is  probably 
more  interested  in  mummy  and  tuinmy. 
(2)  To  prevent  him  from  biting  his 
uncle's  ear,  smear  it  with  mustard. 

BROWNIE. — You  say  you  are  worried 
because  baby  has  eaten  the  front  page 
of  The  Daily  Neics.  There  is  no  cause  for 
anxiety.  The  back  page  of  The  Express 
would  perhaps  be  the  best  antidote. 


PATEII. — You  complain  that  your  son 
has  been  disobedient,  will  not  ask  for 
forgiveness,  and  that  nothing  you  can  do 
will  bring  him  to  his  knees.  Why  not 
try  bringing  him  to  your  knees  and  let 
him  study  the  pattern  of  the  carpet 
while  you  do  the  rest? 

PROUD  PAHKNT  writes:  "I  thought  you 
might  be  interested  to  know  that  our 
doctor  declares  that  my  latest  is  the 
liuest  baby  he  has  ever  seen.  I  enclose 
a  photograph."  Thank  you,  "Proud 
Parent."  The  photo  you  enclose  is  the 
400th  we  have  received  this  week  of  the 
"  finest  baby  the  doctor  has  ever  seen," 
and  it  enables  us  to  complete  another  of 
the  screens  which  \ve  send  every  week 
to  one  of  the  hospitals. 


HINTS  TO  A  BEGINNER. 

IF  writing  verse  be  your  delight, 

Be  careful  with  your  theme  ; 
This  useful  maxim  keep  in  sight, 
That  things — and  chiefly  things  you 

write — 
Are  seldom  what  they  seem. 

Let  critics  be  your  constant  dread, 

And,  as  your  poem  grows, 
Look  ever  cautiously  ahead. 
Lest  all  unconsciously  you  tread 

On  someone  else's  toes. 

Whatever  subject  you  discuss, 

Be  meek  as  you  are  mild  ; 
Cork  up  your  satire,  label  thus  : 
"This  poem  is  innocuous 

Alike  to  man  and  child." 

You  cannot  be  too  circumspect 

Or  use  too  nice  a  care ; 
The  critic's  brighter  intellect 
Some  subtle  meaning  will  detect 

Which  really  isn't  there. 

On  rare  occasions  you  will  find 

Him  lenient  enough  ; 
But  if  he  chance  to  feel  unkind, 
Or  if  the  chop  on  which  he  dined 

Was  more  than  common  tough, 

lie  for  vituperation  plumps 

And,  as  1  can  attest, 
He  takes  your  verse  by  lines  or  lumps 
And  metaphorically  jumps 

On  your  defenceless  chest. 

Ills  wrath,  of  course,  may  be  defied, 

Nor  will  his  lances  prick. 
If  you  by  nature  are  supplied 
like  the  rhinoceros  with  hide 

Inordinately  thick. 

But  if,  like  mine,  your  courage  goes 

With  every  critic's  curse, 
Take  good  advice  from  one  who  knows : 
Write  nothing  in  the  shape  of  prose, 

And  less  in  that  of  verse. 


The  British  interviewer  who  wanted, 
by  way  of  compliment,  to  call  M.  BLERIOT 
"a  regular  flier,"  was  ill-advised  to  say, 
"  Monsieur,  vous  ctes  unvoleurregulier." 
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WINGED  VICTORY. 

[With  Mr.  Punch's  best  felicitations  to  France  anil  Louts  BLEBIOT.  July  25.  1909.] 
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ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 

KviKAiTKII  HIOM    I I1K  DlARY  OK  ToBY,   M.I'. 

Hniise  of  Commonx,  Mondni/,  •/«'//  I'd. 
— Ammui.Mi'KiAN  \  hrcathesagain.  For 
lour  mouths  has  carried  alxmt  \vilh  him 
a  secret  heavier  to  bear  than  was  the  Old 
\l:iii  <if  tin'  Si 'i i  nil  ,S/;i/)'K/'x  shoulders. 
In  March  last  pn>\  IMOII  was  niailc  in 
Navy  Kstimales  I'nr  building  four  new 
Drendnoughtt.  In  a  >ort  of  postscript, 

which,  as  u-oial.  \vas  the  most  important 
part  of  the  communication,  he  intimated 
contingency  of  an  additional  four. 

On  this  public  attention  centred. 
Four  new  battleships  would  straightway 
lie  added  to  the  Fleet.  That  a  matter 
of  commonplace  certainty.  lint  what 
about  the  contingent  four? 

Someone  broke  the  stillness  of  a  .Sab- 
bath morning  by  announcing  within 
fortnight  of  the  FIRST  lawn's  statement 
that  the  contingency  was  a  reality,  the 
"  may  "  governing  the  proposition  being 
changed  into  "shall."  In  short  the 
hypothetical  ships  were  already  -—  the 
article  was  published  on  April  J— deter- 
mined upon  as  an  actuality.  There- 
upon storm  of  enquiry  broke  n|>on  the 
Treasury  IVnch.  \Vas  this  statement 
authentic,  or  was  it  a.  vain  imagining? 

Difficult  position  even  for  the  wariest 
astntest  of  First  I/mls.  If  ho  continued 
it,  lie  would  have  important  section  ol 
Ministerialists  in  revolt.  As  it  turns 
out,  it  was  impossible  to  deny  it.  To 
any  one  l(x>king  back  over  the  four 
months,  with  full  knowledge  officially 
conveyed  to-night,  the  ADMIRAL'S  clever- 
ness of  fence  in  circumstances  of  extreme 
difficulty  becomes  for  the  first  time  fully 


"  T^'st  sudden  lurch  to  larboard  or  starlxxirc 
should  explode  it." 

(Admiral  MeKenna.) 


t.    Repeatedly 

pressed  in  varied  form 
of  enquiry,  he  did  not 
say  "  Yes  ;  "  he  never 
-aid  "No;"  yet  he 
managed  to  convey  im- 
pres^ion  that  he  was 
really  answering  the 
question. 

At  the  moment  when 
he  rose  this  evening  ill 
Committee  on  Navy 
Estimates,  no  official 
indication  of  Minis- 
terial intention  with 
respect  to  the  four 
contingent  battleships 
had  been  forthcoming. 
But  who,  short  of  pos- 
session of  vivid  imagi- 
nation, shall  picture 
the  ADMIRAL'S  suffer- 
ings during  these  four 
months?  What  lock- 
ing of  his  bedroom 
door  at  night  -lest  a. 
Suffragette  might  enter 

and  extort  his  -rcret! 
What  restraint  at  the 
Cupper-table  lest  resul- 
tant night  mare  might 
give  it  away!  What 
extreme  caution  with 
respect  to  weather  con- 
ditions on  treading  his 
quarter-deck,  lest  sud- 
den lurch  of  the  ship 
to  larlxiard  or  star- 
l>oard  should  expl<xle 
it !  What  careful 
avoidance  of  the  Poet 
laureate  of  the  Xavy 
league  with  his  insis- 
tence oil  eight  and  his 
blunt  refusal  to  wait ! 
All  is  over  now. 
The  secret  is  out.  We 
shall  have  the  eight 
without  undue  wait. 


IF  JOHN  ELLIS  HAD  BEEN  N'ELSOS      How  DIFFERENT  HISTORY 

Wori.ll   HAVE   BEEN. 

"  Well,  Pasco,  have  you  placed  t!ie  geranium*  and  the 
canaries  in  all  the  gun- ports,  and  dung-up  all  ll»>  illumiimt.-d 
ti'xts  ?  Uood !  Now,  please  hoist  the  signal,  '  Nelson  confides 
that  every  Frenchman  will  come  on  Imard  to  tea.' " 

(It  will  1»>  noticed  that  in  order  to  avoid  any  ap|»>arun.  .>  .if 
"  craven  "  preparedness  .1.  E.  has  voluntarily  removed  hi*  other 
arm.) 


After  four  months'  fit  fnl  fever  the  ADM  IRAL 
sleeps  well. 

Business  done. —  Official  announcement 
made  that  the  Fleet  will  1x3  strengthened 
by  four  additional  Dreadnoughts,  hither- 


to "contingent." 

Tnesddy.  • —  Historic 


scene    to-night 


staged  in  both  Houses.  From  Diplo- 
matic Gallery  in  the  ('ominous,  later 
from  side  galleries  in  House  of  Ix>rds, 
United  South  Africa  looks  on  whilst 
tin'  Imperial  Legislature  confirms  the 
( 'barter  of  its  self-dominion.  As  CKI.WI: 
said  in  speech  worthy  the  occasion,  for 
many  years  the  Colonies  that,  cluster 
between  the  Kqiiati ir  and  the  Cape  have 
been  groping  towards  union.  Today 
they  find  it  under  the  friend'y  shield  of 


Great  Britain. 
The    pages 


of     history     present     no 


parallel  to  the  episode.      Nine  years  ago 


some  of  the  men  who  by  right  of  Privy 
Oouncillorship  stand  (o-day  on  the  steps 
of  the  Throne  or  look  on  from  the 
galleries  held  each  o(her  in  the  grip  of 
one  jf  the  bitterest,  hardest-fought  wars 
of  the  closing  century.  Here  (hey  gather 
shoulder  to  shoulder,  whilst  final  touch 
is  given  to  an  act  of  statesmanship 
wrought  in  their  own  country 
own  hands.  Truly 
proclamation  made 

fashion  that  Peace  hath  her  victories  not 
less  renowned  than  War. 

The  MEMIIKR  FOR  SARK  insists  that 
among  the  general  felicitations  we  should 
not  forget  that  this  marvellous  work 
would  never  have  been  achieved  but 
for  the  courage  and  constancy,  the  far- 
seeing  statesmanship,  of  I  Ir.NRV  (.'AMPBELL- 
l'.\\M.RM\y.  The  bestowal  of  indepen- 
dent Government  upon  the  Tran-va.J 


their 

never    before    was 
in     such     striking 
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and  the  Orange  Free  State,  still  bleed- 
ing from  the  buffets  of  devastating  war, 
was  his  crowning  service  to  a  country 
to  which  he  devoted  the  best  years  of 
his  life.  It  was  a  leap  in  the  dark  whose 
audacity  was  in  influential  quarters  de- 
nounced as  rashly  imperilling  the  advan- 
tages gained  by  a  costly  war.  In  his 
quiet  way,  with  unassuming  manner 
that  concealed  indomitable  will,  C.-B. 


persisted. 

Business   done.- 


-Bill  enacting  union 


of  South  Africa  read  a  second  time  in 
the  Lords  amid  general  acclaim. 

House  of  Lords,  Thursday.  —  Lord 
HALSBURY  more  than  ever  in  favour  of 
shorter  Sessions. 
If  current  one  had  , 
closed  a  fortnight 
ago,  things  would 
have  been  much 
pleasanter.  To 
begin  with,  exten- 
sion provided  op- 
portunity for  awk- 
ward statement  as 
to  condition  of 
Magisterial  Bench 
in  town  and  county 
when  the  present 
LORD  CHANCELLOR 
came  into  office. 
Turned  out  that 
overwhelming  ma- 
jority of  J.P.'s  were 
by  strange  chance 
of  one  political 
colour.  And  now 
here 's  this  County 
Courts  Bill,  intro- 
duced with  double 
object  of  relieving 
pressure  of  work  in 
the  High  Courts 
and  cheapening 
law  costs,  to  the 
class  least  able  to 
bear  them,  by  ex- 


THE    PUBLIC'S    PRIVILEGE. 

"  PLEAS  r.  send  the  manager  to  me,"  f 
said. 

The  waiter  did  so.  obviously  wonder- 
ing a  little  what  was  wrong,  as  he  had 
not  been  more  than  ten  minutes  in 
executing  my  order,  and  the  table-cloth 
was  as  suggestive  of  previous  lunchers 
as  English  people  like  it  to  be. 

The  manager  came,  with  the  usual 
expression  of  surprised  innocence  and 
self-protectiveness. 

"  No,  there 's  nothing  wrong,"  I  said. 
"  I  merely  wanted  to  talk  a  little." 

He  inclined  his  head. 


here."  and  I  showed  him  the  morning 
paper,  with  an  account  of  the  glut  of 
strawberries  in  London--  tons  and  tons 
going  begging  in  Covent  <  larden  —  2d.  a 
pound  in  the  streets.  "And  now  look 
at  this."  I  added,  and  showed  him  his 
^•STRAWBERRIES  AND  CREAM" 
in  large  type  in  the  menu — ''STRAW- 
BERRIES AND  CREAM,  2/-." 

"  Why,"  I  said,  "  don't  yon  give  the 
public  the  opportunity  of  sharing  in  this 
accident  of  fecundity  ?  Why  not  say 
'  Strawberries  and  cream,  6<i,'  for  ex- 
ample ?  " 

"  Oh,  no,"  he  said,  "  that  wouldn't  do. 
They  'd  take  us  for  a  cheap  and  common 
place.     Prices  must 
i        be  kept  up." 

"  Then  it 's  really 
the  public  that  fix 
the  prices?"  I 
hazarded. 

"Absolutely,"  he 
replied. 
Is  it? 


AT  IIKR  OLD  GAMES. 


tending  jurisdiction 
of  County  Courts. 

In  the  lightness  of  heart  that  accom- 
panies perennial  youth,  HALSHURY  moved 
to  omit  Clause  I.,  the  main,  indispensable, 
prop  of  the  measure.  Motion  opposed 
by  so  high,  impartial,  independent 
authority  as  the  EX-PRESIDENT  OF  THE 
PROBATE  COURT.  Carried  by  majority  of 
5,  a  significant  variation  from  usual 
muster  against  Government  Bills.  There- 
upon LORD  CHANCELLOR,  to  consternation 
of  Opposition,  declined  to  proceed  further 
with  the  Bill.  In  vain  HALSIU  i;v  protested 
against  this  unexpected  consequence  of 
his  own  action.  CHEWE,  supporting  his 
colleague,  renounced  all  interest  in  an 
infant  which,  as  he  said,  had  beeh 
"  strangled  at  its  birth." 

Negotiations  privately  going  forward 
with  object  of  reinstating  Bill.  Up  to 
to-night  not  .successful. 


Nurse  Lorelmm.  "Ho,  indeed,  Missis  'Algebury!  So  you've  bin  a- 
'ave  yer?  pore  little  darlin' !  'Aven't  'urt  it  indeed  !  It 's  a  lot  o'  use 
you  Ye  once  set  on  'em  !  !  " 

(Lords  Halsbury  and  Loreburn.) 


"  Why,"  I  said,  drawing  his  attention 
to  the  menu,  "why  this  large  type  for 
the  NEW  of  peas  ?  It  is  now  mid-July. 
Would  not  '  peas  '  be  enough  ?  No  one 
takes  them  out  of  a  bottle  now,  surely?" 

He  shrugged  his  shoulders.  "Our 
customers  expect  it,"  he  said. 

"It  excites  them,  I  suppose,"  I  said, 
"and  thus  prepares  them  to  pay  the 
price  asked  —  a  shilling.  But  why  a 
shilling?"  I  continued.  ''Why  ask  a 
shilling  for  a  pennyworth  of  peas  ?  You 
only  ask  a  penny  for  bread  and  a  penny 
for  butter,  and  they  have  to  be  manu- 
factured. Peas  grow." 

He  shrugged  his  shoulders  again. 
"Peas  are  a  luxury,"  he  said. 

"Very  well,"  I  continued,  "I  will 
grant  that.  The  profit  is  no  doubt  just 
— from  your  point  of  view.  But  look 


"  Blenkarne— Harri- 
son. —  On  Thursday, 
July  21th,  18T9  (thirty 
years  ago  to-day)  .  .  . 
W.  L'Heureux  Blen- 
karne, M.R.C.8 

only  surviving  son  of 
David  Blenkarne,  soli- 
citor, of  Notting-hill, 
\V.,  great-grandson  of 
David  L'Heureux,  of 
Paris,  and  grandson 
of  the  Rev.  James 
Blenkarne,  M.A.,  vicar 
of  Great  S.  Helen, 
Bishopsgate,  E.G. 
(1799-1835),  Afternoon 
Lecturer  at  the  Church 
of  S.  George's-in-the- 
East,  President  of  Sion 
College,  Chaplain  to 
Guy's  Hospital  and  to 
tlii-  Duke  of  Graftou, 

settin'  on  tins  one  now,   and  formerly  of  Ashby- 

trvin1  to  rear  'em  when  de-la-Zouche,  to  Annie 
Harrison,  elder  daugh- 
ter of  James  Harrison, 
J.P.,  of  Buckingham. 

I  Continental,    colonial,   and    provincial    papers 

I  please  copy." — Daily  Telegraph. 

I  Circulating  as  he  does  about  the  Conti- 
nent, the  Colonies  and  the  Provinces, 
Mr.  Punch  feels  that  the  appeal  to  copy 
this  is  made  expressly  to  him.  He 
therefore  hastens  to  give  it  the  publicity 
of  his  columns,  while  confessing  with 
shame  that  for  thirty  years  he  had  been 
in  complete  ignorance  that  such  things 
had  happened.  For  all  he  had  heard 
there  might  have  been  a  conspiracy  to 
keep  him  in  the  dark  about  it. 


"  The  conference  points  out  that  many  acci- 
dents mi^'lit  IK-  avoided  if  drivers  exercised 
more  cat>." — Daily  Graphic. 

There    are    quite    enough    cars    taking 
exercise  as  it  is,  thank  you. 
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S-inirc.  "Yop  CAN'T  curMBLi;  AT  THE  MARKKT  FUR  i-ios  JCST  sow;  Tiir.v  'in.  H-.IVHIS'  A  <,i>oii  PIMM." 

Old  Tenant  Farmer.  "  WKLI.,  AS  FAR  AS  THAT  DO  oo,  I  SUTOSK  IIICT  HE,  m'T  I.OHK  \\IHT  A  PIIICI;  nn:v  ni:  10  nrv." 


LOVK. 

I  I'W  tlie  first  time  in  the  annals  (if  literature 

tin-,  iuijioi  I  ml  topir  i>  treatccl  in  verse.] 

Prologue. 
MY  love  is  seated  on  a  bench 

l>eneath  tlie  overhanging  tree, 
And.  though  she  is  a  comely  wench, 

1  .1111  ;is  bored  as  I  can  be. 
I  lie  full  length  upon  the  lawn 
And  yawn  and  yawn  and  yawn  and  yawn. 

Then,  wond'ring  how  she's  getting  on, 
J  rise  to  find  the  lady  gone. 

Tlie  Material  Part. 
When  I  am  making  love  to  girls, 

I  run  my  fingers  through  my  hair; 
I  call  attention  to  the  curls, 

I  tell  them  that  it  's  rude  to  Mare. 
Tin.-,  hort  of  go.-,Mping  one  knows  '11 
I  Ye p.i re  the  way  for  one's  proposal. 

Hut  a-,  for  you   ...    I  am  appalled 
To  think  you  're  very  likely  bald. 

\\  hen  girls  are  making  love  to  me. 
They  pa>s  me  all  the  things  they  think 

I  most  prefer  to  e;it.  and  see 

That  I  have  all  I  want  to  drink  ; 

They  never  broach  the  topic  till 

I  Ve  obviously  had  my  fill. 

When  girl.-i  are  making  love  to  you  .   .  . 
I  don't  believe  the\   ever  do. 


Of  all  the  illness  in  the  world 

This  love-complaint  is  hardest  cured, 

For  hair  may  be  for  ever  curled. 
And  food  for  ever  be  endured  ; 

And  we  could  evermore  di>cu-.-, 

The  all-siiflicing  topic  "  IS." 

The  last  two  couplets  hard  I v  seem 
To  have  a  bearing  on  the  theme. 

When  love  is  true,  then  love  is  hot  ; 

You  cannot  mind  your  Q's  and  I'  -  : 
You  have  to  voice  it  on  the  sjKit, 

Yon  have  to  voice  it  on  your  knee>. 
Yet,  when  you  're  thinking  to  propose. 
Yon  simply  mustn't  blow  your  nose. 

The  .Tightest  sneeze,  the  merest  cough 
Will  put  the  kindest  lady  off. 

EpSogue. 

The  waning  of  the  winter  moon. 

The  .-imincr  of  the  summer  sky, 
The  awe  of  autumn's  afternoon, 

These  have  their  wherefore  and   their 

why. 

And,  gentle  reader,  even  yon 
May  have  some  hidden  meaning  too. 

This  poem,  on  the  other  hand. 
I  own  /  cannot  understand. 


More  Triangular  Cricket. 

"Against    Surrey,   tn-morrow.  Si«::ii-r-fl    will 
]KM|  Middlesex."      IJnyiff  \\~rcMy. 


1HSI.KY   AND   KUSINESS. 

pmrlinil  liinl",  jiiflteil  iijnil  ItiiJey,  forll** 
'T  iin'iilinii-f  nl  nmrkrmrn  ir/icn  in  nrl'mn. 

THE  prone  position  is  inadvisable 
when  you  are  aiming  at  dirigibles. 

Umbrellas  should  not  \»-  taken  into 
the  firing  line— not  even  in  wet  weather. 

LBBKXUMie  and  shandygaff  are  seldom 
obtainable  in  action  :  marksmen  imiRt 
therefore  be  prepared  (a)  to  Mick  i«-bbles, 
or  (b)  to  go  without. 

Should  you  aim  at  one  infantryman 
and  inadvertently  hit  another,  say 
notli'iiig.  The  chances  are  that,  in  the 
Hurry  of  the  moment,  the  error  will 
escape  notice,  and  your  innocent  dfeep- 
tion  may  well  be  excused  in  the  hour  of 
national  peril. 

A  simple  rule  for  s»-oring  is— any- 
where in  the  tunic,  one. 

Mounted  men  have  an  irritating  habit 
of  moving  from  one  position  to  another, 
the  object  living  to  baulk  the  steadfast 
marksman.  The  best  way  to  meet  this 
diiliciilty  is  to  make  corresponding  altera- 
tions in  the  direction  of  your  riHe-barrel. 

When  >hooliug  off  a  tie  with  an  OJ>|K»- 
ing  marksman  remember  that  an  inner 
\vilh  your  sighting  shot  is  worth  more 
than  the  exptvtation  of  a  jiossihle  series 
of  bulls  later  on.  This  is  one  of  the  differ- 
ences U'tween  lii.sley  and  the  other  tiling. 
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THE  IDEAL  HOLIDAY  RESORT. 

"I  AM  oppressed,"  said  George,  "by 
tills  question  of  holidays,  for  as  sucli  I 
am  bound  to  regard  the  inontlis  of 
August  and  September,  whatever  I  may 
do  with  the  other  months  of  the  year. 
The  Barrister's  year  is  divided  into 
terms,  when  lie  doesn't  work,  and  the 
Long  Vacation,  when  lie  mustn't  work. 
A  vacation  is  a  holiday,  and  a  holiday  is 
a  thing  to  he  spent.  The  difficulty  is  to 
know  where  to  spend  it." 

"  A  friend  of  mine,"  said  I,  "  tells  me 
that  Skegness  is  so  bracing." 

"I  have  heard  that,  too,"  said  George, 
"  but  the  entertainment  provided  seems 
to  consist  of  nothing  else  than  one  fisher- 
man and  unlimited  sand.  The  latter  is 
tolerable,  but  the  former,  as  one's  sole 
companion  for  two  months,  might  prove 
a  little  tiring.  His  constant  agility 
would  make  one  feel  hot  and  uncomfort- 
able, and  the  sea  is  really  too  blue  there." 

"Any  Railway  Company  would  be 
only  too  glad  to  recommend  a  pleasant 
resort,"  said  I,  thinking  of  more  posters. 
"  The  best  and  quickest  route  to  Ireland 
is  certainly  .  .  ." 

"  It  is,  undoubtedly,"  said  George. 
"  But  you  will  notice  this  curious  fact 
about  Hallway  Companies'  recomm.enda- 
tions.  They  are  invariably  spots  served 
exclusively  by  their  own  lines.  I  think  it 
is  just  possible  that  they  content  them- 
selves with'  making  your  journey  there 
and  back  thoroughly  happy  and  don't 
much  care  what  happens  to  you  in 
between  times.  Now,'  if- 1  could  find 
a  Compa&y  really  emphatic  about  the 
charms  of  a  watering-place  that  you 
couldn't  possibly  get  to  J)y  their  own 
railway,  I  would  go  there  like  a  shot. 
As  yet  I  have  not.  I  find,  for  instance, 
that  nothing  would  induce  the  London. 
and-. North  Western  Railway  to  spend  its 
holidays  anywhere  else  than  in  London 
or  the  North-West." 

"Have  you  ever  tried  Theobald's 
Grove?"  I  said,  turning  casually  to  the 
A.B.C.  "It  is  only  13|  miles  from 
Liverpool  Street,  and  the  fares  are  l;8a, 
l/2b,  and  -/10c.  It  does  not  mention 
the  other  sights,  but  it  does  say  that  tlie 
thing  to  see  is  page  490.  I  have  never 
heard  the  Great  Eastern  boast  of  this,  and 
there  does  not  appear  to  be  a  population." 

"  I  have  not  the  pleasure  of  knowing 
Theobald,"  said  George,  "and  the  A. B.C., 
though  thoroughly  impartial,  is  too  pro- 
miscuous. Besides,  they  insist  upon  my 
taking  a  bottle  of  fruit  salts  in  my  bag, 
and  I  doubt  if  I  have  room." 

"  Why  not  try  Finland  V"  I  suggested. 
"I  mention  that  simply  because  Thomas, 
who  also  has  never  been  there,  said 
lo  me  this  morning,  'Why  not  try  Fin- 
land'.-'' Any  adequate  reason  you  ad- 
vance for  not  doing  so  I  shall  bedelighted 
to  pass  on  to  Thomas." 


"I  know  a  man,"  said  George,  "who 
once  knew  a  man,  who  thought  he  knew 
a  man  .  .  ." 

"  What  a  lot  of  men  there  are  about 
nowadays,"  said  1. 

".  .  .  who  went  to  Finland  years  and 
years  ago  and  was  stabbed  in  the  back 
in  his  sleep." 

"  You  could  easily  avoid  that  by  sleep- 
ing on  your  back." 

"And  wear  a  chest-protector  V  "  said 
George.  "No,  I  suppose  it  must  be  the 
old  Continent  again.  Already  I  hear  the 
familiar  song  ringing  in  my  ears.  How 
does  it  run  ? 

'II  est  Jangereux  de  se  penclier  en  Jt-liors.' 
or,  as  they  sing  it  in  Italy, 

'  £  periculoso  sporgorM  !  ' 
The  attraction  is  irresistible.      Take   it 
that  I  sail  from  Dover  to-morrow." 

"And  I  will  forward  your  letters  t.i 
the  old  address  at  Margate,"  said  I. 

"  The  world  is  all  awry,"  said  George, 
sorrowfully.  "I  look  to  my  old  friend 
James  for  advice,  and  I  am  answered 
with  meaningless  nothings.  I  look  past 
him  to  the  starlit  heavens  for  inspira- 
tion, and  I  am  told,  sometimes  in  red 
lights,  sometimes  in  green,  and  occa- 
sionally even  in  white,  to  '  DRINK  AM> 
EXJOY  LEWAR'S  LITTLE  LIVER  Bovs.' 
Again  I  have  to  turn  to  James  and  hope 
against  hope  that  for  once  he  will  not 
show  himself  an  ass.  Now  tell  me : 
where  shall  I  go  ?  " 

"  Go  to  Jericho,"  said  I. 


THE    VERACIOUS    VIRTUOSO. 

MR.  BAMBERGER'S  NARRATIVE. 

THE  account  headed  "  Melba  in  Won- 
derland," describing  the  astounding 
demonstrations  organised  in  honour  of 
the  redoubtable  diva  by  the  Whakare- 
warewa  natives  at  Rotorua  lends  signifi- 
cance to  the  following  narrative  of  the 
travels  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  BAMHEKOER  in 
Patagonia,  which  has  been  kindly  and 
modestly  furnished  us  by  Mr.  BAMBERGER 
himself. 

It  will  be  remembered  that  Mr.  BAJI- 
BEiiGER  undertook  this  arduous  and 
perilous  expedition  from  mixed  motives, 
partly  scientific,  partly  artistic.  It  was 
suggested  to  him  that  the  tones  o£  his 
violin,  reinforced  by  the  social  prestige 
of  his  wife  (the  only  daughter  of  Sir 
Pompey  Boldero)  might  succeed  not  only 
in  luring  the  Giant  Sloth  from  its  fast- 
ness in  the  salicylic  swamps  of  the 
Lycopodium  Valley,  but  also  bring  com- 
fort and  cheerfulness  to  the  Patagonians 
themselves,  who  have  of  late  been  suffer- 
ing from  severe  agricultural  depression. 
owing  to  the  failure  of  the  crops  of 
Digitalis  and  Extractive  Scammony. 

Mr. and  Mrs.  BAMHERGKR  travelled  with 
an  extremely  small  retinue,  consisting  of 
only  lf)0  native  bearers,  a  squadron  of 


Argentine  Carabiniers,  ten  flashlight 
photographers,  four  men  cooks,  and 
three  alternating  accompanists.  Their 
first  stop  was  at  Pogolopotl,  the  famous 
Boating  city  on  the  inland  sea  of  Slobo- 
lando.  Here  the  travellers  were  met  by 
over  OOOof  the  leading  Creosote  Indians, 
including  the  famous  anthropophagous 
chieftain,  Gobohlp.  This  renowned  war- 
rior, whose  chivalry  is  only  equalled 
by  the  length  of  his  feet,  welcomed  the 
visitors  with  the  most  abject  condescen- 
sion, reciting  some  of  the  choicest  recipes 
in  his  ancestral  cookery-book,  and  enter- 
tained them  to  a  magnificent  banqnd 
consisting  of  Paraguay  tea.  cardamoms, 
and  coriander  bascules.  After  the  bancj  net 
Mrs.  BAMBEKHER  presented  the  chief  with 
a  beautifully  illuminated  copy  of  her 
family  tree,  and  in  return  he  proposed 
her  health  in  a  most  eloquent  speech, 
winding  up  with  the  words,  "Jaborandl 
aciit'ija  ijunvana  cevadllld  condu/raitgo. 

Mr.  BAMBEBGEB  having  suitably  replied, 
the  party  then  adjourned  to  take  part  in 
a  grand  jamboree,  which  was  kept  up  to 
a  late  hour.  While  the  revels  were  at 
their  height  and  Mrs.  BAMIIKHOER  was 
dancing  the  Kitchen  Lancers  in  the  most 
rccJierdic  aristocratic  style  with  the 
chieftain's  eldest  sou,  news  was  brought 
by  an  exhausted  runner  of  the  advent,  of 
a  raiding  party  of  Scarabs,  the  hereditary 
foes  of  the  Slobolando  Patagonians. 
With  singular  unanimity  Mr.  BikBERGfcR 
was  chosen  as  generalissimo  of  the 
garrison,  and  at  once  led  a  sortie  against 
the  invaders,  armed  with  the  Mauser 
pistol  presented  him  by  the  C/AR,  and 
the  stiletto  given  him  by  the  Nihilists  of 
Moscow.  The  issue  of  the  conflict  was 
never  long  in  doubt.  Out  of  the  1,200 
slain  nearly  half  were  accounted  for  by 
Mr.  BAMBERGEU  himself,  while  the  booty 
included  forty  bales  of  natural  scannnony, 
twenty -three  kegs  of  kola,  nineteen 
Jeroboams  of  liquorice  juice,  fifty  pottles 
of  orris  root,  and  one  hundred  butts  of 
clarified  camomile  tea.  .Mr.  BAMBERCIER 
gave  a  short  violin  recital  on  the  field  of 
battle,  followed  by  a  speech,  in  which  he 
assured  his  triumphant  warriors  that  on 
his  .return  to  England  he  would  person- 
ally assure  the  KINO  of  their  loyalty  to 
him  (i.e.  Mr.  BAMBERGED).  He  then 
ordered  double  rations  of  cod  liver  oil. 
rhatany  and  tola  balsam  lo  be  served 
out.  and,  bidding  an  affecting  adieu  to 
his  army,  continued  his  progress  to  the 
Lycopodium  Valley. 

In  our  next  instalment  we  hope  in 
summarise  the  appalling  adventures  of 
Mrs.  BAMHKKGKR  while  a  captive  in  the 
lair  of  the  Giant  Sloth,  the  tragic  agony 
of  Sir  Pompey  Boldero,  and  finally  tin1 
portentous  and  incredible  means  by 
which  Mr.  BAMBERGEU  first  hypnotised 
and  then  annihilated  his  beloved  con- 
sort's inexorable  captor.  [Not  if  I  know 
it.— ED.  Pane//.] 
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A  fMIANCK   OK    YIKAV. 

["'I'hrre    is    a   di-linri    ,,  |.,i  ,.,,  Up   I 
inii-eles  n:id  rrimi'."      lt<til;i  /'u/vr.J 

111.  ciiiiH1  In  my  room  in  llir  stilly 

Night  hours,  and  so  soft.  was  his  lrr.nl 

i  observed  him  until  he 
lieiii  silenth  over  tin-  bed. 

In  .1  btoodctwlling  whisper  that  earned 

Moiv  menace  than  many  a  shout 
Hi-   hade   me   lo   State   where   my   family 

plate 

And  money  hung  out. 

h  rave  me  good  beart  for  a  tuade 

To  note  his  nefarious  air    - 
Smv  sign  thai  the  gentleman's  muscle 

Was  only  a  llaltliy  affair    - 
So.  anxious  \'i  punish  his  seeming 

Contempt  For  the  criminal  law, 
I  flung  the  clothes  hack  and  1  caught  him 

a  smack 
High)  under  tin?  jaw. 

But  oh  !  as  the  kick  of  a  hoss  is 

In  swiftness  and  force  was  the  blow 
I  le  aimed  at.  my  noble  proboscis 

(And  hit  it  tin'  very  lirst  go). 
I  changed,  in  the  consequent  combat. 

Wherein  1  was  knocked  out  of  time. 
My   innocent   views  on   the   sinews  and 
thews 

Connected  with  crime. 

Henceforward  I  cannot  lu?l]>  thinking 
They  err  in  their  logic  who  speak 

(  'i  meerning  the  cousinly  linking 
Of  crime  and  a  flaccid  physique. 

1 ,'  I  ethers  go  offer  resistance 

To  those  who  would  break  in  and  rob, 

Kor  me,  who  have  tried  how  they  pummel 

vonr  hide. 
1  jib  at  (he  job. 


ROCKEFELLER'S   TKK  TABLK.- 
TALK. 

["  It  is  impossible  to  know  how  many  of  the 
KiK'krfeller  interviews  arc  genuine  or  faked. 
The  pulilie  demands  to  be  informed  of  his 
opinion  on  e\er\  -ul.jeet.  whether  it  is  con- 
neeted  with  the  duty  on  oil  or  one  of  Dr.  Aked's 
eloquent  sermons,  and  if,  as  is  jfem-rallv  the 

caae,  Mr.  Rockefeller  confines  his  rumersation 
to  the  skill  with  wliich  he  laid  his  ma.sliie  dead, 
the  new-papers  do  not  hesiUite  to  quote  him  iis 
if  he  had  really  talked  to  their  reporters  on 
themes  upon  which  they  have  been  sent  to 
sound  him."  —  Vail:/  Tclnjrapli,  July  20.] 

I. 

"  Wiu:\  1  keep  my  eye  on  the  ball,  I 
seldom  f(x)/.le  my  drive." 


"  \\  hen  a  man  has  accumulated  a 
sum  of  money  within  the  law,  that  is  to 
say.  in  a  legally  honest  way.  people  no 
longer  have  any  right  to  a  share  in  the 
earnings  resulting  from  that  accumula- 
tion. The  man  has  respected  the  law 
in  accumulating  the  money.  /i'.r  y.n.vf. 
fatto  la\\s  should  not  apply  to  properly 


Waitretu.  "  YES,  Tin.sr.s   ARK  VKKY   gt  ICT  AFTKR    G«H>U»OOD— BUT  THERE'S  A  f-iuirr  AFFAIR 

OFF    NEXT    WEEK    IS    THE    \\-Esr    I'.M'.  ' 

I'ntlomer.  "  INDEED.     WHAT'S  THAI?" 

'  Mv   BKOTHEIl's   WEUIilSii    A!    1!  \MMKIlSMITir.      I  'VE  I!'>T    \    I'\V   OFF   FOR    IT.'' 


rights.  A  man's  right  to  the  undivided 
ownership  of  his  property,  in  whatevi  ,• 
form,  cannot  be  denied  him  by  any  pro- 
cess short  of  confiscation.'1 

II. 

"I  prefer  a  deck  lo  a  baffy." 
Translation : — 

"Oil  being  the  great  lubricant  of  the 
universe,  which  makes  the  wheels  of  the 
industrial  system  move  smoothly,  and 
which,  when  east  on  the  troubled  waters, 
induces  an  immediate  subsidence  of  all 
dangerous  tumefaction,  it  is  wor^c  than 
a  crime  to  penalise  its  circulation  by  tlu? 
imposition  of  prohibitive  duties." 

III. 

''I  always  use  a  Schemvtady  pult'-r." 
Translation: — 

"On  the  Mihje.t  of  the  restriction  of 


armaments  I  set?  eye  to  eye  with  Mr. 
ANIMIKW  CARNECIE.  The  international 
Dreadnought  race  in  which  the  (!n-ai 
I'o'.vers  are  now  engaged  is  a  blot  on  our 
so-called  civilisation  and  is  largely,  if 
not  entirely,  instigated  by  the  malicious 
I  activity  of  irresponsible  journalists." 

IV. 

"  There  is  no  truth  in  the  report  that 
1    intend  to  enter  for  the  amateur  g»lf 
championship.1' 
Translation: — 

"It  is  better  to  be  a  great  pulpiteer 

than  a  multi-millionaire.     1  would  rather 

'have  written  the  hymns  of  I>r.  WAFTS 

than    possess    my    present     income.      I 

would   rather  have  the   degree  of  B.D. 

than    own    wealth    It.l'.A.    MVyond    the 

:s  of  Avarice  .     1  would   rather  be 

a  CLAPS roxr.  than  a  KocKKiKLLER." 
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OUR    BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By  Mr.  Punch's  Staff  of  Learned  Clerks.) 


REGARDED  statistically,  Mr.  ERNEST  OLDMKADOW'S  novel, 
Antonio  (GRANT  RICHARDS),  is  a  big  matter.  There  are 
upwards  of  five  hundred  pages.  This  is,  nowadays,  good 


quibbles  by  an  author  upon  the  name  of  one  of  liis  own 
characters  (another  recent  instance  was  The  Woo/Jen  Horse 
as  a  name  for  the  story  of  a  family  called  Trojan)  are  much 
too  easv  to  be  worth  while. 


More  than  forty  years  ago  Lord  BROUGIITON,  perhaps  better 
known  as  JOHN"  CAM  Hounoi  SK.  wrote  Recollections  of  a  Long 
measure,  and  in  our  mercenary  age  the  hook  should  sell  on  Life.     Privately  printed,  it  ran  to  five  volumes,  but  was  not 


that  account  alone.     But,  regarding  it   still   statistically,  I  Buffered  to  go  beyond  the  family  circle  and  a  few  friends. 


doubt  if  the  reader  who  wants  his  six-shillingsworth  of  shocks 
will  find  enough  plot  in  it.  There  is  really  no  plot  at  all, 
no  tangled  complications  of  the  main  issue,  no  mining  and 
countermining,  110  cross  currents.  It  is  j  ust  a  straightforward 


After  long  interval  Lady  DoRCHESTEB  has  taken  in  hand  this 
voluminous  record,  With  passages  from  the  original  work 
she  has  incorporated  extracts  from  a  diary  kept  by  her 
industrious  parent,  together  with  quotations  from  his  narra- 


though  eventful  history  of  a  Portuguese  monk  who.  on  the  j  tive  of  a  tour  with  BYKON,  and  his  letters  written  from  Paris 
suppression  of  his  monastery  during  the  years  following  the  during  the  last  days  of  the  reign  of  XAPOI.EOX.  Lord 
Peninsular  war,  sets  himself  the  task  of  buying  back  the '  BHOKIIITON  was  irresistibly  attracted  by  these  two  heroic- 
Abbey  lauds  and  reinstating  the  brotherhood.  His  story  is  I  figures.  NAPOLEON  he  did  not  know  personally,  though  he 
made  up  of  physical  struggles  in  connection  with  the  wine  had  looked  upon  him  and  has  preserved  a  vivid  recollection 
trade,  into  which  he  plunges,  and  moral  struggles  in  con-  of  his  appearance.  lie  was  BYRON'S  most  intimate  friend, 
nection  with  a  certain  fair  and  very  charming  lady  who  has  no  travelling  with  him  abroad  and  living  with  him  at  home. 


patience  with  his  vows 
of  celibacy.  There  is 
not  much  here  to  fill 
out  five  hundred 
pages,  but  Mr.  OLI> 
MEADOW  supports  the 
slender  tale  with  an 
excellently  drawn  cast 
of  incidental  persons, 
and  many  wholly  de- 
lightful glimpses  of 
Portuguese  peasant 
life.  All  of  which  gave  | 
me  the  greater  pleasure  j 
since  it  had  not  oc- 
curred to  me  that  any- 
thing particularly  in- 
teresting happened  in 
Portugal  after  the 
Duke  of  WELLINGTON 
and  his  generals  left 
the  neighbourhood. 


Tommy.  "Do  YOU  BELIEVE  is  FAIRIES,  MRS.  HAH:IACREV" 

Mrs.  H.   "  No,   CERTAINLY  NOT." 

Tt,mmy.   "  I  'M   so   GLAD   YOU  'HE   CANDID   ABOUT    IT.     THERE  's   SUCH  A  POSE  AMONG 

GROWN-UPS  NOWADAYS  TO  PRETEXD  THEY  DO." 


The  Unlit  Lamp 
(WHITE)  is  a  study  of 
rural  life  in  England 
at  the  beginning  of 
the  last  century.  Un- 
fortunately Mr.  ALGERNON  GISSING'S  enthusiasm  for  his 
ject  is  greater  than  his  sense  of  form,  and  in  consequence 
the  book  seems  to  miss  its  proper  effect  from  some  confu- 
sion of  interest.  In  the  words  of  the  immortal  criticism 
of  Jabberwodiy,  "  it  fills  my  head  with  ideas,  only  I 
don't  exactly  know  what  they  are."  To  say  this,  however, 
is  not  to  deny  The  Unlit  I^tmp  many  excellent  qualities  ; 
it  has  above  all  things  the  grace  of  complete  sincerity.  The 
story  concerns  the  life  of  one  Timothy  Lampitt,  poacher 
and  squatter,  and  the  efforts  made  by  Paul,  son  of  old  Squire 
Creed,  to  mitigate  his  father's  interpretation  of  rural  law 
against  the  outcast.  Paul  had  been  with  the  army  in  France, 
and  brought  home  with  him  not  only  republican  theories  but 
also  the  daughter  of  a  sergeant  as  wife.  I  should  like  to 
have  heard  more  of  tiailic,  and  how  she  got  on  in  her  new 
surroundings,  but  Mr.  GIPSING,  after  rousing  my  interest  in 
her,  appears  to  lose  his  own,  and  sh?  practically  disappears 
from  the  story.  WoRi>s\voirni  is  mentioned  once  or  twice  as 
an  adviser  of  Paid,  though  the  author  gallantly  resists  the 
temptation  to  introduce  him  in  person.  I  wish  he  had 
displayed  equal  firmness  about  the  matter  of  his  title,  the 
pun  in  which,  if  intentional,  is  without  excuse.  Verbal 


He  was  best  man  at 
the  ill-fated  wedding. 
He  tells  how,  handing 
Lady  BYRON"  into  her 
carriage,  after  the 
ceremony  (which  took 
place  in  her  father's 
house),  he  wished  her 
many  years  of  happi- 
ness. She  replied, 
"If  I  am  not  happy, 
it  will  be  my  own 
fault " — words  neither 
bride  nor  bridegroom 
was  likely  to  forget 
when  their  wedded  life 
ended  within  a  few 
brief  months.  Minute 
details,  some  fresh,  are 
given  of  a  sad  story 
which  has  always  had 
a  fascination  for  man- 
kind. The  two  portly 
volumes,  which  pre- 
serve the  original  title 
of  Lord  BROIGHTON'S 
reminiscences,  are  pub- 
lished by  Mr.  Mt  UKAV. 

One  can't  be  certain,  of  course,  but.  I  'm 
Pretty  well  sure  that  Father  Time 
Looks  a  bit  green  about  the  sills 
When  Mr.  PKMIIKRTON  's  out  for  thrills. 

For  he  draws  yon  people,  does  Mr.  P., 
As  up-to-date  as  they  well  can  be, 
And  then  he  proceeds  to  find  them  sport 
Of  a  regular  mediaeval  sort. 

That  at  any  rate  's  roughly  what 
Happens  aboard  the  schooner  yacht 
Whereon  Mr.  PF.MHKRTON  has  his  whack 
Throughout  The  Adventure*  of  Captain  Jack. 

But  far-fetched,  probable,  new  or  old, 
What  he  has  to  tell  is  so  deftly  told 
That  I  spent  an  excellent  afternoon 
A-reading  his  volume  (MILLS  AND  BOON). 

Our  Lost  Island  (see  Press  passim). 

M.  Bleriot  (alighting  on  Dover  cliffs— to  local  policeman). 
"  The  peninsula  of  Great  Britain,  I  presume  ?  " 
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CHARIVARIA. 

Mi  rn  siil isfacl ion  has  been  eau-ed  by 
Mr.  Asi.'imn  S  slatemeiil  that,  MI  l"ii.;  a- 
our  .Yivy  prevents  it,  no  invasion  of  our 

ronnlrv  is  possible. 

*  * 

Fired  by  flu'  example  of  The  l>nili/ 
Mail,  a  I'Yriicli  newspaper,  \\e  hear,  is 
about  to  dlTer  a  prize  for  the  first  Mritish- 
linilt  aerojilane  which  succeeds  in  living 

across  the  Thames  at  Twickenham. 

*  * 

Mr.  l!r:nH)iii)  told  the  Censorship  Com- 
mittee that  lie  was  formerly  a  Bank 
Manager.  1  >oes  he,  we  wonder,  endorse 
the  plays  which  he  cannot  accept, 
"Refer  to  Drawer"? 

V 

Certain  members  of  the  Cabinet  are 
becoming  quite  bold  in  regard  to  the 
Budget.  A  little  while  ago  they  acted 
only  on  the  defensive.  Now  they  have 

assumed  the  very  offensive. 

*  * 

Lord  AVEBURY  points  out  that  Mr. 
LLOYD-GflOBOl  would  appear  to  have  a 
special  grudge  against  Diikes.  Times 
change.  Once  the  highwayman's  cry 
was,  "  Up  with  your  Dukes !  "  Now  it 
is  "  Down  with  your  Dukes !  " 

V 

"If  Lord  CURZON  is  going  to  try  here 
that  arrogance  which  was  too  much 
for  the  gentle  Hindu,"  said  Mr.  LU>YD- 
GEOHCIE,  '•  we  will  tell  him  we  will  not 
have  any  of  his  Oriental  manners." 
And  yet  we  have  inown  Mr.  LLOYD- 
GEORGE  himself  to  use  language  which 

savoured  of  the  East-End. 

*  * 
* 

An  Austrian  gentleman  has  invented 
a  noiseless  typewriter.  He  claims  that 
in  a  room  where  fifty  or  more  of  his 
typewriters  are  at  work  no  sound  will 
be  heard  but  the  conversation  of  the 
typists.  A  rival  machine,  however,  is 
on  the  market.  This  drowns  even  the 
voices  of  the  operators. 

y 

The  \A  hilt-  City  is  steadily  adding  to 
its  attractions.  The  Tuberculosis  Exhibi- 
tion lias  now  been  transferred  from 

Whitechapel  to  Shepherd  s  Bush. 

*  * 

A  Tilietan  haliy  which  was  born  the 
other  day  in  the  Kalmuck  Camp  at  the 
White  City  is  to  be  called  " Flip-flap," 
the  name  hy  custom  being  taken  from 
the  lirst  object  which  the  mother  saw 
alter  the  child's  birth.  According  to 
our  information  the  infant  is  doing  as 
well  as  can  be  expected ;  indeed,  lie 
is  said  to  have  expressed  satisfaction 
on  hearing  of  his  narrow  escape  from 
becoming  "  Wiggle- Woggle." 

"I  consider,"  says  the  Secretary  of  the 
Hythe  Golf  Club,  '"  that  golf  bring!  out 
all  the  finer  points  of  character—  viz., 


A    BRIGHT    OUTLOOK. 

Mother  (in  the  Tube).  "  STOP  FIDCKTIXO,  'GRACE,— OR  YOU  SHAN'T  LOOK  OIT  or  Tin:  WINDOW  ! 


unselfishness,  generosity,  self-reliance  in 
adversity."  There  can  be  no  doubt  as 
to  the  last-mentioned  point.  There  are 
occasions  when  all  the  old-fashioned  oaths 
are  inadequate,  and  new  ones  have  to  be 
invented.  *  * 

On  a  new  Chinese  railway  line  tin- 
locomotives  are  American  and  German, 
I  In-  ear>  are  American,  the  steel  rails 
German,  and  the  sleepers  Japanese. 
"Where  is  Britain V"  asks  The  Pall 
Mall  (!<i.~(ilr.  With  our  allies,  we  sus- 
pect— somewhere  among  the  sleeper-. 


but  it  is  said  that  if  he  cannot  obtain 
one,  he  will  manage  tlieventnie  liim.-elf. 
Might  we  respectfully  siigge-t  a  |"i^ible 
partnership  with  the  gentleman  who 
beais  the  title.  "  The  Sausage  Kin. 
*  * 

In  an  article  upon  the  Sue/  Canal  in 
the  current  number  of  Tin-  CornAiQ,  a 
writer  describes  flamingoes  a-  "wading, 
poised  on  one  leg.  with  their  long  neck> 
in  strange  convolutions."  Vet  it  would 
lie  stnnger  still  if  there  were  no  convo- 
lutions under  these  trying  condition-. 


*  * 


The  latent  .-.peculation  o!  K  ing  I,KOTOU> 
is  a  lu'staurant  in  the  grounds  of  the 
forthcoming  HnisseK  K\hibition.  Ili- 
MAJKSTY  is  now  advertising  for  a  1 


»  * 
* 


The  Diocesan  Scout  Corp-  ha>  come 
into  being,  and  the  original   '' 
look  upon  the  newcomers  as  an  opp° 
body.    It  ought  to  be  possible  ti  arrange 
some  really  realistic  sham  fights  now. 
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THE    FATAL    STRAWBERRY-MARK. 

[Being  the  utterance  of  a  member  of  the  middle-class,  much  console'!  by 
tin1  thought  of  his  Comparative  irresponsibility.] 

WIIKN  I  in  use;  u]>:m  the  narrow 

Scope!  of  my  suburban  cot : 
When,  depressed  about  the  marrow, 

]  could  wish  my  humble  lot 
Might  have  run  to  rather  more  than  I  have  actually  got : — 

When  with  envy,  hate  and  malice 

I  regard  the  life  of  ease — 
Men  (1  'm  told)  who  drain  the  chalice 

From  the  bubbles  to  the  lees, 

And    employ   their  bloated   leisure    just    exactly    as    they 
please  :  — 

Then  I  think,  for  consolation, 

It  is  better,  after  all, 
Not  to  hold  a  lofty  station 

With  a  large  ancestral  hall, 
So  that,  when  the  Budget  hits  me,  I  have  not  so  far  to  fall. 

When,  with  manners  quite  the  oddest, 

Jumping  GEORGE  careers  around, 
Lifting  loot  from  off  my  modest 

Patch  of  "undeveloped"  ground, 
I  may  still  survive  the  paltry  extra  shilling  in  the  pound.* 

But,  had  Fortune  been  less  kindly, 

Had  I  been  si  duke  instead, 
1  should  now  be  asking  blindly 
Why  they  didn't  kill  me  dead 

Krc  the  strawberry-leaves  were  planted  oil  my  hairless  little 
head. 

Though  1  spent  my  life  in  doing 

Alms  to  labour  on  the  land, 
Still  I  VI  be,  a  butt  for  booing 

When  the  navvy's  horny  hand 

Seared  my  brow,  at  GEORGE'S  bidding,  with  the  loathly  ducal 
brand. 

Thank  the  Lord  no  ancient  titles 
Link  my  honour  with  the  soil ; 
So  it  won't  affect  my  vitals 

When  he  woos  the  sons  of  toil 

With  a  "  Damn  the  dukes,  my  hearties ;  wipe  'em  out  and 
pinch  the  spoil !  "  0.  S. 

*  A  shilling  in  the  pound,  that  is  to  say,  ou  the  annual  value ;  but 
described,  for  electioneering  purposes,  as  a  halfpenny  in  the  pound  on 
the  capital  value. 

The  Burthen  of  Solomon. 

The  following  award  of  the  PRESIDENT  OF  THE  BOARD  or 
TRADE  was  issued  last  week  : — 

"  Whereas  the  Warwickshire  Colliery  Owners'  Association  and  the 
Warwickshire  Miners'  Association  referred  to  me,  the  undersigned,  a 
difference  which  had  arisen  between  them  as  to  the  '  snap  '  time  which 
should  lye  allowed  in  the  Warwickshire  mining  district,  and  whereas 
the  parties  were  agreed  that  the  minimum  time  should  be  15  minutes 
and  the  maximum  time  25  minutes  and  that  the  award  should  decide 
the  time  between  these  limits,  and  whereas  I,  the  undersigned,  having 
taken  upon  me  the  burthen  of  the  said  reference,  have  heard  the 
parties  at  the  Board  of  Trade  on  the  twenty  eighth  day  of  July,  1909, 
now  therefore  I  award  and  declare  that  the  time  allowed  as  '  snap ' 
tune  shall  be  twenty  minutes. 

As  witness  my  hand  this  third  day  of  August,  1909, 

\VINSTON  S.  CHURCHILL. 

Signed  and  published  in  the  presence  of 

G.  It.  ASKWITH,  Board  of  Trade." 

This  must  have  taken  some  doing. 


THE    DEPLORABLE    FRIVOLITY    OF 
MR.   PONKING. 

(An  Kli'i-iioneerinrj  Forecast.) 

IMKODUJTORY. — Certain  Cabinet  Ministers  are,  as  Mr.  Punch 
h<is  recorded  tn  a  recent  cartoon,  employing  gramophonet 
to  represent  them  at  political  meetimjx  held  in  favour  of 
the  Jhulijet.  It  seems  not  improbable  that  during  the 
next  General  Election  this  precedent  may  lie  followed  by 
Parliamentary  Candidates  who  find  it  impossible  to  pay 
«  personal  visit  to  more  than  a  few  of  their  constituents. 
At  all  events,  we  will  ash  the  reader  to  assume  that  that 
rising  politician,  Mr.  Stodgdy-Sewett,  who  is  stand  inj 
for  the  Division  of  North-West  Toot  well  in  the  Liberal 
interest,  has  deputed  a  gramophone  to  eanra-ss  the 
householders  in  Mafekimj  Avenue.  The  •instrument, 
escorted  by  an  amiable  but  incompetent  member  of  Mr. 
R.-S.'s  Committee,  has  arrived  at  No.  10,  the  semi-Jetadietl 
two-storied  residence  occupied  by  Mr.  Alfred  Ponkimj, 
wJwm  we  discover  at  tea  icith  his  wife  and  children. 

Mr.  PonJting  (to  the  Committee  man).  That's  me,  lui-lrr. 
I  'm  Alt  Ponking,  right  enough.  '  Care  to  'ear  a  few 
words  from  the  Liberal  Candidate,  Mr.  Stodgely-Smiu  ': '' 
Why,  suttingly  !  Ar.sk  'im  to  step  in!  [Tlia  Amiable  but 
Incompetent  Committee-man  retires  —to  re-appear  presently 
with  a.  large  gramophone,  whose  expansive  mouthpiece  is 
enamelled  a  rich  cherry  colour;  after  his  first  surprise 
Mr.  A.  P.  perceives  a  favourable  opening  for  the  buffoonery 
in  which  he  is,  unfortunately,  only  too  prone  to  indulge. 
'O\v  a iv  yer,  Mr.  Sooitt?  Proud  to  see  yer.  Sir!  (to  his 
wife)  Loo,  a  cheer  for  'is  nibs.  Give  it  a  wipe  fust  — 
you  '11  excuse  'er  want  o'  manners,  Sir.  She  ain't  in  the  'ubit 
of  receivin'  serh  distinguished  strangers.  (To  the  A.  but 
I.  C.  M.)  Set  Mi-.  Sooitt  down  there,  Sir.  I  dunno  if  'c  'd  like 
a.  cushion  to  'is  back  ?  (To  the  instrument)  Jest  'aving  of  our 
tea,  you  see.  I  'ope  I  'm  not  tiking  a  libbity  in  arskiu'  you  to 
join  us  ?  My  missus  'ere  kin  ea>y  slip  a±-up  o'  tea  and  :i  - ! 
o'  bread  and  butter  down,  yer  swoller.  (To  the  A.  but.  . 
who,  astounded  by  tlie  appalling  ignorance  of  the  Lower  Middle 
Classes,  endeavours  to  e.rpl-rin  the  impracticability  of  this  pro- 
posal) '  Never  tikes  nothiuk  in  the  refreshmint  tine  ? '  With 
a  mouth  like  that,  too  !  Which  reminds  me.  Mister  i  in  a  stage 
whisper),  I'd  jest  as  soon  'e  didn't  offer  to  kiss  my. kiddie-  - 
on'y  frighten  'em,  not  bein'  used  to  Mr.  Sooitt's  size  o'  lip.  .  .  . 
Oh,  it  ain't  Mr.  Sooitt  'imself  ?  Well,  now  I  come  to  look  at 
'im,  I  do  notice  a  somethink  !  It  was  your  interdooein'  ;im 
like  you  did  as  put  me  wrong.  (Don't  you  tike  no  notice  o' 
my  missus — I  dunno  what's  set  'er  off  like  that.)  But, 
'ooever  it  is  as  you've  brought  'ere  ranvassin',  there's  no 
occasion  for  'im  to  go  kissiu'  tlie  kills,  see '?....  Don't 
seem  partickler  chatty,  so  fur,  do  'e?  Ain't  ser  much  as 
mide  a  remark.  Though  why  'e  should  feel  shy  with  quiet, 
simple  blokes  like  ourselves  licks  me.  .  .  .  Got  to  be  wound 
up  fust,  'as  'e?  And  then  we'll  'ear  Mr.  Sooitt  torkin'  to  u- 
in  'is  own  voice  ?  That  will  be  a  treat,  won't  it?  .  .  .  Speak 
up,  Mr.  Sooitt,  Sir,  we  're  a-listenin'  to  yer.  [The  gramophone 
produces  a  scratchy  uhirr,  punctuated  by  icoolly  si/ueal;*.^  A 
bit  'usky,  ain't  'e?  'Ere,  Loo,  drop  one  o'  them  'ore  ound 
lozengers  down  Mr.  Sooitt's  toob.  Wonderful  things,  they 
are,  for  frog  in  yer  throat.  ...  'A  broken  needle.'  is  it? 
Well,  'e  'as  my  symperthy.  Loo,  you  shouldn't  go  leavin 
sech  things  about  on  the  cheers  for  visitors  to  set  ou !  .  .  . 
Now  'e's  orf  at  last!  That  you,  Mr.  Sooitt,  Sir?  I  'ope 
you 're  feelin' more  comfortable?  .  .  .  (TotheC.M.)  Why, 
'ow  kin  you  tell  me  'e  ain't  down  at  the  other  end,  when  I 
kin  'ear  'im  as  pline  as  pline  !  .  .  .  Oh,  o'  course,  if  you  say 
as  it's  a  machine  doin' of  it  all,  I'll  tike  your  word  for  it. 
'\_The  gramophone  emits  a  wheezy  but  solemn  warning  to  the 
effect  that,  should  the  Conservative  party  be  placed  in  power, 
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BRAVO,   TORERO! 
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FOREST)  PRACTISING  TAKING  AIM  UNDER  WHAT  HE  SUPPOSES  worm  BE,  AS  NEARLY  AS  POSSIBLE,  ACTUAL  CONDITIONS. 


the  ruin  of  the  country  is  the  very  least  that  may  be 
confidently  exacted.]  Well,  there  now!  And  all  demo  by 
mechanics,  too !  Why,  I  shouldn't  be  serprised  it  some  dye 
ihr\  invented  a  machine  as '11  aeshally  tork  sense!  '  Kin 'e 
count  fin  my  vote  and  support  ?'  Well,  why  ii"l  .'  Mike  as 
HOIK  I  a  Member  as  some  on 'em,  I  dessay.  Bound  ter  ketch 
the  Speaker's  eye,  any'ow,  idierever  'e  sets.  Blowed  if  'e 
shan't  'avc  my  vote,  jest  to  encourage  'im !  'Old  on  a  bit 
while  T  give  it  'im — on'y  got  to  shove  it  down  'is  trumpet,  I 
s'pose?  .  .  .  What,  I'm  wrong  agen,  am  IV  But  see  'ere, 
ole  sport,  jest  now  you  assured  me  most  positive  as  it  was 
'ere  on  its  own,  like,  and  Mr.  Sooitt  u-asn't  inside  of  it.  Now 
vim 're  tryin'  to  mike  out  that  it  is  'im.  Yon  caicn't  'ave  it 
both  wyes,  yer  kiifiw  !  .  .  .  Oh,  I  see!  It's  what  they  eall 
a  '  grammiphone,'  is  it?  A  ninstnmient  for  kereekly  re- 
luTilooi'in'  the  yumin  voiee  ?  It  'ud  better  not  let  Mr.  Sooitt 
'car  it  re-perdooein'  'it!  .'.  .  No.no,  ole  pal,  I'm  puffickly 
serious,  very  near  converted  a'ready,  I  am.  Hut  what  /  should 
like  to  'ear  from  Mr.  Sooitt's  voice  is  :  Will  lie  bring  in  a  Bill 
tn  enable  me  to  live  'ere  free  o'  rent  and  taxes?  That's  what 
I  want  to  get  out  of  'im.  A  early  answer  will  oblige.  .  .  . 
There  V  artfulness  for  yer  !  If  'e  ain't  pertendin'  to  'ave  run 
down  now  !  .  .  .  Eseuse  me — my  error.  Tikes  me  some 
time  to  tumble  to  these  'ere  noo  ideers — but  I've  got  it 
right  now— it  ain't  iutollergent,  it 's  on'y  repperesentin'  Mr. 
Sooitt.  .  .  .  Oh,  you  'd  jest  like  me  to  'ear  'ow  'e  perposes  to 
deal  with  the  'Ouse  o'  Lords  afore  you  go  ?  7  'in  agreerble 
on'y,  if  it's  all  the  si  mo  to  Mr.  Sooitt,  1  'd  winner  'e  give  us 
'Stop  yer  tiekerlin',  Jock.'  .  .  .  Ah,  I  was  a f ride  'e  wouldn't 
— bein'  sech  a  sufferer  from  frog  in  'i>  throat.  .  .  .  Well, 
good-bye  if  you  must  be  shiftin',  guv'nor — my  respecks  to 
Mr.  Sooitt,  and  I  'ope  'e' 11  let  'is  grammiphone  drop  in  a  _;•  -n 


for  anotficr  o'  these  'ere  little  'art-to-'art  talks.  I've  took 
(liiite  a  fency  to  it— sech  a  nice  open  countenance  as  it  V  got, 
though  a  k'implexion  too  flushed  to  IK-  thoroughly  V.dthv. 
If  you'll  pawdon  me  serjestin'  it,  bein'  a  chilly  eveniu'. 
'adii't  you  better  wrop  a  comfiter  round  that  throttle  of  'is? 
Won't 'do  to  'ave  'im  losin'  'is  voice  altogether,  will  it  now? 
[After  the  A.  but  I.  C.  M.  has  retreated  iritli  the  instrument, 
and  some  misyirinyt  as  to  Mr.  I'oiikinrj's  i*rfert  MMMty] 
Chipped  'im  proper,  I  did  !  'K  won't  come  ft-eftBVMHB1  >n>- 
agen  in  a  'urry!  I  kin  enjoy  'oarin'  'In  the  Twi-twi-light,' 
or  'Put  me  among  the  gels'  on  the  grammiphone  as  much 
as  any  man  alive.  Hut  to  go  and  set  a  great  scientific 
invention  like  that  a-jablK-rin'  [xilitics  -well,  it  's  what  1  rail 
downright  degradin'  of  it!  F.  A, 

"The  Long  Besult  of  Time." 

From  The  Sheffield  Weekly  Telnjm^i'x  account  of  a 
swimming  competition  between  Leicester  and  Sliellield 
Otters  we  learn  the  following  : — 

"In  the  first  hundred  years  Leicester  Rained  nearly  hn If  a  length. 

anil  sulMipquent  swimmers  increased  tin-  idfMriMI  until  J.  A.  J»rvi», 

J/'iccj-tiT's  last  man,  had  over  a  length's  start  of  K.  A.  I  nwm.    1  M 

-ivam  maKiiilic-ently,  but  could  not  quite  overconw    Ills   le«g 

Tlii-  does  not  surprise  us.  If  Leicester  took  a  hiiinlre.1 
years  to  gain  half  a  length,  they  would  proUd.ly  take 
another  hundred  year.-  to  make  this  into  a  length.  So  that 
poor  Mr.  UNWIN  started  about  two  centuries'  worth  behind 
Tlii-  i-  a  very  heavy  handicap  indeed. 

"  Kitcheu-maid,  30.    £30.    Head  in  good  place."— Guardian. 
Somewhere  near  the  top  of  her,  we  hope,  and  well  screwed  on. 
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THE   JKSTKb'SHIP. 

'I Hi:  Parliamentary  Committee  ap- 
pointed to  inquire  into  tlic  functions 
and  sen-Sirs  of  the  Official  Jester  (Mr. 
(I.  H.  SH.VW)  sat  yesterday  to  receive 
evidence.  Mr.  BHIREI.L,  M.P.,  was  in 
(lie  chair,  and  the  other  members  of  the 
committee  were  Mr.  KEIR  HARDIE,  M.P., 
Mr.  MASTERMAN,  M.P.,  Mr.  A.  E.  W. 
MASON,  M.P.,  and  Mr.  ROBKUT  HARCOURT, 
M.P. 

Mr.  Shaic,  who  was  first  called,  said 
that  he  had  prepared  a  book  of  500 
pages  at  his  own  expense  which  should 
take  the  place  of  his  examination. 

The  Cliairman.  We  have  read  it,  and 
would  now  like  to  know  what  you  have 
to  say  for  yourself. 

Mr.  Shaw.  But  I  explained  everything 
there. 

The  Chairman.  We  laughed  so  much 
that  we  couldn't  follow  it. 

Mr.  Shaw.  I  shall  have  great  pleasure 
in  saying  it  here,  provided  that  the 
reporters  are  all  present. 

The,  Chairman.  .Proceed. 

Mr.  Shaw.  I  was  appointed  Official 
Jester  in  1894. 

Mr.  Mason.  Who  appointed  you  ? 

Mr.  Shaw.  I  appointed  myself. 

The.  Chairman.  What  is  your  proce- 
dure? 

Mr.  Shaw.  It  is  very  simple.  I  am  a 
conscientious  inverter.  When  I  meet 
with  a  generally  believed  statement  I 
turn  it  round.  For  example,  the  general 
opinion  is  that  all  British  soldiers  are 
brave.  I  say  that  all  British  soldiers 
are  cowards,  and  when  I  aui  asked 
where  their  cowardice  lies  I  say  they 
are  not  brave  enough  to  run  away.  1 
i  a  n  do  this  kind  of  thing  for  ever.  I 
never  tire. 

Mr.  Keir  Ilardie.  WJiv  do  vou  never 
tire? 

Mr.  Shaw.  Because  I  live  a  healthy 
life.  I  never  touch  alcohol,  and  1  never 
eat  deceased  animals. 

Mr.  Harcourt.  Why  not? 

Mr.  Shaic.  Because  it 's  funnier  not  to. 

Mr.  Masterman.  Is  there  any  subject 
on  wliich  you  cannot  jest  ? 

Mr.  Shaic.  None  has  been  discovered 
yet, 

TJic  Editor  of  "  The  Times  "  was  the 
next  witness.  lie  said  that  he  con- 
sidered that  Mr.  SHAW  ought  to  be  re- 
tained as  Official  Jester  since  he  pro- 
vided excellent  free  copy  several  times 
a  week.  Big-type  copy. 

Mr.  William  An-lier  said  that  ho  was 
a  Scotchman,  lie  considered  that  the 
Official  Jester  should  be  retained  because 
he  (the  speaker)  could  understand  his 
jokes. 

Mi:  Jenlerton  said  that  lie  was  against 
the  Official  Jester.  He  was  not  good  for 
trade. 

Mr.  (Jniin-iUc  Jt<irl;<-r  spoke,  in  favour 


of  the  Jester,  holding  that  the  public 
x\as  in  need  of  cold  truths,  such  as 
Mr.  SHAW  offered  them,  and  the  un- 
familiar side  could  not  be  too  much 
studied.  The  Jester  made  people,  think. 

The  foreman  of  a  firm  of  printers  said 
that  he  hoped  the  Jester  would  be  re- 
tained, as  he  was  good  for  trade.  He 
was  always  having  manifestos  printed. 

A  deputation  of  clergymen  of  all  de- 
nominations here  entered  to  lodge  a 
protest  against  the  Jester.  He  was,  t  hex- 
said,  opposed  to  all  laxx-,  order,  and  right 
feeling.  His  doctrines,  in  the  form  of 
jokes,  were  pernicious. 

Mr.  Eustace  Miles  said  he  hoped  the 
Jester  would  not  be  removed. 

Mr.  Shaic,  recalled,  said  that  he  made 
a  very  good  thing  out  of  the  Jestership. 
He  would  starve  if  lie  were  forced  to  be 
serious.  One  of  his  greatest  expenses 
was  the  need  of  having  his  head  half- 
soled  every  few  weeks. 

[This  ended  tlie  day's  proceedings^ 


THE    NEW    CHRYSOSTOM. 

["The  people  have  caught  on  to  this  year's 
Fiuaiice  Bill  in  a  way  they  have  never  clone 
before.  Here  is  Mr.  William  Jones,  for  in- 
stance, the  Chrysostom  of  North  Wales,  whoso 
silver  tongue  has  been  heart!  throughout  <  IriMt 
Britain  during  the  last  month." 

Daily  Chronicle.'] 

0  WILLIAM  JONES,  0  WILLIAM  JONES, 

1  much  admire  your  silvery  tones. 

I  hail  you  on  the  Idee  and  Nones, 
And  on  the  Kalends,  WILLIAM  JONES. 

The  most  stentorian  gramophones 

Are  tame  compared  with  WILLIAM  JONES. 

The  siren  sisters,  surnamed  DONES, 
Cannot  compete  with  WILLIAM  JONES. 

Expiring  patients  hush  their  moans 
When  nurses  whisper,  "  WILLIAM  JONES'.'' 

Old  men  and  venerable  crones 
Worship  the  name  of  WILLIAM  JONES. 

And  infants  with  the  softest  bones 
Crow  at  the  sight  of  WILLIAM  JONKS. 

Xo  suffragette  dare  utter  groans 

When  you  are  speaking,  WILLIAM  JUNKS. 

The  feotiest  horsemen  ride  like  Si.o\\s 
When  you  are  watching,  WILLIAM  JONES. 

Even  the  pauper,  breaking  stones, 

Siiiil'.-s  as  he  thinks  of  WII.I.IAM  JONES. 

But  dukes  and  other  idle  drones 
Dread  the  approach  of  WILLIAM  JONI;?. 

For  then  the  wildest  of  cyclones 

Are  mild  compared  with  WILLIAM  JHM>. 

Then  Tories  hoist  the  xvarning  cones 
And  madly  fly  from  WILLIAM  JONES. 

Then  England  with  submis.-ion  owns 
The  Mivereignly  of  WILLIAM  JONES. 


THE  PORK  PAGEANT. 

FOLLOWING  upon  the  Dogs'  and  CaK' 
Pageant,  the  plans  for  the  Pork  Pageant 
are  noxv  complete.  It  will  be  held  at 
1 1<  iggs  Norton  in  September,  and  the 
boolc  lias  been  very  carefully  written  by 
that  prince  of  pageant-makers,  Mr.  ]/>ms 
N.  PORKER.  Among  the  patrons  are  Sir 
THOMAS  LIPTON,  Sir  WILLIAM  HARRIS, 
Mr.  DENNY,  Judge  BACON,  and  the  Chief 
Secretary  for  Ireland. 

Tableau  I.  will  represent  the  discovery 
of  roast  pig.  Here  Mr.  PORKER  has  had 
recourse  to  the  gentle  Elia.  The  scene 
is  Chinese,  and  the  burning  of  Ho-ti's 
house  and  first  enraptured  taste  of 
crackling  will  be  vividly  enacted. 

Tableau  II.— Effect  of  Cold  Pork  on 
the  imagination.  Several  thousand  fro/en 
pigs  recently  imported  from  China  xvill 
appear  in  this  scene,  which  includes  a 
vivid  representation  of  FUSELI  at  supper 
and  of  his  nightmare  afterwards. 

Tableau  III. — The  invention  of  sau- 
sages. Sir  WILLIAM  HARRIS  will  take  a 
leading  part,  and  pulp  several  thousand 
potatoes  xvith  a  silver  mashie. 

Tableau  IV. — The  learned  pigs  of  all 
ages,  beginning  with  David's  sow.  The 
processes  of  education  xvill  be  displayed 
for  the  first  time.  Pigs  will  be  seen  at 
school,  in  the  various  classes,  acquiring 
culture  and  passing  examinations.  Re- 
presentation of  MICHAEL  ANGELO,  TITIAN, 
TINTORETTO,  &c.,  drawing  pigs  with  their 
eyes  shut. 

Tableau  V.  -will  represent  the  "  gin- 
tleman  that  pays  the  rint" — an  Irish 
scenei  No  expense  lias  been  spared  to 
make  this  a  realistic  transcript  of  life  in 
the  green  or  emerald  isle.  Real  peasants 
have,  been  imported,  and  have  already 
begun  to  rehearse.  Real  pigs  xvill  be 
introduced,  driven  by  Mr.  GINNELL,  M.P. 

Tableau  VI. — Chicago.  Pork  pack  ing. 
A  real  millionaire,  travelling  in  Europe, 
has  consented  to  display  himself  during 
this  scene  and  illustrate  the  life  of  a 
pig-made  American. 

Tableau  VII. — SHAKSPEAEE  and  ]>\<"\ 
in  a  contest  of  wit  before  good  Queen 
HESS,  xvithout  whom  no  pageant  is  com- 
plete. She  listens  to  their  verbal  adroit  - 
ness  and  at  last  awards  the  prize  to— 
but  that  is  Mr.  PORKER'S  secret. 

Tableau  VIII.  and  last.— The  grand 
march  past  by  Baconians,  starting  from 
Ham  Street,  and  proceeding  by  Ham 
J,ane.  Ham  Common  and  Ham  Bridge 
Halt.  This  is  a  very  splendid  effect. 
comprising  as  it  does  personification  not 
only  of  the  great  Chancellor  himself  hut 
also  of  DELIA  BACON  and  IG.  DONNELLY,  and 
it  xvill  be  brought  at  each  performance 
to  a  conclusion  by  a  spirited  dialogue 
I ici ween  Mr.  GEORGE  GREENWOOD,  M.P.. 
and  MARK  TWAIN,  in  wliich  the  Baconian 
theory  xvill  be  enunciated  with  damning 
force. 
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MR.    PUNCH'S    RELIABLE    GUIDE    TO    POPULAR    HOLIDAY    RESORTS. 

No.  ir.-LITTLE-PILBOROUOII  ON-SEA,  KENT. 


*'  ll  J*/a^l>\h1  *jft££&  ** 


1.  CoRIir.Cl    C\i.-ilU.MF.S    FOR   PlI.BOROrOH. 

2.  PII.BOROVGII  BY  Mooxi.ic.ni. 


3.  PRBTIV  fr.f.f  KEAU  PII.BOROCOH. 

4.  OLWST  ISIIABITAST  LYING. 


5.  SHOF  is  HIOH  STBKCT. 
G.  SOCIETY  AT  PII.BOBOOOH. 
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CROSS-EXAMINATIONS   FOR  THE   HOME; 

OR,    LITTLE   ARTHUR'S    ROAD    TO    KNOWLEDGE. 
(Little  Arthur,  ayed  12;  Mamma,  mjcd  -11.) 

Little  Arthur.  Mamma  ! 

Mamma.  Yes,  Arthur. 

L.  A.  Do  you  think  I  am  enjoying  this  visit  to  the  seaside  ? 

Mamma.  What  a  funny  question.  I 'm  sure  you  ought  to 
be  enjoying  it.  There  are  the  sands,  and  the  sea,  and  the 
downs.  You've  got  your  spade  for  sand  castles,  and  your 
net  for  shrimping ;  and  you  can  bathe  every  day  and  learn 
to  swim ;  and  there  's  your  kite.  There  are  thousands  of 
little  boys  who  would  give  anything  for  such  pleasures.  And 
besides,  you  've  got  Papa  with  you  for  a  week. 

L.  A.  Yes,  Mamma,  that's  just  it. 

Mamma.  What 's  just  what  ? 

L.  A.  Papa's  just — no,  I  mean  I'm  wondering  about  Papa. 

Mamma.  What  are  you  wondering  about  him? 

L.  A.  I'm  wondering  if  he'll  make  me  enjoy  myself. 

Mamma.  Why,  you  silly  little  boy,  of  course  he  won't 
make  you  enjoy  yourself.  Nobody  can  do  that.  But  he  '11 
show  you  how  to  do  it — help  you,  you  know.  You  ought  to 
be  very  grateful  to  him. 

L.  A.  So  I  would  be,  Mamma,  but • 

Mamma.  But  what? 

L.  A.  You  spoke  about  sand-castles,  Mamma,  didn't  you? 

Mam-ma.  Yes,  I  did.  Your  aunts  and  I  used  to  build 
splendid  ones  when  we  were  little  girls,  and  when  the  tide 
came  in  we  used  to  stand  on  them.  Little  Canutes,  your 
grandfather  used  to  call  us.  Oh,  yes,  it  was  great  fun. 

L.  A.  Well,  Mamma,  I  started  building  one  yesterday,  and 
I  thought  I  was  getting  on  very  well,  but  Papa  said  I  was 
doing  it  quite  wrong,  and  he  took  the  spade  away  from  me 
and  went  on  piling  it  up  and  up  and  patting  it ;  and  then  he 
kept  sending  me  to  collect  sea-weed  and  stones  to  strengthen 
the  walls,  and  when  he  'd  finished  it  it  was  time  to  go  home 
for  lunch,  and  I  hadn't  really  done  anything. 

Mamma.  Oh,  btit  you  mustn't  grudge  your  father  his  little 
relaxation.  Remember  how  hard  he  works. 

L.  A.  Yes,  Mamma,  I  '11  try  to.  Bat  hasn't  Papa  got  any 
amusements  of  his  own  ?  Couldn't  he  play  golf,  or  make  a 
speech  ? 

Mamma.  He  came  down  here  to  get  away  from  making 
speeches,  and  as  to  golf,  lie  said  he  wouldn't  play  during  this 
one  week,  but  devote  himself  to  us.  There  are  not  many 
boys  who  Ve  got  so  unselfish  a  father. 

L.  A.  No,  Mamma,  I  suppose  not — but  he  isn't  teaching 
me  to  swim,  you  know. 

Mamma.  Isn't  he  ? 

L.  A.  Oh,  no.  Yesterday  and  to-day  he  left  me  by  the 
machine  and  wont  swimming  himself,  and  when  he  came 
back  he  held  me  up  by  my  bathing-drawers  and  said,  "  Strike 
out  now,"  and  when  I  struck  out  he  said,  "  That's  all  wrong. 
You  '11  never  learn  to  swim  like  that,"  and  then  lie  dipped  me 
under  twice  and  said,  "  There  now,  that  '11  make  a  man  of 
you,"  and  then  we  went  back  into  the  machine. 

Mamma.  Well,  perhaps  it  is  a  little  difficult  to  learn 
swimming  here,  but  you  must  keep  on  trying,  Arthur. 

L.  A.  Yes,  Mamma,  I  will  if  Papa  will  let  me.  And  then 
there 's  the  shrimping-net. 

Mamma.  What  's  th<>  mutter  with  that? 

L.  A.  Oh,  there 's  nothing  the  matter  witli  the  net,  Mamma. 

Mamma.  Well,  what  have  you  got  to  complain  of,  then? 

L.  A.  I'm  not  complaining,  Mamma;  I'm  only  telling 
you.  I'd  just  started  shrimping  yesterday  when  Papa  came 
up  and  took  off  his  shoos  and  socks..  He  told  me  [wasn't 
holding  the  net  in  the  right  way,  and  he  took  it  away  from 
me  just  to  show  me  how  to  do  it ;  but  1  never  got  it  back  ; 
he  went  on  doing  it  all  the  time. 


Mamma.  Well,  your  father  caught  all  those  shrimps  wo 
hail  for  tea  yesterday.  I'm  sure  that  was  very  clever  of  him. 

L.  A.  Oil,  ii",  Mamma.  He  only  caught  live  small  cue-;. 
He  bought  the  rest  for  threepence  from  a  real  shrimper. 

Mamma.  But  you  told  me  you  and  he  had  caught  all  of 
them. 

]j.  A.  No,  Mamma,  I  said  we'd  ijot  them  all,  and  so  we 
had.  Papa  arranged  with  me  I  was  to  say  that  so  as  to  pull 
your  leg  a  bit. 

Mammd.  Arthur,  I  will  not  have  you  using  these  vulgar 
expressions.  Your  father  would  be  extremely  displeased  if 
he  heard  you. 

/,.  .1 .  1  don't  think  he  would,  Mamma,  because  he  used  that 
expression  himself. 

Mamma.  Well,  I  don't  think  it's  at  all  funny. 

L.  A.  Nor  do  I,  Mamma;  but  that's  what  Papa  said. 

Mamma.  And  if  he  did,  you're  only  a  little  lx>y,  and 
you  've  no  right  to  repeat  it. 

L.  A.  No,  Mamma  ;  but  the  other  day,  when  Papa  said  he 
had  pulled  Mrs.  Nettlefold's  leg,  you  laughed.  You  seemed 
to  think  it  was  funny  then. 

Mamma.  You're  quite  mistaken;  but  we  won't  discuss 
it  any  more.  What  were  we  talking  about  ? 

L.  A.     Papa  and  my  enjoyment. 

Mamma.  Well,  I  suppose  you  were  able  to  fly  your  kite 
yesterday  after  tea  ? 

L.  A.  Oh,  no,  I  wasn't.  Papa  came  on  the  Downs  with 
me,  and  after  I  'd  tried  to  get  the  kite  tip  twice,  he  took  hold 
of  the  string  and  got  it  up  himself.  After  that  he  wouldn't 
let  me  hold  the  string  at  all,  because  he  said  the  kite  was 
too  strong  for  me. 

Mamma.  Well,  why  don't  you  go  out.  now,  and  catch 
.hrimps  or  fly  your  kite?  Your  father's  out,  so  now  's  your 
chance. 

L.  .4.  Thank  you  for  the  suggestion,  Mamma,  but  it 's  no 
»od. 

Mamma.     No  good?     Why  not  ? 

L.  A.  Because  when  Papa  went  out  he  took  the  not  and 
the  kite  with  him.  He  'said  he'd  have  a  go  with  the  kite 
first,  and  then  he'd  start  shrimping  when  the  tide  was 
further  out. 

Mamma.     Well,  why  didn't  you  go  with  him  ? 

L.  A.  It  wouldn't  have  been  much  fun  for  me,  Mamma  ; 
and  besides,  he  said  I  might  like  to  stop  at  home  and  talk  to 
you  ;  so  I  stayed. 

Mamma.  Anyhow,  you  could  go  on  the  sands  and  build 
castles. 

L.  A.  No,  I  couldn't,  Mamma,  because  Papa  broke  my 
spade  yesterday,  just  as  he  finished  his  castle. 

Mamma.  Well,  here's  sixpence  to  buy  another.  Run 
away  quick,  and  I  '11  join  you  later. 


The   Dog-Watch. 

Under  the  heading,  "Is  Liverpool  Safe?"  The  Daily  Mail 
recently  gave  an  account  of  a  test  of  the  Mersey  defences, 
concluding  with  the  reassuring  statement  that  "  up  to  a  late 
hour  the  many  watchers  had  observed  nothing  likely  to  dis- 
turb their  slumbers."  This  is  your  true  dog's  watch.  Not 
long  ago  a  high  authority  at  the  Admiralty  informed  us  that 
we  might  "sleep  in  our  beds"  without  fear  of  being  roused 
by  an  invasion  ;  but  we  prefer  the  Mail's  advice,  which 
amounts  to  this  :  Keep  awake,  England  !  Keep  awake  all 
the  time,  and  then  nothing  is  likely  to  disturb  your  slumbers. 


Overheard  at  a  new  and  modestly  advertised  Anglo-American 
emporium  not  one  hundred  miles  from  the  Marble  Arch  : — 

Young  Wife  :  "  Darling,  let 's  go  ;  it 's  stopped  raining  at 
last,  and  it'  we  don't  get  out  of  here  soon  we  shall  be  tempted 
into  buying  something." 
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A    NEW    PAPER    FOR    BIPEDS. 

hi  MI  Silt,  So  HUH  h  interest  is  takc'ii 
nowadays  in  the  four-footed  dome-tic 

creation,  their  joys  ;md  sorrows,  lliat  it 
only  seems  fair  thai  our  feathered  friends, 
llir  fowls,  should  ha\e  a  turn.  With 
I  his  end  in  view  I  am  bringing  out  a 
paper  called  The  Daily  Wattle,  d<  \ot. •<{ 
to  tli"  nivds  and  interests  of  the  poultry 
world,  ami  send  you  licrcwitli  a  few 
cuttings  from  the  first  number,  hoping 
thereliy  to  arouse  public  interest  in  a 
much-needed  journal : — 

^Hi-nil  ami  General, 

Madame,  Anne  de  Lusiaii  gave  a  de- 
lightful little  afternoon  party  on  Satur- 
day, at  which  Crewso  sang.  Among 
others  present,  wo  noticed  Mrs.  Legge 
Horde,  who  looked  charming  in  white, 
Mr.  and  Airs.  Bantam,  and  Mr.  Orping- 
ton, of  the  Huff*,  who  escorted  two  of 
his  charming  sisters. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Dawking  have  gone  to 
Leaden  Hall  lor  the  season. 

Her  many  friends  will  he  grieved  to 
hear  of  the  sad  death  of  Miss  Pullet. 
which  occurred  suddenly  last  Wednes- 
day at  Yew  Tree  Farm.  She  appeared 
to  lie  in  the  best  of  health  and  spirits 
on  the  Tuesday,  though  her  friends  had 
noticed  a  decided  tendency  to  I'mbimpolnt 
during  the  last  few  weeks,  which,  it  is 
feared,  may  have  contributed  to  her 
sudden  seizure  and  early  demise. 

I»rd  Barn  d'Or  is  recovering  from 
i  he  si  imewliat  severe  injuries  he  sustained 
in  his  motor  accident  on  the  Brighton 
road  last  week. 

Two  eggs,  old  enough  to  know  better, 
were  caught  poaching  yesterday,  and 
were  sewed  accordingly. 

The-  latest  report  is  that  feathers  are 
going  out  of  fashion  and  very  few  will 
he  worn  this  autumn. 

Births : 

At  "  Ye  Neste,"  Henley,  Mrs.  Wyan 
Potto  of  eight  sons  and  five  daughters 
(three  addled).  American  papers,  please 
copy. 

To-day' i 

Moulting  season  comnieii'  ••-. 

Hamburg  Morning  Concerts,  .'1.15  A.M. 

Kgg-laying  contest,  7  to  11.30  A.M. 

Mi-,  Cochin  Cockerel's  Lecture  at  the 
( 'ackleslou  Hall.  Subject:  "Are  we 
Hen  pecked?"  ±30  P.M. 

Haily  trips  round  the  Calf  and  the 
Chicken  Light. 

Small  Wants  Column. 

Cast-off  Feathers.  Mrs.  Farmer  at- 
tends at  own  roosts.  Best  prices  gi\cn. 

To  Let  -A  Sclc.  I  Midden.  K.stahlished 
two  years.  Best,  straw  and  all  improve- 
ments. Splendid  crowing  position,  under 
good  bedroom  windows. — Apply  Chan- 
ticleer, , •  0  Cox  &  Co.,  Featherston,. 
Buildings,  E.C. 


Gentle  Voice  from  Hoy.  "  DOCTOR,  ir  \ou  'BE  LOOKING  FOE  MY  CHEST,  I  rain*  TOD  'a. 
IT  is  IROST."  • 


For  Sale — Good  Crate,  nearly  new,  or 
would  exchange  for  Indian  niaize,  or 
anything  usefid.  —  Address,  Brahma, 
No.  702,  Poultry,  E.< '. 

Forecast. 

Full  crops  are  expected  generally. 


'lite  lV7i/'li7i/ov/<.  (Salop)  Herald  repro- 
duces the  scores  which  were  made,  so  it 
says,  ''by  the  Shropshire  tea  in  the 
China  ('up  competition  at  Bisley."  We 
know  what  China  tea  is  like  in  a  Shrop- 
shire, cup,  but  this  local  product  is  a 
beverage  which  we  have  never  had  the 
curiosity  to  sample. 


The  Protection  of  Scenery. 
According  to  The  Eatt  Anglian  Dally 
'J'inu'x,  a  new  speed  provision  (in  the 
State  of  Connecticut)  "makes  anything 
over  ten  miles  an  hour  reckless  driving  : 
(1)  Whenever  the  driver's  view  of  the 
road  or  traffic  is  obstructed;  (i'i  when 
he  is  approaching  a  crossing  or  interest- 
ing highway." 

Commercial  Candour. 
•p  anJ  think  for  a  moment   Many  people 
are  all  run  down,  tired  out  and  hardly  able  to 

drag  about— don't  know  what  ails  them.     '« 

Wine  of  Cod  Liver  Extract,   the  great  tiwme 
builder,  is  the  answer."—  ThcCiril  and  .Vi  i 
Gazelle  (Lahore). 
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VILLAGE    POLITICS. 

Jargr  (at  the  end  of  a  long  discussion).  "  Wor  I  sir,  BILL,  IS  THIS  —  THERE'S  A  LOT  COIN'  ox  AS  ME  AKD  YOU  KNOWS  sornis1  ABOUT." 


EUSTOX. 
Now,  when  the  sportsman  is  flitting  from  market  and  Mammon, 

Now,  when  the  courts,  swept  and  garnished,  stand  silent 

and  lone, 
Now,  with  her  challenging  grouse,  and  her  sea-silver  salmon, 

August,  of  mountains  and  memories,  comes  to  her  own  ; 
Would  you  gaze  into  the  crystal,  and  see  tlie-leng  valleys, 

Braes  of  the  North,  and  the  rivers  that  wander  between, 
Crags  with  whose  coating  the  tint  of  the  ptarmigan  tallies? 

Come  up  to  Euston  to-night  about  7.15. 

There,  if  you  've  got  to  make  shift  with  a  fortnight  at  Margate, 

Humbly  content  with  the  codling  you  catch  from  the  pier, 
Making  the  booth's  mere  mechanical  rabbit  your  target, 

There, — if  your  "  heart 's  in  the  highlands  a-ehasing  the 

deer  " —     • 
Shall  you  slip  past,  all  unchallenged,  the  magical  wicket, 

Portal  that  opens  at  will  onto  heather  and  streams  ; 
No  rieed  to  bother  for  berth  or  for  booking  of  ticket. 

When  yon  would  sojourn  a  space  in  the  Kingdom  of  Dreams. 

Come,  then,  and  stand  on  the  platform,  and  see  through  the 

arches, 

FuU  of  the  evening  that  flushes  the  chimneys  with  light, 
Gold-Burnished  rails  that  run  out  to  the  pines  and  the  larches, 

See  the  long  corridor  carriages  busking  for  flight ; 
Board  them  in  fancy,  and   then,  when  the  twilight   grows 

deeper, 
Speed  through  the  moon-mantled  Midlands — by  fell  and 

by  firth, 
Wake  with  your  tea,  in  the  smooth-swinging  rush  of  the 

sleeper, 
When  the  white  glamour  of  morning  is  pale  over  Perth. 


So,  spite  of  luggage  and  crowds  and  of  engines  that  whistle, 

Over  the  riggings — in  spirit — once  more  you  '11  descry, 
On  to  the  perilous  butts,  where  the  batteries  bristle, 

Blotting  the  heather,  the  well-driven  coveys  come  by; 
Bracken  and  blaeberry,  murderous  midges  that  bite  you, 

Summits  that  stand  to  the  sunset,  tremendous  and  .stark, — 
Corne  up  to  Huston,  for  lo,  it  has  dreams  to  requite  you, 

Till  the  last  tail-light  has  twinkled,  and  gone  in  the  dark! 


AERY   NOTHINGS. 

A  EACF,  for  Trans-Channel  honours  has  been  arranged  be- 
tween Mr.  HOLBEIN-  and  the  latest  War  Office  flier,  the  Solvitur 
Ambulando.  Among  the  conditions  governing  the  match  it 
is  stipulated  that  the  former  shall  be  allowed  110  more  than 
one  brass  band,  two  tugs,  and  enough  beef  essence  to  stave 
off  starvation,  while  the  aeroplane  must  carry  Mr.  G.  K. 
CHESTEHTOX  in  an  Inverness  cloak  fully  charged  with  books 
of  reference,  and  arrive  with  the  engine  and  crew  in  s'tlu.  A 
thoroughly  sporting  event  is  thus  assured. 

The  annual  fair  held  at  Nijni  Novgorod  has  been  rendered 
noteworthy  this  year  by  the  unexpected  arrival  of  the  Dulce 
Domum,  in  charge  of  Pr.  Icarus  Lunn.  This  achievement 
undoubtedly  marks  the  final  conquest  of  the  air,  and  we 
hasten  to  tender  our  congratulations  to  the  intrepid  aeronaut. 
The  Dtflcc  Domum  left  Fulham  last  Saturday,  having  Wan- 
stead  Marshes  as  its  objective.  In  consequence,  however,  of 
a  Midden  change  in  the  direction  and  force  of  the  wind  an 
alteration  in  the  programme  was  decided  upon,  with  the 
above  happy  result.  The  dauntless  crew,  on  being  told  of 
their  whereabouts,  expressed  no  surprise,  but  accepted  with 
eagerness  the  Governor's  invitation  to  dinner. 


PUNCH,  «i;  TIM.  I.MXDON  CMMMVMM.    tanva  ll,  1900. 


GETTING  INTO   DEEP  WATER. 

MASTER  AVixsiov  (to  MASTER  LLOYD).  "  LAY  INTO   HIM,   DAVID." 

PAPA    AsQumt.    "STEADY    OX,    YOU    YOUNG    TERRORS;    YOU'RE    MAKING    IT    VERY    ONCOlf- 
FORTABLE  FOR  US  IX   HERE." 
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ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 

KM  KM  nn  i  KOM  NIK  |)I.\I:Y  OK  Tuny,  M.P. 

y/n/l.si'  i)/  <'iililliiilil,-t,Mttililill/,  .\IKJIIxl   '-. 

— As  tin-  nlil  adage  halh  il,  K\ery  Major 
has  his  day.  Tliis  is  ANsruuTiiKR-liiiAv's. 
Quc-tion  1'iper  testifies  that  for  months 
he  has  devoted  a  mas--i\e  martial  mind 
In  question  i)f  equipping  British  Army 
u  it  li  dirigibles.  To  experiment  lias  con- 
tributed not  only  thought  but  personal 
adventure.  Frequently  at  break  of  day 
policeman  on  beat  has  observed,  floating 
over  railed-in  RMS-plot,  a  strange  con- 
trivance. At  iirst.  supposed  it  was  the 
iny.^ierions  balloon  of  which  the  air  and 
men's  minds  were  recently  full.  On 
closer  inspection  recognised  in  sole 
occupier  of  mysterious  machine  the  ten- 
ant of  No.  It,  Katon  Square,  S.W. 

Of  course  there  are  peculiar  difficulties 
in  the  way  of  the  MAJOR  flailing  in  the 
empyrean.  You  want  a  pretty  strong 
motive  power  to  fly  off  with  nineteen 
stone'  at  the  rate  of  a  mile  a  minute. 
The  MAJOR,  accustomed  from  boyhood  to 
make  the  lx;st  of  things,  perceives  in  his 
height  and  girth  advantages  where  others 
spy  serious  disabilities. 

"It  simplifies  matters,"  he  says. 
"  You  see,  when  I  "in  aboard  no  ballast 
is  required." 

Which,  when  you  come  to  think  of  it, 
is  quite  true. 

House  in  Committee  on  Civil  Service 


Estimates.  They 
include  \o|e  for 
'I.".!',,  If,  I  for  Brants 
in  aid  of  scientific 
in\  estimation.  This 
looks  innocent 

mull.       X  \foLEON 

li.  HAI.DVSK,  coming 
to   the   front,  gives 
away  pious  fraud. 
I. iei it.  Sll \rKiJJTON 

tells  MKHDKR  FOR 
S\l(K  that  when  he 
was  bringing  home 
his  ship  from  Ant- 
arctic Seas  itsprang 
aleak.  Being  short- 
handed  for  such 
purposes,  he  offici- 
ally allied  the  pump 
"  a  scientific  instru- 
ment," and  turned 
on  the  doctor  and 
the-  naturalist  to 
take  a  hand  at  it. 
They  wore  shipped 
to  look  after  scien- 
tific instruments. 
and  here  was  one 
requiring  their 
earnest  attention. 

Similarly  this 
vote,  though  ap- 
pearing in  Civil 
Service  Estimates, 


—  A  *-<_  '     *k 


"Tin-  oat-t  supplied  (to  tlit;  Shn>|>»liire  Yeomanry  «•••)•••  -o  li«ht, 
you'd  only  to  put  your  head  in  the  manger  and  blow,  Mr.  S|»Mki-r, 
and  the  whole  thing  went—  ph-h-h !— like  that !  " 

(Mr.  Rowland  Hunt.) 


I.icul.-naiu,  Shauklt'tiui  should  iv;illy  attend  an  Army  IVIwto  in  tlie 
JToi]>.>  of  Commons.  Hn  would  certainly  feel  tempted  to  add  to  tlio 
collection  of  Penguin  slides  \\ith  whieli  lie  now  delights  liis  audience*. 

(This  one,  for  instance,  would  seem  to  lx>  a  \Vui-  .Minister  "taking 
the  salute  "  at  a  march-past  of  Antarctic  Territorials.) 


and  being  deseri  IXM  I 
as  "  in  aid  of  scien- 
tific investigation," 
really  belongs  to 
Army  expenditure 
and  represents  sum 
available  for  experi- 
ments in  aviation. 
Hence  N.  B.  11. 's 
appearance  on 
scene.  Makes  in- 
teresting statement 
on  development  of 
new  arm  of  the 
Service.  Apologises 
for  asking  for  so 
small  a  sum ;  pro- 
mises to  do  better 
in  future.  As  it  is, 
with  assistance  of 
Navy,  there  will  be 
spent  £78,000  this 
year  on  aeronautics. 
And  all  this  largely, 
if  not  entirely,  due 
to  inspiration  and 
encouragement  of 
the  MAJOR. 

In    an    eloquent 
Lje  N.  M.  illus- 
trates the  difficulty 
confronting  the 
gallant    e\  -  linear 

iii    course    of    his 

voluntary  service  to 


nation.  It  appears  that,  if  you  go  too 
high  when  scouting  in  a  dirigible, 
intervening  clouds  prevent  your  taking 
observations.  If  you  go  too  low.  a- 
HALDAXK  put  it,  "the  position  of  the 
unfortunate  aeroplanist  who  is  sitting 
on  a  seat  like  that  of  a  bicycle,  with  a 
battalion  of  marksmen  below,  is  very 
disagreeable." 

At  this  juncture  all  eyes  turned  on 
the  MAJOR,  modestly  occupying  two  -.cat- 
behind  Front  Opposition  Bench.  In 
their  mind's  eye,  Members  saw  him 
partially  accommodated  on  Middle 
suitable  for  rider  of  a  bicycle,  scud- 
ding low,  regardless  of  the  enemy,  who, 
with  rifles  brought  to  shoulder,  pointed 
skyward  as  if  they  were  rook-shooting. 

Business  done. — Nineteenth  and  last 
day  for  Supply  in  Committee.  At 
ten  o'clock  guillotine  dr.igged  in ; 
£59,000,000  sterling  remained  to  be 
voted.  Bang  went  the  whole  sum  in 
next  to  no  time  at  all.  Could  have 
been  done  even  quicker,  only  some 
Members  insisted  on  running  up  ai.  • 
of  their  attendance  on  division^.  Here 
was  opportunity  of  adding  five  to  the 
score.  Utilised  to  the  full. 

Tuesday. — During  the  naval  review 
on  Saturday  public  attention  wis  concen- 
trated upon  His  M\ii-i\.  alert  mi  the 
royal  yacht,  steaming  :- lowly  through 
the  mighty  avenues  of  battles! 
in  possession  of  a  peerless  armada. 
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Mr.  JOHN  T.  MIDDLEMORE  wa-< 
also  there,  beat  on  stime  mis- 
sum  of  reviewing  iloet.  For 
some  time  IK-  h.is.  with  melan- 
choly  persistence,  marked 
the  Admiralty  as  his  own. 
His  attention  first  called  to 
Mibji'ct  by  discovery  of  the 
utterly  neglected  condition  of 
Birmingham.  Within  circle 
of  twenty  miles  of  that  metro- 
polis of  labour  and  Liberal 
Unionism  there  is  not  a  single 
first-class  cruiser,  much  less 
a  Dreadnowjlit.  If  there  are 
smaller  ships  assigned  to  the 
station,  they  are  subterraneous 
as  distinct  from  submarine. 
Of  that  Mr.  MIDDLEMORE  knows 
nothing.  But  before  the  Pro- 
rogation he  will  pose  Admiral 
Mi  K I:\SA  with  a  question  or 
two. 

Up  to  present  date  has  been 
too  closely  engaged  in  convict- 
ing the  Admiralty  of  neglect 
of  our  first  indispensable  line  „ 

of  defence.    Being,  apart  from 
naval  affairs,  a  genial*gentleman,he  does 
riot  imply  the  guilt  of  wilful  shortcoming 
or  wanton  carelessness.     It   is,  as  Dr. 
JOHKSON  said  in  reply  to  the  lady  who 
asked  how  in  his  Dictionary  he  came 
to  define  pastern  as  the  knee  of  a  horse, 
"Ignorance,     Madam,      pure 
ignorance."     Happily  the  na- 
tion has  the  Member  for  North 
Birmingham    in    the    crow's 
nest,  keeping  a  sharp  look-out 
on  naval  administration. 

Muster  of  fleet  at  Spithead 
afforded  opportunity  for  in- 
- 1  iccticm  from  fresh  point  of 
view.  Scanning  long  line  of 
battleships  from  window  of 
dining  saloon  on  the  hos- 
pitable Adriatic,  his  keen  cul- 
tured eye  discovered  various 
defects  to  be  noted  hereafter 
through  many  successive  ques- 
tion hours. 

Jons  T. 

MlDDLEMOBE,  lie 

Says   they  don't   know  everything 
down  in  Judee —     . 

meaning  at  AYhitehall.  He'll 
instruct  them. 

Began  patriotic  task  to-day. 
On  Report  stage  of  vote  for 
trifle  exceeding  twenty-two 
millions  for  Navy  service 
smaller  minds  put  forth  minor 
criticisms.  ASHJ.EV  wanted  to 
know,  What  about  our  stores 
of  guns  and  ammunition,  of 
rum  and  milk?  Bii.\.\isno\ 
protested  against  reduction  of 
number  of  men  in  royal  dock- 
yards. PRETYMAN  lamented 
what  he  called  "the  falling 


•'BARON  BYLES  OF  BRADFORD." 
What  did  His  Majesty  the  King  say  oil  Monday  ? 

behind  of  the  Government"  in  respect 
of  destroyers — as  if  they  were  being 
towed.  BYLES  OF  BRADFORD,  artistically 
yawning,  protested  he  was  "tired  of 
comparisons  between  one  nation  and 
another."  "  What  did  His  MAJESTY 


rill':  KINO  say  on  Monday?" 
Here  Sl'EAKElt  interposed, 
reminding  the  noble  Member 
that  the  name  of  the  Kisc; 
may  not  be  introduced  into 
debate. 

"Sir,"  said  the  BARON,  with 
slight  note  of  asperity,  "I 
was  going  to  speak  with  the 
greatest  possible  respect  of 
His  M.UESTY." 

Reassured,  House  made 
room  for  REES  OF  HINDUSTAN, 
who  chivalrously  supported 
ADMIRAL  MeKi-xxA  under 
angry  fusilade. 

It  was  here  that  Member 
for  North  Birmingham  loomed 
in  sight,  a  Dreadnought  dwarf- 
ing fleet  of  destroyers.  Enough 
for  others  to  potter  round 
these  minutise  of  criticism, 
these  minnows  of  animadver- 
sion. What  Mr.  MibPLF.MOiiK 
wanted  to  know  was,  "  Do  the 
Government  intend  to  build 
•  eight  more  Dreadnoughts  next 

year?" 

His  timbers  shivering  with  apprehen- 
sion, ADMIRAL  McKr.NNA  affected  indif- 
ference to  crushing  blow. 

"Really,"  he  said,  "it  is  impossible 
for  any  Government  to  particularise  in 
August  its  programme  for  the  following 
March." 

Mr.  MIDDLEMORF.  subsided. 
Sank,  so  to  speak,  like  a  sub- 
marine. Using  the  words  in 
a  Parliamentary  sense  there 
remained  visible  above  the 
surface  only  the  periscope  in 
shape  of  the  apex  of  his  head. 
But  he'll  be  up  again  to-mor- 
row with  fresh  torpedo  ready 
for  discharge  at  Treasury 
Bench. 

JiiisincHS  done. —  Supply  for 
the  year  finally  voted. 


More  Triangular  Cricket. 

"  NOUFOI.K  r.  1 1  r:uis. — This  mati-li 
was  concluded  at  C'hester-le-Slicrl 
yesterday,  Durham  paining  an  easy 
victory."—  Sportsman. 


A  Chance  for  Millionaires. 

"  FOLKESTONE.  — jSuperior  board 
residence  ;  close  sea  ;  mid-day 
dinner  "us."- — Daily  Mail. 


An  Englishman's  Son. 

"  I  'ally  {'-ompauion  required,  tem- 
porarily, to  take  boy  o£  four  years 
to  places  of  amusement  in.  Loa- 
don." — The  Times. 


'Middlemore  subsided.     Sank  like  a  submarine. 


THE  KING  OF  SPAIN  (mis- 
quoting Tennyson):  "It  is  the 
Little  Kiff  that  wants  the  loot." 
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Vicar  («Ao  does  a  little  ttocli-rainiiiij}.  "ll'tv  ARE  you,  MIIS.  JEN-KISS?  I'M  SOBRT  TO  8AY  THAT  I  HAVEN'T  SF.F.X  Tin;  AT  cut'R-n  I  UT.IT." 
Mrs.  Jenkins.  "  YKS,  Sin,  TIIVT'S  so.  I  'AVES'T  BEES'  so  REC/LAR  AS  I  i  ,-FI>,  HIT  —  (eon  fide iiliaUy)—  I  DOS'T  'ABDLT  DARK,  FOR  I  NO 
KKE  YOO  A-COMIN'  OCT  OF  TIII:  VESTRY  AFTER  TIIK  mom  BUT  I  THINK  OF  THAT  TIIKIIE  PKI  AS  I  OWES  YOU  FOR." 


INCH  ART  BELOW   STAIRS. 

No  observant  Londoner  can  have  failed 
to  notice  the  wonderful  progress  on  the 
decorative  side  of  the  Underground  in 

the  past  few  years.  Amongst  these 
subterranean  titivations  the  installa- 
tion of  baskets  of  llowers  at  Earl's 
Court  Station  has  attracted  sympathetic 
attention  of  late.  But  other  and 
more  striking  changes  are  shortly 
alnmt  to  emerge  into  the  stage  of 
achievement. 

A  charming  innovation  in  the  inte- 
rest-, of  music -lover-*  is  that  which 
MesM-s.  SMITH  and  WII.I.INC  are  shortly 
about  to  enforce  on  all  the  bookstall 
assistants  in  their  service— viz.,  that  in- 
stead (if  the  mystic  word  "  l'oime-e-6-r " 

(i.e..  paper i  l-eing  called  separately,  it  is 
to  IK- chanted  henceforth  in  two  or  three- 
par)  harmony.  The  assistants,  moreover, 
when  not  occupied  in  attending  to  the 
\\antsof  the  passengers,  \\ill  >ing  madri- 
gals, part-songs,  and  catches  from  a 
collection  prepared  by  Sir  Ki«:\i:  Srni  i: 
and  Sir  <!>.OI;I;K  (linn. 

\uothtM-  extremely  considerate  and 
desirable  new  departure  is  that  by  which 
all  passengers,  on  reaching  the  platform, 
will  lie  supplied  gratis  wit  h  roller  skaies. 
in  case  thev  have  to  wait  fora  train.  A 


sp?cial  instructor  will  be  told  off  to 
watch  each  platform,  and  may  be  relied 
on  to  rescue  any  novices  who  are  in 
danger  of  skating  on  to  the  line. 

Another  long-felt  want  will  shortly  be 
>ati>fied  by  the  decision  of  the  Company 
to  attach  a  sleeping  carriage  to  all  Circle 
trains,  for  the  benefit  of  all  those  who 
wish  to  rest  comfortably  while  in  the 
train,  or,  as  occasionally  happens,  spend 
se\eral  hours  a  day  in  going  round 
and  round  the  Underground.  Light 
refreshments  will  also  be  served  on  tin- 
car,  which  will  include  a  barber's  shop. 
a  card  room,  a  reading  room,  a  billiard 
room,  an  American  bar,  and  a  jig-saw 
puzzle  parlour. 

But  perhaps  the  most  surprising 
development  of  all  is  the  noble  offer  of 
Sir  lingo  von  Erkimcr  to  paint  tin- 
entire  roof  of  the  line  between  Bilker 
Street  and  Portland  Road  in  luminous 
paint,  with  frescos  representing  his 
early  struggles  and  ultimate  triumph 
oxer  the  combined  forces  of  jealousy 
and  incompetence.  The  only  difficulty 
alKMit  the  scheme  is  that  it  naturally 
involves  the  removal  of  the  roofs  of  all 
the  carriages.  But  the  directors  are 
hopeful  of  discovering  a  r;a  meilin  which 
will  reconcile  the  claims  of  high  art  | 
with  the  comfort  of  the  public. 


"General  Knowledge"  Paper. 
\\lio  is   Chancellor   of   the    r'.\- 


From  a 

Q.     Who   is 

chequer,  and  what  is  his  work  V 

A.    Mr.  IJoyd-Oeorge.     Hi- 
to  repair  the  Budget. 


II 


According  to  The  Fortnight  I  y  /iVrieir, 
IMNSV  BrRNKY  "lived  long  enough  .  .  . 
to  receive  Macaulay's  splendid  panegv  ric 
after  her  death."  So  few  people  manage 
to  read  their  own  obituary  notices.  It 
must  be  because  they  don't  live  long 
enough.  MKTIII  <I:IMI  had  time  to  revise 
his  for  the  second  edition. 


The  author  of  "Golf  Notes,"  in  Thf 
Clnhc,  tells  the  story  of  a  tramp  who 
claimed  £5  for  a  bruise  from  a  golf-ball. 

Hut  I  railed  out  'Fore!'"  said  the 
golfer.  "  Oh,  did  you  ?  "  said  the  tramp  ; 
"  well,  I  '11  take  four."  But  it  was  a  pity 
to  spoil  the  tale  by  heading  it,  "This 
Week's  Story."  "This  Century's  Story  " 
\\onld  have  been  a  safer  title. 


Mixed  Bathing. 

From  the  price-list  of  a  Hand  I/mndry 
we  extract  the  following  : — 

"  ( 'IIIIJIREN. 

About  One  Shilling  per  do*,  which  does  not 
include  Frocks  and  Pelticx«U." 
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AT  THE    PLAY. 

"THE  BEST  PEOPLE." 

THE  first  week  of  August  is  perhaps 
not  the  likeliest  time  for  the  start  of  a 
new  play,  and  the  atmosphere  at  Wynd- 
hum's  011  Thursday  was  of  the  sultriest. 
But  a  really  excellent  entertainment  was 
provided  for  a  mostappreeiativeaudience, 
which  included  several  members  of  the 
profession  bent  on  improving  their  holi- 
days by  the  spectacle  of  other  actors  at 
work.  The  First  Act,  extraordinarily 
well  done,  showed  us  a  brace  of  couples 
engaged  in  executing  a  mutual  exchange 
— the  men  in  earnest  as  far  as  they 
knew  how  to  be.  At  times  the  comedy 
(which  never  descended  to  farce  — 
not,  at  any  rate,  in  action)  hovered  on 
the  verge  of  an  adaptation 
from  the  French,  both  in  the 
matter  of  situation  (the  old 
scheme  of  a  petit  souper,  a 
surprise,  and  a  concealment 
in  an  adjacent  room)  and 
also  in  the  matter  of  the  pro- 
prieties ;  but  always  got  safely 
away. 

Mr.  BERXARD  SHAW  must  not 
be  jealous  if  I  describe  the 
play  as  "immoral"  in  the 
sense  that  it  deals  with  ques- 
tions of  right  and  wrong  in  a 
spirit  of  irresponsible  detach- 
ment. Nothing  was  supposed 
to  matter  much ;  the  virtues 
and  vices  of  the  characters 
were  equally  human  ;  the  best 
of  them  was  not  blameless, 
and  the'  worst  .had  redeeming 
qualities.  Nobody  was  greatly 
concerned  about  the  issue  (it 
all  came  right  in  the  end  and 
is  bound  to  go  wrong  again 
within  a  month) ;  our  interest 
rather  lay  in  the  constant  surprise 


make  his  better  acquaintance,  as  he.  was 
obviously  a  man  of  action  and  meant 
business. 

Mr.  LONSDALE  is  not  very  happy  -with 
his  titles.     A  former  play  of  his,   The 
Worm,  had  nothing  early  about 


it;  and,  since  the  characters  in  his 
present  play  are  certainly  not  "  The  Best 
People  '  in  point  of  morals,  the  title  can 
only  apply  in  a  social  sense,  and  there- 
fore required  some  sort  of  satire  upon 
this  designation  of  Society.  But  none 
was  furnished,  except  in  a  single 
passage  where  the  old  peer  requests  his 
son  not  to  raise  his  voice  and  so  oblite- 
rate the  sole  remaining  distinction 
between  his  class  and  the  common 
people. 

The  evening  opened  with  a  revival  of 
Mr.   ECKEHSLEY'S  bright  and  attractive 


THE    GAY   LIFE. 


Emsicorth 
Emsimrth 
Hon.  Mrs.  Baijle 
][on.  Gerald  Bayle 


Mr.  FREDERICK  KERB. 
Miss  LETTICE  FAIRFAX. 
.  Miss  EVA  MOOEE. 
Mr.  KENNETH  DOUGLAS. 


of 


diversions  which  always  occurred  just 
when  the  obvious  course  was  indicated. 

Mr.  LONSDALE'S  dialogue  was  most 
felicitous,  and  my  only  complaint  is  that 
we  could  never  quite  believe  in  the 
sincerity  of  the  only  character  who  really 
made  a  show  of  taking  things  seriously. 

The  interpretation  could  scarcely  have 
been  improved,  though,  perhaps,  that 
delightful  actor,  Mr.  KENNETH  DOUGLAS, 
.suffered  a  little  from  facial  monotony, 
due  in  part  to  his  eye-glass.  Mr. 
FREDERICK.  KERR,  as  usual,  was  made  for 
his  part,  and  his  part  for  him.  Miss 
K\  \  MOORE  was  very  intelligent  and 
vivacious  in  the  part  of  a  clever  woman  ; 
and  Miss  LETTICK  FAIRFAX  was  almost 
equally  good  in  the  part  of  a  stupid  one. 
But  nothing  was  better  than  Mr.  SUUDEN'S 
performance  in  the  First  Act. 

There  was  a  heavy-weight  champion 
who  only  appeared  just  in  time  to  escape 
the  iinal  curtain.  1  should  have  liked  to 


curtain-raiser,  A  Boy's  Proposal,  which 
deserved  a  much  better  setting  than  it 
got.  It  is  futile  for  the  djalogue  to  invite 
attention  to  the  luxury  of  her  ladyship's 
apartment,  when  the  manager  affords 
her  nothing  better  than  a  garret.  -Miss 
CHEVALIER  was  pleasant  and  natural, 
but  Mr.  DAWSOV  might  have  been  less 
amateurish ;  and  I  incline  to  think  that 
the  talents  of .  that  clever  boy,-  PHILIP 
TOXGE,  have  been  a  little  overrated. 

0.  S. 


ON   A   BIRMINGHAM   PLATFORM. 

[No,  this  lias  nothing  to  do  with  Mr.  AsQrrrii's 
ili!r;iic-ned  visit  to  the  Headquarters  of  T.u  IT 
Reform.] 

THERE  were  87  intending  third-cla.-s 
passengers — 85  ordinary  people,  one 
po:>r  fool  and  myself.  I  despised  the 
85  ordinary  people,  pitied  the  poor  fool, 
and  admired  as  much  of  myself  as  J 
could  so'  in  the  mirror  over  the  Auto- 
matic Weighing  Machine. 

When  the  train  came  in  looking  hot 
and  impatient,  I  had  taken  up  a  front 
position  oil  the  platform,  intent  on 
securing  a  corner  seat  at  all  costs.  The 
85  had  also  taken  up  front  positions. 
possibly  with  the  same  intent,  but  the 
poor  fool  had  got  left  well  in  the  rear, 
which  finally  convinced  me  that  he  was 
indeed  the  poorest  of  fools,  or 
the  most  foolish  of  paupers. 

I  did  not  get  a  corner  se  it. 
for  I  am  not  the  sort  of  person 
to  push  and  fight.  Moreover, 
t  here  was  only  one  corner  seat 
availa  Ue,  and  theengine-d  river 
told  me  that  he  should  want. 
that  himself,  when  he  had 
ii inshed  oiling  the  bearings. 
Still,  in  spite  of  my  retiring 
nature,  I  was  first  into  the 
train.  I  put  my  bag  on  my 
seat  and  went  to  lean  out  of 
the  window,  partly  in  order 
to  make  at  least  two  of  the 
brutal  possessors  .of  .corner 
seats  uncomfortable  in  their 
possession,  and  partly  to  watch 
with  contempt  the  plight  of 
the  poor  fool. 

Behind  the  mass  of  strug- 
gling humanity  he  was  visi  I  >'  e,' 
still  sitting  upon  a  milk-can. 
He  appeared  to  l;e  lost  in 
his  foolish  abstractions,  and, 


though  from  time  to  time  he  did"  look  at 
the  train,  the  observations  of  his  eye 
seemed  to  convey  nothing  to  his  mind. 
So,  intimating  to  the 'occupants  of  my. 
carriage  with'  one  "glancj  that  anyone* 
trespassing  on  my  place  would  be 
prosecuted  writh  the  utmost  rigour  of 
the  law,  I  stepped  forth  to  interfere. 

"Am  I  right  in  supposing,"  1  said  to 
the  poor  fool,  "  that  'you  have  a  third- 
class  ticket  to  London  ?  " 

"  I  believe  you  are,"  he  answered  with 
an  absurdly  happy  smile. 

"Then    pull  yourself    together    and 


Suit  an  all-round  Sportsman. 

"  GOODWOOD    DISTRICT.— One  '  of  the   most  come  and  get  your  seat." 
charming  residences    in    the    southern    home 
counties  is  to  be  Let.  .  .  .  Trout  shooting  for 
about  a  mile  in  a  river  intersecting  the  1 ' 
— Country  Life. 


Atalanta  again. 

"  Mr.  Richards  had  two  daughters,  Ethel 
Mary  ami  Gwendoline  Florence.  To  the  former 
he  left  an  annuity  of  £200  while  sin:  jcnuinrd 
a  sprinter." — fioiUh  Wales  Ki'lm. 


"  Hadn't  we  better  first  get  one  for 
you,"  he  answered,  to  which  I  explained 
that  I  was  able  to  look  after  myself,  and 
had  done  so  particularly  well  on  t-hat 
occasion. 

"Assuming  that  you  are  correct  in 
saying  that  you  have  placed  your  bag 
on  your  seat,"  he  said,  in  the  detached 
manner  of  one  approaching  an  abstract 


ADJUST  11, 
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problem  at  his  leisure,  "  does  (.In:  i 

arily  i'ii'l  then  •''  Have  you 
noticed  that  there  lure  ladies  about? 
Supposing,  when  you  got  back,  you 
fniiixl  thai  your  \i\\x  had  fallen  off  your 
i  tu  tin'  i-ai-k,  ami  that  a  lady  was 
<iltiii!,'  mi  yniir  seat,  \vliat  then?  I  can 
think  of  no  remedy." 

Ih     was    hopeless.      "AH    right,"    I 

si ted    at    liim,    "go  your  own   way. 

Idil  it  won't   be  my  fault   if  you  get  left 
behind." 

"  I  don't  feel  thai  this  is  the  sort  of 
train  t  i  leave  one.  behind,"  he  said.  "If 
it  din's,  I  will  try  not  to  blame  you." 

\l\  argument  with  the -lady  in  my 
seal  \va.s  full  n[  good  points,  and  should 
lia\c  been  convincing.  Women,  how- 
c\er.  r.mnot  ai'^ne,  so  1  took  my  bag  off 
the  rack  and  stepped  out  of  the  carriage 
on'to  the  lues  of  the  poor  fool,  who  had 
lies!  irred  hinibelf  at  last,  and  was  sur- 
rounded by  an  orderly  crowd  of  oflicials. 
"Ah,"  he  whispered  to  me,  "so  you 
have  lost  your  seat,  have  you?  1  con- 
gratulate you,  though  I  think  it  was 
more  by  luck  than  by  your  own  skill." 
Then  to  the  oflicials,  "My  friend  is  also 
in  the  same  position.  He,  too,  holds 
a  third-;'lass  ticket  to  London,  well- 
printed,  but  not  transferable,  and  he 
also  would  be  glad  if  you  would  find 
him  a'  seat." 

"There  are  none,"  said  the  Station- 
master  lirirllv. 

"  You  mean,"  said  the  poor  fool,  "  that 
there  are  se.its,  but  other  people  are 
already  sitting  on  them,"  and  he  started 
us  all  walking  down  tin.'  train  to  learn 
the  views  «>!'  the  Guard  upon  the  matter. 
.Meet in";  that  impatient  individual,  he 
dragged  him  into  the  discussion  and 
brought  the  parly  to  a  standstill,  without 
apparent  purpose,  in  front  of  an  empty 
lii-st  elass  carriage. 

»***•» 

"  1  always  feel,"  said  the  pxir  fool, 
"that  it,  is  rude  to  hustle.  For  that 
reason  1  allow  all  the  other  passengers 
to  get  in  before  I  do  so.  Moreover,  1 
have  no  rooted  objection  to  riding  in  a 
first-class  carriage,  if  it  is  to  oblige  a 
railway  company."  For  my  part  1  was 
searching  for  another  looking-glass,  in 
which  to  admire  myself,  but,  though  I 
found  I  lie  glass,  I  could  only  see  in  it 
tin  rellei  tion  of  the  poor  fool,  BO  I  fell 
to  admiring  that  instead. 


Our  Pampered  Curatec. 
"'A.MATr.rit    Ci'RATixi:,'  by  the  Rev.  F.  C. 

l.uii!i:i:r,  M.A.    Instructions  for  the  preparation, 
ai-raiij;<  mem,  and  preservation  ,>f  ohjccts  for  the 
"iiiscnni;   case-making,  labelling,  protec- 
tion ajjainsi  insects,  i!am|>,  A 

'flie  Daily  .\<v.«. 


"  Roust  Maid  required  fur  dull.  ' 

I'lii-  Daily  Ti-l 

WhatClnb?     The  "Savage  'V 


'   ' 


PLAY    THE    GAME ! 

"  RCN   AND    KKTill   THE   BALL,   DoRA   DARLIS'  ,    ANIi   (iRtSDPA   WIU.   BOWL   IT   A'.UN." 
"  G/U.V'/VI .'  THE   MAS   AT  Till-:  WICKET   .VBIX:   I1KI.DS." 


Alone  in  London. 

Vir*t  Citizen.  So  The  Merry  Wuloic  's 
over  at  last. 

Second  l.'itizcH.  1  beg  your  pardon. 

First  Chizi'ii.  1  was  saying  The  Merry 
}\'i<1oio  's  over  at  last. 

Second  Citizen.  <  Her  what  ? 

First  Citizen.  Over.  Finished.  Taken 
off. 

l^i'i-oiul  Citizen.  What  merry  widow  ? 

First  Citizen.  Why,  THE  Merry  Wldoic, 
of  course.  The  musical  comedy.  Did 
you  never  sec  it  ? 

Second  Citizen.  Not  to  my  knowledge. 

First  Citizi'ii.  Then  you  must  be  the 
only  man  in  Ixmdon  that  never  saw  it. 

N.vin),/  Cit'r:en.  The  only  man  ?  Ah, 
that  explains  something.  I  've  been 
suffering  lately  from  a  curious  feeling  of 
loneliness. 

The  Budget  and  the  Aristocracy. 

"t  Irani]  Fa«!iinn:il>lc-  Matinrc.  Saiiinlay.  at 
rc«lnci'«l  i'ih-1  ~.  l.in;i[i'i'  Tatace,  Dublin.1'. 


The  Mote  and  the  Beam. 

"  i  liif  ol  tlic  hiiininonscs  granted  at  ToUenliam 
ji-ti  ulay  ciiiicrini'il  a  cat;  and  a  bright  -nl> 
••<litor  jiroinplly  headml  his  |>aper'8  report  of 
the  i-axe  'Tale  of  a  Cat.'  Jlnm-MT,  it  is  no 
K'H*|  repining;  the  thing '(done  now.  Smiling 
ilirongh  our  tears,  we  pass  U»  other  things."— 
J  h,  <:lobe. 

di  fortunately  higher  up  in  the  saute 
excellent  column — "By  the  Way" — we 
come  upon  the  following  :  — 

"Mr.  Hall  I'aine  has  returned  from  Egypt, 

win-re  hf  was  greatly  impressed  by  the  large 

s..ils  i,£  the  Nile  boats." 

But  why  is  an  old  pun  on  tale—  tail  so 
much  worse  than  an  old  pun  on  sale — 
.-•a  il .'  However,  it 's  no  good  repining : 
the  thing's  done  now.  Smiling  through 
our  tears,  we  pass  to  other  things. 

"  I.idv,  having  frequent  wrt'k-eiids,  wishes  to 
!  home." — The  I^tdy. 

Will  lady  kindly  say  how  fre.iuently  her 
week-ends  m-ciir'.'  How  many,  bay,  to 
the  lunar  month  '*. 


108 


PUNCH,   OR  THE   LONDON   CHARIVARI. 


[Auousr  11,  1909. 


OUR    BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By  Mr.  Punch's  Staff  of  Learned  Clerks.) 


gaiety,  and  a  considerate  avoidance  of  Americanisms;  and, 
if    she    lias    the    true    mummer's    habit    of    attaching    a 

grotesque    importance   to  "the  profession,"  one   may   smile 
on  so  harmless  a   foible.     It  is  perhaps  a  pity  that  she  felt 
bound  to  eke  out.  her  experiences  witli  a  little  plot  and  scnli- 
Mii.  H.  K  DICKINSON  has  written  an  extraordinarily  clever  jment.     Her  .stolid  New  York  broker,  who  eventually  induces 
study  of  the  growth  of  that  form  of  mania  wliieh  consists  j  her  to  marry  him  and   give  up  acting,  is  passable;    bill    I  he 
in  a  fear   of   imaginary  persecutors,   and  lie  has   chosen   a    J't'st  is  nit  her  poor  stuff,  and  gets  very  washy  by  the  end. 
millionaire    with    political    ambitions   as    its    victim.      The 


llo\v  does  !M(\X(-KS  UAKKOK,  alias  .l''K\v  i:s    KOKUKS  lior.Kiir- 


It  appears  that  somewhere  about  the  twelfth 
century  the  godlike  warrior  Osteric  sent  round  to  Count 
Rudolph's  castle  to  say  that  he  wanted  to  marry  the  beautiful 
and  ambitious  Cecilia,  and  would  step  round  .shortly.  On 
his  way  up  to  the  front-door  lie  met  pretty  Cousin  TMtis 
(with  whom  I  had  already  been  in  love  for  some  pages)  and 
wished  to  goodness  that  he  had  never  said  anvthing  about 


marrying   Cecilia, 


romantic  interest  of  £</•  (Sni/  in/d  Lady  Rannard  (HEINE.MANN) 
lies  in  the  circumstance  that  the  wife,  who  has  married  only 
for  position  and  in  order  to  escape  from  the  round  of  West  SON,  expect  the  business  of  our  Empire  to  go  forward, 
Kensington  parochial  work,  begins  to  fall  in  love  with  her  ;  if  1  am  kept  up  all  night  reading  her  books?  By  what  right 
husband  at  the  very  moment  when  his  latent  madness  crops  j .  .  .  But  perhaps  I  had  better  tell  you  about  The  Wanton 
to  the  surface,  and  her  struggle  to  conceal  it,  first  from 
herself  and  then  from  the  world,  is  very  finely  conceived. 
Later  on,  however,  Mr.  DICKINSON  has  thought  fit  to  describe 
the  progress  of  lunacy  from  the  view-point  of  Sir  GUI/ 
himself,  and  there  I  do  not  "  hold  with  "  the  author  at  all. 
The  latter  part  of  the  book  becomes  a  series  of  disjointed, 
purposeless  actions  which  simply  made  my  head  swim, 
so  that  I  felt  inclined  to  hold  the  volume  upside  down  or 
against  the  looking-glass  to 
see  if  it  made  it  any  clearer. 
It  is  quite  bad  enough  to 
watch  a  man  going  out  of  his 
mind,  without  knowing  his 
subjective  impressions  while 
he  does  it.  There  are  several 
well-drawn  characters,  besides 
Marion,  the  wife ;  notably 
Julia,  Lady  Rannard,  the 
hero's  mother ;  and  I  was 
pleased  to  meet  Keddy  and 
Orchard  WtUon  again.  Indeed, 
I  should  have  been  quite  con- 
tent if  only  Mr.  DICKINSON  had 
not  confused  the  provinces  of 
psychological  and  pathological 
interest.  We  don't  really 
want  to  know  what  the  lights 
of  the  train  look  like  from 
Hauwell. 


HOW   SHAKSPEARE 


WROTE  BACON  (BIGHT). 


However,  he  went  through  with  the 
business;  and  it.  was  lucky 
for  him  that  wicked  <'<>it,il 
\raldemerca.me  along  with  the 
Pope's  decree  and  a  sword  to 
annul  the  marriage.  This, 
and  a  good  deal  more,  is  de- 
scribed in  a  spirit  of  bold 
anachronism  ;  but  if  the  pres- 
ence of  "  using  a  big  swear- 
word "  in  the  dialogue  was 
a  possible  absurdity,  the 
absence  of  "by  iny  halidom" 
was  a  positive  relief.  I  for- 
gave, too,  the  numerous  con- 
fidential digressions,  which 
were  generally  out  of  place 
but  often  entertaining. 
Briefly,  I  enjoyed  this  lively 
tale  of  adventure  and  hive, 
intrigue  and  caprice,  and,  if 
Osteric  had  failed  her,  I 
would  willingly  have  married 
Cousin  Beltis  myself. 


People  who  buy  The  Actress 
(CONSTABLE)    in   the  hope    of 

being  pleasantly  scandalised  are  doomed  to  bitter  disappoint-  {  When  a  novelist  of  Mr.  ROBERT  BARR'S  experience  selects, 
inent.  True,  we  are  taken  behind  the  scenes,  but  there  we  (  as  he  does  in  Cnrdillae  (MiLLS  and  Boos),  a  period  such  as 
inhale  nothing  worse  than  a  healthy  air  of  camaraderie,  and  that  of  Louis  XIII.,  one  does  expect  something  thrilling.  It 


the  moral  tone  of  the  characters  would  satisfy  the  censorship 
of  a  HARRY  LAI-PER.  As  nobody  would  dare  to  invent  such 
an  atmosphere  in  stageland,  it  is  obvious,  even  without  the 
publisher's  endorsement,  that  LOOSE  CLOSSER  HALE  is  giving 
her  own  experiences  of  the  typical  life  of  a  decent  American 
company.  But  she  is  surely  drawing  upon  her  gifts  of 
imagination  when  she  would  try  to  persuade  us  that  the  play 
in  which  she  takes  the  part  of  a  half-bred  squaw,  a  play 
written  in  American,  and  reeking  with  Wild  West  slang, 
carried  London  by  storm.  American  provincial  humour  may 
be  good  enough  for  American  audiences,  but  there  has  never 
been  any  clamorous  demand  for  it  in  English  theatres.  Miss 
I IAI.H  is  more  sympathetic  than  some  of  her  countrymen  in 
her  estimate  of  English  people,  but  the  members  of  an 
American  travelling  company  have  not  much  chance  of 
getting  to  know  anything  of  London  social  life  beyond  the 


is  one  of  those  periods  in  which  the  romancer  may  safely 
exceed  the  speed  limit.  Swashbucklers  by  the  score,  plotting 
prelates,  rescued  heroines,  political  intrigues,  interrupted 
duels,  dare-devil  escapades,  secret  staircases,  jokes  pointed 
with  a  rapier — there  is  no  end  to  the  material,  and  one  looks 
for  plenty  of  it.  But  Mr.  BARR  never  really  lets  himself  go, 
and  it  is  disappointing  to  find  that  the  whole  book  leads  up 
to  the  consummation  of  one  adventure  which  is  scarcely 
important  enough  to  fill  a  chapter.  Moreover,  when  this 
adventure — the  release  of  the  Queen  Mother— comes  hurriedly 
to  a  rather  tame  climax,  one  closes  the  book  with  the  inevit- 
able impression  that  the  whole"  story  is  rather  tame,  too. 


From  a  notice  in  a  Japanese  Zoo  : 

'Those  under  tlic  influence  of  liquors  o£  mental  reasons  who  seems 


merest  externals,      liven   there  she  is  apt   to  get  wrong,   as  !  in  trouble  the  Order  o£  the  Garden  could  be  refused." 

when  she  supposes  that  the  furnished  apartments  in  Mayfair, 

and  Belgravia,  where  she  si-archer  for  the  simple  accommoda- ,      '-Talcs  J  ]i;i\c  told.     Some  True— Some  by  Tom  E.  Murray." — "The 

tion  which  she  needs,  are  the  resort  of  Society  when  it  comes  j  Englixhman"  (Calcutta). 

up  for  the  London  season.     She  writes  with  a  spontaneous | Thomas  seems  to  have  passed  into  a  proverb  in  India. 
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•"K  AIN'T  COIN'  TO  WUKKI-KEEP,  is  "E?" 

"YES.      WE  ALWAYS  PUTS  \OUSfl   Kill.  THEIIE   VV1IKN   JlM '«   BOWI.ISO— V<W   '«  CA.V   '«>«  t«'WI»  TUB   MM 


CHARIVARIA. 

TIIK  HOMI:  BBOBEXUir'a  order  that  Bor- 
stal Pri.-oii  shall  heiuvforlh  be  known 
;is  Borstal  Institution  has  greatly  en- 
couraged those  persons  who  are  desirous 
that  llolloway  shall  ho  converted  into 

a  coml'orlal'l  •  l-adies'  ( 'Inb. 
*   * 

The  Maxim  ^uns  used  by  some  of  the 
Territorials,  we  are  told,  are  distinctly 
inferior  to  the  latest  Bulgarian  model.--. 
This  renders  il  all  the  more  creditable 
to  our  Government  to  have  pluckily  sided 
against  Bulgaria  in  the  recent  Near 
Ka-;ern  crisis.  t  * 

A  certain  amount  of  sympathy  is  being 
expressed  lor  the  Header  of  Plays  now 
that,  it  has  become  known  that  he  re- 
ceives only  £1.">00  ;v  year  for  his  grue- 
some job.  *  n, 

\M(\\-  TKI:K  has  christened  a  baby 
lioue-s.  which  was  horn  at  the  White 
City,  "(iloria  Budgetta."  We  under- 
stand that  the  biggest  growl  which  has 


ever  proceeded  from  so  small  a  lioness 
was  heard  as  toon  as  her  awful  fate  was 
announced.  Once  more  it  is  being 
asked:  What  was' the  Society  for  the 
Prevention  of  Cruelty  to  Animals  doing? 

V 

I  tog,  we  know,  should  not  eat  do^, 
but  it  seems  that  this  happens  some- 
times. A  contemporary  published,  the 
other  day,  a  photo  of  King  M  \N"i:i,  with 
one  Danish  boarhonnd  at  his  feet.  This 
was  entitled,  "The  young  King  and  his 
dogs  '  Box '  and  '  Tagus.'  " 
*  * 

The  Woman  in  the  Case  is  to  be  trans- 
ferred from  the  Garrick  Theatre  to  the 
New   Theatre.     We  hope  the  case  will 
urely  packed. 

V 

Barking  District  Council,  it  is  an- 
nounced, possesM.8  two  bath-chairs  which 
may  be  used  free  of  cost  on  application 
to  the  clerk.  Onr  watering  places  as  a 
rule  show  such  a  lack  of  enterpri-.-  in 
attracting  vi.-itor.-  that  we  take  off  our 
hat  to  plucky  little  Harking. 


The  Japanese  arc  reported  to  IK>  de- 
voting much  energy  to  the  extension  of 
their  shark  fisheries,  and  the  sardine 
industry  is  said  to  be  seriously  alarmed 
at  the  prospect  of  dangerous  competition. 


*  * 

One  cannot  help  liking  the  burglar 
who  begged  the  magistrate  to  give  him 
only  a  short  sentence,  the  other  day.  <m 
the  ground  that  this  was  his  busy  season. 

It  is  stated  that  two  valuable  stat  n 
relics  of  Pompeii,  have  b  en  stolen  frmu 
the  bronze  room  in  the  National  Mnsemn 
at  Naples.  This  is  possibly  an  exaggera- 
tion. They  may  merely  have  IHVII  taken 
as  mementos  by  American  admirers. 

Even  attempts  at  revolution  have  their 
compensations.  At  Barcelona  two  daily 

papers  and  three  weekly  review>  have 
been  suppressed. 

Mr.  HALL  CAISI:' *  latcM  exploit  is  to 
appear  as  an  actor  in  a  theatre  at 
Douglas.  He  gets  more  and  more  like 

dear  old  Siuk.-ri.AlM:  every  day. 
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WHY    THE    BUDGET    IS    "POPULAR." 

[Addressed  to  the  Cn  \N<  I;U.OK  OK  Tin:  KxniEQVKH  by  a  typical  member 
ol  the  class  which  constitutes  tin-  vast  majority  of  the  electorate.] 

Yon  ask  me  if  your  little  Hill, 

Round  which  the  bees  of  faction  buzz, 
Causes  my  heart  a  happy  thrill? 
My  answer  is  :  "  It  does." 

I  like  a  thing  that  knocks  the  folks 

Who  mote  and  bloat  and  dance  and  dino, 
That  takes  the  stuff  from  out  their  pokes 
And  puts  it  into  mine. 

Not  that  I  care  who  pays  my  way  ; 

Such  worries  never  make  me  fret ; 
I  'm  always  free,  come  whence  it  may, 
To  pouch  what  I  can  get. 

The  thought  of  charity  I  detest 

But  mean  to  bear  it  like  a  man  ; 

You  tap  the  source,  I  '11  do  the  rest 

And  swallow  all  I  can. 

And,  though  you  chop  and  change  your  IJill 

From  what  was  perfect  at  the  start, 
In  my  opinion  it  is  still 

A  noble  Work  of  Art. 

Whether  the  owner  or  the  State 
Should  pay  the  valuation  fea 
May  be  a  matter  for  debate 

But  makes  no  odds  to  me. 

Baccy  and  sugar,  tei  and  beer  — 

That 's  all  of  mine  your  taxes  touch  ; 
A  halfpenny  there,  a  farthing  here — 
It  don't  amount  to  much. 

That 's  why  I  bless  the  lavish  hand 
That  lets  me  use  for  my  defence 
A  thumping  Navy,  built  and  manned 
At  other  men's  expense. 

Nor  could  I  bring  myself  to  blame 

A  scheme  that  gives  me,  free  as  air, 
Schools,  baths  and  pensions,  just  the  sane 
As  if  I  'd  paid  my  share. 

So  clear,  indeed,  its  merits  lie 

That,  when  you  ask  me  if  I  view 
Your  Budget  with  complacent  eye, 
I  'm  bound  to  say,  "  I  do." 

I  can't  requite,  and  you  would  flinch 

At  all  reward  for  service  done, 
But,  if  you  need  me  at  a  pinch, 
My  heart  is  yours,  for  one. 

Yes,  though  I  'in  sure  that  you  would  sliovc 

The  hint  of  payment  down  my  throat, 
I  shan't  forget  your  proofs  of  love, 

And  you  shall  have  my  vote.  0.  S. 


The  New  Star. 

'  Robson  was  bowled  by  a  straight  bull  from  Ooogly,  the  bowler 
never  attempting  to  play  it." — Kdtithur'jh  7?n'//M'/  Din^itch. 

After  all,  that  isn't  what  Googly  was  there  for. 


What  is  the  Hight  Age  to  Marry  ? 

'•This  c|iirs<ion   needs  no  Solomon  or  sage, 
For  all  must  marry  at  their  marri-  age." 

All  rights  protected.     Author  also  protected. 


HOLIDAY    RESORTS. 

I.        HlI.I.INCSCATK. 

Tins  little  old-world  village  lias  many  attractions  for  (ho.se 
who  prefer  a  quiet  holiday  to  the  more  strenuous  forms  <,f 
recreation  no\v  in  vogue.  Situated  on  the  bank  of  a  wide 
river,  strange  to  say  it  lias  not  yet  become  spoiled  by  fashion 
nor  devastated  by  the  noisy  tripper.  Its  inhabitants  and 
their  curious  dialect  will  afford  opportunity  for  much  thought 
and  speculation,  while  its  exhilarating  breezes  must  be  pi  r- 
sonally  experienced  to  be  appreciated  at  their  full  value. 
The  staple  industries  are  connected  with  fish,  and  one  can 
well  imagine  how  beautiful  a  sight  it  must  be  to  see  the 
I  mat-  return  at  twilight,  while  the  wives  ami  sweethearts  of 
the  gallant  blue-jerseyed  and  blue-langunged  fishermen  await 
them  on  the  pier.  All  lovers  of  the  picturesque  should  make 
a  strong  point  of  seeing  Billingsgate.  To  find  it  easily,  shut 
your  eyes  when  nearing  the  bridge,  and  when  the  smell 
becomes  strong  enough  to  support  your  weight  turn  to  the 
left.  Another  method  is  to  buy  a  small  scrap  of  litmus 
paper  from  a  chemist,  and  carry  it  in  the  hand  ;  when  it 
turns  pink  you  are  there. 

II. — Cl.APIIAM     JYSTTIOX. 

This  healthy  and  bracing  spot  has  been  for  many  years 
the  destination  of  thousands,  and  it  is  so  well  known  that 
little  that  is  fresh  can  be  said  in  its  praise.  Situated  charm- 
ingly on  the  South- Western  line,  with  frequent  (rains  also 
kindly  supplied  by  the  L.  B.  &  S.  0.  R.,  it  is  unequalled  for 
beauty  and  refinement.  FewT  people  realise  the  true  value  of 
scenery  as  an  educative  force  until  they  have  visited  Platform 
75  of  "  The  Junction,"  as  it  is  affectionately  termed  by  its 
patrons.  The  means  of  access  are  by  a  wooden  pier  which 
seems  a  mil?-ancl-a-half  long,  but  is  in  reality  only  about  a 
mile,  or  by  a  wonderful  subterranean  gallery  cut  through 
the  solid  rock,  and  full  of  the  finest  chiaroscuro  effects. 
Amusements  are  many  and  varied  ;  a  favourite  game  with 
the  children  is  hide-and-seek  along  the  underground  passages 

a  pastime  in  which  their  elders  do  not  disdain  to  participate  ; 
races  are  also  frequently  run  along  the  pier  ami  down  the 
stairs,  and  the  authorities  encourage  the  sport  by  placing 
ollicials  at  the  bottom  whose  amusing  duty  it  is  to  stop 
competitors  as  they  pass,  if  possible.  In  fact,  for  young  and 
old  at  this  season  of  the  year  a  stay  at  so  breezy  and 
salubrious  a  spot  can  be  heartily  recommended. 

III. — PICCADILLY  CIRCUS. 

Opinions  may  differ  as  to  the  propriety  of  camping  out  on 
this  historic  piece  of  reclaimed  meadow-land,  but  there  can  only 
be  one  verdict  as  to  the  benefits  to  be  derived  from  a  stay 
in  the  vicinity.  Unrivalled  in  its  position,  a  quiet  stroll  round 
the  district  (taking  care  to  keep  to  the  paths  and  not  to  pick 
the  flowers)  is  full  of  interest,  while  those  who  an1  good 
walkers  may  penetrate  to  the  surrounding  open  country 
without  fear  of  straying  far  from  some  place  of  refreshment. 
Magnificent  views  can  be  obtained,  price  till,  per  packet  of 
twelve  assorted,  and  there  are  several  shops  where  souvenirs 
of  a  more  expensive  character  may  be  purchased.  Excur- 
sions can  be  made  from  the  Criterion  (an  old  coaching  inn) 
to  the  Pop  (a  pretty  little  creeper-covered  tea-house),  return- 
ing r'n'i  the  Empire;  this  journey  is  often  done  on  font,  but 
strangers  will  be  well  advised  to  hire  one  of  the  cnn\ey- 
ances  which  are  provided.  The  illuminations  each  night  are 
on  a  splendid  scale,  and  if  their  stay  is  in  any  way  dull 
visitors  will  onlv  have  themselves  to  blame. 


Viscount  Cm  liciiii.!..  Chairman  of  the  Great  Western 
Railway,  wishes  it  to  lie  more  widely  known  that  the  world's 
record  high  jump  (fishermen's  class)  was  performed  by  an 
inhabitant  of  the  Cornish  Riviera  and  not,  as  is  generally 
supposed  (on  t'.e  strength  of  a  poster),  by  a  native  of  Skegness. 


1'1'NCII     (Hi    TI1K    I.()Nl"iN    ('IIAinV.MU.— Ai-.r-r  18,  1W9 


THE   OUTCAST. 

ANTWERP  CUSTOMS  OFFICER.  "HAVE  YOU  ANYTHING  TO  DEC!  VRE? 
Bums,,  HORSE.   "ONLY  THIS -THAT  I'M  ASHAMED   OF  MY  COU, 

Nnno  .00  soon  th,  Hoard  ,,f  Agriculture   !„  taking  fresl,  D                   ,.lat,  .h-  -M  - -rUtion  of  wonmnt  ..«! 
irailio  ivlik'h  has  long  b.-cn  a  dis^ia,-.-  to  the  nation,  and  ought  to  lx-  slopiwl  >er .J  ====== 
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I'tlt.    "Il'S  A  QUARE  TIIHAliE   1IR   HAS,   TO   BE   SI'IIK." 

O'Grady.  "I  BKI.AVK  TIIKIIK'S  GREAT  MOXK\    iv  rr,  ANNYMAY." 

1'at.  "  BKOOB,  IT'S  IN  THE  TIIIUDES  WITHOI-T  HIXSE  on  ITKIMM-:  AT  ALL  THAT  THE  HONI:T  is  MADE." 


THE  RIGHT  AGE  TO  MAIUIY. 

GlCM.Itors   CONTRIBUTIONS  OF   NOVELISTS. 

Tin-:  silly-season  discussion  evoked  l>y 
the  recent  inonieiitous  decision  of  ;m 
American  lady  athlete  shows  no  sign  of 
abatement.  Indeed,  we  have  received 
letters  on  tin- subject  from  950  female  and 
800  male  novelists,  but  as  the  contribu- 
tions  lii-iir  Midi  an  extraordinary  family 
reseniblamv  we  feel  that  the  needs  of  the 
situation  will  be  answered  if  we  print 
three,  adding  a  pithy  and  luminous 
epistle  from  Mr.  ALGERNON  ASHTON. 

SIR, — As  one  who  is  happy  though  at 
present  unmarried,  may  I  be  permitted 
to  point  out  that  the  locus  classleits  on 
this  point  is  to  be  found  in  my  novel, 
TheJoysofJuda»,iD  which  the  heroine, 
after  attending  a  garden-party  at  Burl- 
ington House,  is  kidnapped  by  the  l>nl;e 
of  Vertigo  and  immured  in  a  eellar  in 
Arlington  Street.  The  novel,  which  was 
published  by  Mes.-rs.  Odder  ami  Odder, 
is  no\v  in  its  seventeenth  large  edition, 
and  was  (lie  special  favourite  of  the  late 


Emperor  of  Htssrv,  Mr.  GI.AHSIIIM:,  and 
thi-  MAIIIH.  MARIK  St  ARI.ATTI. 

SIR, — May  I  be  permitted  to  quote,  as 
bearing  on  the  point  at  issue,  the  words 
of  a  famous  general,  a  man  of  dauntless 
courage  and  stoical  self-possession,  in 
my  new  novel  (already  in  its  thirtieth 
huge  edition),  The  Bach  oj  the  Arab 
Hindi— 

"General  Gray  strove  manfully  to 
repress  his  rage,  but  the  blood  was 
thunging  and  ruckling  in  his  carotid 
artery,  his  face  was  purple  and  the 
whites  of  his  eyes  were  stricken  pink.  At 
last  he  could  restrain  himself  no  longer 
and,  soi/inghis  sobbing  daughter  by  the 
right  ear,  he  swung  her  off  her  feet  with 
the  seream  of  a  wounded  gorilla,  adding 
in  a  tense  whisper,  '  Dash  it  all,  girl, 
don't  lie  a  blithering  idiot,  but  keep 
calm  like  me.'  "  (Vol.  If.,  p.  184,  4s.  net, 
at  all  libraries  and  b<* libellers'.) 

Air   Altl'X. 

SlR, — It  is  obviously  impossible  to  lay 
down  a  hard-and-fast  rule  as  to  tin- 
right  age  to  marry.  Hut  I  may  mention 


that  after  making  a  careful  anal\.~i-"[ 
my  own  f>9  novels  I  find  that  the 
average  age  at  which  my  heroines 
entered  the  portals  of  St.  George'.,. 
Hanover  Square,  is  L'l  1. 

May  I  quote  the  words  of  a  di.->lin- 
guishcd  litleraleur  in  my  new  novel. 
Tlir  \irrft  Woman  in  Nice,  as  he 
describes  the  idtal  partner? 

"  0  women  in  our  hours  of  joy 
Inclined  to  worry  and  annoy. 
When  anguish  makes  the  brow  to  nche 
You  are  a  trump  and  no  mi.-take." 

Yours  faithfully. 

\VllJIKI.M    IT    KKW. 

SIB,  —  In  FiiXMxc's  day  heroines 
married  at  the  age  of  s-ixtten  or  seven- 
teen. Mr.  Iln*:u  II\ia;\i:i''s  famoii- 
charaeter,  Aycsha,  was.  if  I  mistake  not. 
close  upon  2.000  ye.irs  of  age  when  sin- 
contemplated  matrimony  for  the  l.i-t 
time.  Surely  it  ought  to  be  possible  to 
strike  a  happy  mem,  and  say  that  490 
or  f>00  is  tin-  ideal  age. 

ITON. 
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HINTS   FOR   HOT  HOLIDAYS. 

THE  object  of  this  article,  other  than  the 
obvious  one  of  filling  up  the  page  until 
you  get  to  the  paragraphs  at  the.  bottom. 
is  to  collect  in  handy  form  such  informa- 
tion as  the  best  authorities  consider 
indispensable  for  the  proper  preserving 
of  life  in  these  trying  times  of  heat  and 
holiday.  (1  don't  icunt  to  !>.•  alliterative  : 
it  just  conies.)  To  do  this  it  has  been 
found  necessary  to  bone  many  priceless 
ideas  from  the  ha  penny  papers.  Apolo- 
gies, however,  are  gladly  offered — in  the 
first  place,  to  the  editors  of  these  con- 
temporaries, and  secondly  (and  more 
diffidently)  to  the  readers  of  this  com- 
pendium ;  it  seems  hard  lines  that  they 
should  have  to  have  it  all  over  again. 
There  can  be  no  doubt,  though,  that 
everything  in  this  article  is  essential  to 
their  well-being,  and  that  I  have  omitted 
nothing  which  i  could  possibly  get  in. 
Readers,  therefore,  should  cut  this  page 
out  and  suspend  it  by  a  string  from  the 
chandelier,  so  that  it  may  always  be 
before  them.  When  they  are  thoroughly 
sick  of  it  they  should  paint  it  lightly 
with  treacle,  and  then  the  ilies  will  come 
and  read  it,  too. 

Now  I  'in  going  to  begin. 

WHAT  TO  WEAK. 

Quite  apart  from  Mr.  REDFOKO,  there  is 
one  great  difficulty  about  clothing  your- 
self suitably  in  this  weather;  namely, 
that  the  more  clothes  you  put  on  to  keep 
the  heat  out  the  more  heat  (somehow) 
you  keep  in.  For  this  reason  it  is 
generally  agreed  now  that,  the  lighter 
your  clothes  are,  the  better.  In  the  case 
of  both  men  and  women  it  has  been 
found  possible  to  reduce  the  weight  of 
the  wardrobe  to  the  merest  trifle. 

Alans  Dress. 

1  gold-beater's  skin  suit  .     .  1  oz. 

1  asbestos  shirt  front  ...  2  dr. 

I  diamond  tie  pin   .     .     .     .  2  dr. 
1  pr.  open-work   aluminium 

socks 1  dr. 

1  pr.  sandals 1  ox. 

1  india-rubber  collar  .  1  oz. 


Total     .      3  oz.  5  dr. 

The  idea  of  the  diamond  pin  is  to 
focus  all  the  rays  of  the  sun  upon  your 
chest,  which  is  of  course  rendered  im- 
mune by  the  asbestos  Richard.  Should 
you,  however,  fall  into  the  sea  (I  shall 
refer  to  this  more  fully  later  on)  the 
india-rubber  collar  will  be  found  both 
helpful  and  stimulating. 

Woman'*  Dress. 

Though  the  feminine  wardrobe  comes 
•well  within  the  province  of  this  article, 
it  hardly  comes  within  that  of  this 
paper.  But  I  am  told  it  works  out  as 
follows : 


1  muslin  frock      ...     1  oz. 

Et-caetera 2  oz. 

Hat    .  12  lb-.  13  oz. 


Total 


13  Ibs.     0  oz. 


WHAT  TO  I']AT. 

Let  us  (says  a  well-known  vegetarian 
llarley  Street  specialist),  let  us  (says  lie! 
consider  a  typical  winter  breakfast,  such 
as  was  suitable  three  weeks  ago  ;  what 
do  we  find  ? 

Porridge    .     .     .     Hot. 
Fish      ....     Beastly  hot. 
Eggs    ....     Help!" 
Marmalade     .     .     Heating. 
How  much  more  suitable  is  the  follow- 
ing : 

Canary  seed  Titillates  the  diges- 

tive duct. 

Filleted  beetroot  Smartens  up  the  ner- 
vous system,  re- 
moves moth,  pre- 
vents baldness 
and  makes  cycl- 
ing a  pleasure  to 
hundreds. 
Breadcrumbs  Invaluable  for 
black-and-white 
artists. 

Grouse  Recipes. 

(I  thought  you  'd  like  these  now.) 

"  Grouse  Melba  ": — Take  grouse,  re- 
move the  works,  insert  ice,  and  eat  with 
spoon. 

"Potage  de  grouse": — Borrow  grouse, 
rinse  in  warm  water,  return,  and  serve 
results  with  squares  of  toast. 

"Pressed  Grouse." -—Bone  grouse; 
stretch  and  press,  taking  care  that  the 
crease  is  down  the  front  of  the  leg ; 
place  on  sideboard,  and  say  to  your 
friends,  "  Lot  of  trouble  that  bird  gave 
me.  Stalked  it  for  twenty  miles  up 
stream,  and  then  it  winded  me,  and  1 
had  to  give  it  botli  barrels.'' 

You  will  notice  that  all  these  recipes 
necessitate  the  use  of  a  grouse.  So 
exacting  are  the  dictates  of  fashion. 

How  TO  BATHE. 

Rule  I. — Before  striking  out,  make 
sure  that  you  really  have  arrived  at  the 
seaside.  It  is  no  good  starting  the 
overhand  stroke  when  your  excursion 
train  is  still  waiting  at  Balham.  In  the 
case  of  Southern!  —  but  all  the  jokes 
about  Southern!  were  made  last  month. 

Rule  II. — The  small  jellyfish  with 
the  mauve  insides  don't  sting.  If  they 
do,  then  it  shows  they  know  nothing 
about  natural  history,  and  to  a  certain 
extent  you  have  the  laugh  of  them. 

Rule  III. — (We  are  putting  down 
these  Rules  just  as  they  occur  to  ns 
there  is  no  necessity  for  you  to  observe 
any  particular  order).—  Should  you,  when 
swimming  at  one  of  our  Southern 
resorts,  mistake  the  way  back  and 


arrive  inadvertently  at  France,  say  to 
the  first,  man  yon  meet,  "Pardon,  mon- 
sieur, mais  je  suis  arrive.  Proximo 
ae<v-sit.  Nisi  prius,"  and  explain  to 
him  how  it  is  that  yon  have  no  hat.  He 
will  see  by  this  that  you  are  determined 
to  stand  no  nonsense  and  he  will  indicate 
the  rou I e  to  England. 

Hull'  71 '.—Before  taking  off  from  the 
top  of  the  cliff  ascertain  the  state  of 
t  he  t  ide.  It  does  not  follow  t  hat  because, 
according  to  the  London  press,  it  is  high 
water  at  London  Bridge  it  will  be  high 
water  immediately  beneath  you.  Many 
an  accident  has  been  caused  by  for- 
getting this. 

Rule.  V. — Bathing  only  makes  you 
hotter,  you  know. 

WHAT  TO  TALK  ABOUT. 

The  sole  topic  of  conversation  in  bus, 
tram, tube,  monoplane,  biplane.  Salisbury 
Plain,  club  and  Carmelite  House  is  "  What 
is  the  Right  Age  to  Marry?"  Some  say 
"  Now,"  and  some  say  "  Never,"  and 
some  say,  "  Well,  it  depends."  If  you 
cannot  consult  a  lawn-tennis  champion 
on  the  subject  you  should  join  the  first 
group  you  observe  in  conversation  (.111 
the  heach.  They  are  sure  to  be  talking 
about  it,  and  a  copy  of  The  Da'dij  .Mail 
is  considered  sufficient  introduction  at 
the  seaside.  Just  go  up  and  say,  "  Well, 
I  think  twenty-three,"  and  ask  them  all 
back  to  lunch. 

Another  enduring  topic  is  the  Heat 
Wave.  The  thermometer  has  now  reached 
the  incredible  figure  of  86°  in  the  shade, 
or  128°  if  you  have  to  cross  the  road  for 
an  evening  paper.  You  may,  therefore, 
safely  say  to  your  neighbour,  "  Well,  is 
this  hot  enough  for  you  '?  " — implying 
that  it  is  all  his  fault  we  are  having  a 
heat  wave  at  all,  and  that  but  for  him 
we  should  still  be  enjoying  the  cool 
breezes  and  refreshing  showers  of  three 
weeks  ago.  If  he  dares  to  say  "  No." 
you  will  be  left  trying  to  imagine  what 
on  earth  it  will  be  like  when  the  thermo- 
meter {stands  at  87°. 

WHAT  TO  READ. 

Articles  like  this.  There  will  be  two 
more  next  week,  if  the  sun  keeps  on. 

A.  A.  M. 


Nicknames  of  the  Great — I. 

"The  high  road  will  take  him  to  Coniston 
J-ako,  where  lit*  may  explore  the  village  of  that 
name,  with  its  relies  and  memories  of  Knskin, 
the  hoary-headed  giant  known  as  '  Coniston  Old 
Man.' :' — The  (Juecn. 

Sporting  Notions. 

"  The  glorious  twelfth  is  a  red-letter  day  in 
i!ir  :i!llit-'Mt  sportsman's  calendar,  and  Li\<  i'|mi>[ 
cuii  boant  of  not  a  few  crack  'gnus'  noted  for 
their  --kill  in  decimating  pheasant  presem  -.  ' 
l.'in  r/iKol  Daily  Pout. 

One  hit  in  ten  chances !  Liverpool's 
"crack  guns"  should  do  better  than 
this  in  the  present  close  season  before 
the  young  pheasants  get  strong  on  the 
wing. 
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BLANCHE'S    LETTERS. 

Broadlands. 

DEAREST  DAPHNE,--! '111  a  happy  little 
woman  !  I  've  got  the  Central ians  here ! 
— actually  ! — and  that  wonderful  ( 'aptain 
Findlay  who  discovered  them  —  and  n 
houseful  of  people  to  meet  them.  Yon  've 
heard  all  about  them,  of  course?— how 
Captain  Findlay  got  to  the  very  middle 
of  Australia,  where  no  one '< ever  been 

before,  and  found  the  CentraliansJ  as 
he's  called  them,  living  there,  where 
nobody  thought  anybody  could  live,  for 
there's  no  water  to  drink — though,  as 
far  as  tliat  goes,  lots.  >!'  people  here  in 
England  manage  not  only  to  live,  but 
to  do  themselves  awfully  well  without 
ever  drinking  any  water  ! 

The  Centralians  are  the  street  exi  crea- 
tures !  About  four  feet  high  and  copper 
coloured,  with  faces  like  those  "Id- 
fashioned  door-knockers.  Their  dress 
is  something  in  the  Salome  style ;  and 
they  're  the  only  race  knoirn  who  don't 
seem  to  have  anything  that  can  be 
called  a  language:  isn't  it  delicious  V 
(Norty  says  they  could  do  with  some  of 
them  in  Parliament !) 

The  party  consists  of  the  Chief,  whose 
name  seems  to  be  Happarapparoo,  his 
little  wife  (her  name,  as  far  as  wo  can 
make  out,  is  Gig  said  as  many  times  as 
yon  've  the  breath),  the  Centralism  Prime 
Minister,  and  some  members  of  the 
Cabinet.  They  don't  care  to  live  in 
houses,  and  have  no  use  for  furniture, 
so  some  of  the  stables  have  been  given 
vip  to  them.  I  wanted  them  to  dine 
with  us  every  evening,  but  Captain 
Findlay  says  it's  best  not,  as  they  eat 
their  meat  raw,  and  generally  light  while 
they're  eating  it.  They  always  dance 
for  us  after  dinner,  however — war-dances, 
love-dances,  friendship-dances,  and  all 
that  sort  of  thing.  We  're  all  immensely 
gone  on  their  dances,  and  are  practising 
them  ourselves. 

Professor  Dimsdale  is  here  to  study 
them.  As  a  mental  philosopher,  he 
takes  an  enormous  interest  in  them.  He 
particularly  wanted  to  find  out  whether 
they'd  any  of  what  he  calls  "n  /irioi-i  ideas," 
meaning  things  we  know  without  being 
told.  I  don't  know  what  he  did  to  them 
to  find  out,  but  the  Centralian  I 'rime 
Minister  threw  a  native  weapon  at  him 
and  hurt  him  very  much.  Wasn't  it 
unfortunate?  Tlir  poor,  dear  Professor 
had  quite  a  head  for  the  rest  of  the  day. 
1  can't  say  whether  this  unlucky  little 
incident  proved  that  they  had  or  lindn'l 
"  a  priori  ideas" — I  thought  it  best  not 
to  ask  the  Professor  just  yet. 

Oh,  my  dearest  and  best,  I  must  tell 
yon  a  perfectly  lovely  story  of  Josiah  ! 
So  many  of  the  houses  for  miles  round 
want  to  meet  them,  that  I  said  I  should 
give  a  big  garden-party,  a  fete  cham- 
peliv,  in  fact,  for  the  Centralians. 


"Where's  the  good  of  giving  a  Ji'lc 
ch/impctre  for  them  ?  "  said  the  head  of 
the  firm.  "  The  little  savages  don't 
drink  wine.''  He  's  most  awfully  grimly 
about,  them  altogether.  "  V'ou  have  these 
ugly  little  brutes  here  and  make  much 
of  them,"  he  said,  "and  yet  you  won't 
have  the  Tomlinsons."  (That's  the 
planter  man  and  his  wife  that  •).  knew 
out  in  San  Bangador.)  "My  dear  man," 
I  said,  "can't  you  see  how  immensely 
I'liii'  the  Centralians  are,  and  what 
draw  they  are!  .lust  tool;  at  the  moun- 
tain of  letters  my  secky  has  to  wade 
through  every  day  from  people  simply 
!»'ijijinij  me  to  have  them  and  put  them 
up  ani/u-lifre,  so  that  they  may  meet  the 
Centralians." 

"I  don't  care,"  he  said.  "The  Tom- 
linsons were  very  kind  to  me  out  in  San 
Bang'ador.  What's  the  matter  with 
them?"  I'm  sure  Tonilinson 's  a  most 
respectable  man,  and  his  wife's  quite  a 
lad,/ !  " 

"En  v  In  assez,  mon  ami!"  I  told  him, 
when  I  could  speak  for  laughing. 
"  You  've  sized  them  up  exactly."  (1  've 
left  off  trying  to  revise  his  vocab,  and 
he  's  really  more  amusing  an  naturel.) 

That  night  at  dinner  I  fairly  brought 
down  the  house  by  saying,  "  I  put  it  to 
you  all  whether  you  VI  care  to  meet  some 
tea-and-coffee  people  named  Tomlinson. 
1  have  it  on -good  authority  that  In-  's  'a 
most  respectable  man,'  and  die  's  '  quite 
a  lady  !  '  "  My  dear,  you  never  heard  such 
a  shout  of  laughter  !  But  .losiah  got  so 
ghimpy  that  I  had  to  smooth  him  down 
later  and  say  he  could  have  the  tea-and- 
coffre  people  to  stay,  if  he  liked,  after 
I've  gone  to  the  Clackmannans  in  Scot- 
land. That  wouldn't  do,  however.  "They 
want  to  meet  you,  and  the  other  line 
people,"  said  Josiah.  "Mrs.  Tomlinson 
admires  you  very  much." 

Poor  little  me !  What  have  1  done 
that  1  should  be  admired  by  a  tea-and- 
cofl'ee  woman?  If  it  had  been  her 
husband,  now,  it  wouldn't  have  been 
quite  so  absurd ! 

I  suppose  I'll  have  to  give  in.  What- 
ever else  Josiah  may  be,  he  's  quite 
decent  about  money,  and  it's  his  birth- 
day this  month,  when  he  always  ^i\es 
me  a  present. 

Do  you  go  in  for  motor-kiting,  my 
dearest?  We  do.  My  motor-kite  gym- 
khana last  week  was  a  huge  success. 
The  only  little  hitch  in  motor-kiting  is 
that  the  kites  don't  always  fall  in  one's 
own  grounds,  and  when  big,  heavy 
kites  fall  on  people  in  roads  and  fields 
and  places  they  get  so  humpy  about  it. 
In  cue  of  our  long-distance  races  a  big 
kite,  quite  a  young  aeroplane,  fell  on  a 
farmer-person,  who  was  ploughing  or 
reaping  or  some  occupation  of  that  sort, 
and  stunned  him.  He  says  his  brain  's 
injured,  and  that  he'll  "have  the  law 
of  us." 


People  are  telling  un  petit.  COtlte  pour 
ruv:  al  o'it  Klufl'y  Thistledown  at  ('owes. 
She,  was  then;  for  regatta  week  with  her 
yacht.  /'Vo'ic,  and  one  moonlit  midnight 
when  they  were  winding  up  the  evening 
with  a  game  of  blindman's  buff  on  deck 
Huffy  was  idiot  enough  to  fall  over- 
lioard.  A  sailor-man  belonging  to  the 
yacht  plunged  in  and  rescind  her,  and 
the  story  ought  to  end  there --but  it 
doesn't  The  sailor-man  has  long  had 
an  ambition  to  po->iss  one.  of  the 
Humane  Society's  medals,  and  now  he 
sees  his  way  to  it  and  wants  it  applied 
for.  Of  course  the  whole  affair  wo:dd 
L.el  nito  the  papers  in  that  ease,  which 
wouldn't  suit  KlulTy  at  all,  because  — 
well,  it  was  rather  a  frisky  party,  several 
of  the  people  being  supposed  to  be  some- 
uhere  else,  and  there  were  one  or  two 
that  Lord  Thistledown  (who  's  a  bit  old- 
fashioned)  had  positively  forbidden  her 
to  know  ! 

Moral :  If  you  want  to  keep  a  yacht- 
ing party  snug,  don't  fall  overboard. 
Xorty  's  so  absurd,  he  says  the  sailor- 
man  was  very  forward  and  interfering, 
and  that  FlnlTy  wasn't,  in  any  danger, 
for  she  's  not  heavy  enough  to  sink. 

Ever  thine.          Hi. \\CIIK. 

P.S.  I  must  get  rid  of  the  Ceutralians 
at  once.  Sweet  Pompom  and  the  little 
Antarctic  spaniel  have  only  jiml  been 
saved  in  time.  Thus  -  dreadful  little 
wretches  were  making  preparations  to 
eut  botJi  my  darlings} 


THE    ANNUAL    INTERVIEW. 

"  Ol'R  motto,"  said  Mr.  Salisbury  Drake, 
"  has  been  simply  this  : — '  Surpass  Your- 
self.' Each  of  us,  .Mr.  Ainnu;  COLLINS, 
.Mr.  llicxitY  HAMILTON  and  1,  has  it  over 
our  desk.  It  is  better  even  than  '  Know 
Thyself.'  If  you  are  true  to  it  you  can- 
not go  wrong." 

"  And  have  you  surpassed  your- 
selves ?  "  I  asked. 

"  Of  course,"  said  the  genial  and 
popular  playwright.  "  Here  is  the  MS. 
It  will  take  London  by  storm." 

"What,"  I  asked,  "'is  the  line  ?" 

"  The  line?"  said  he.  "It  is  every  line. 
Drnry  Lane  can't  be  confined  to  one 
line.  The  mission  of  the  autumn  drama 
is  to  summarise  life  and  Society.  All 
the  tendencies  of  the  dav  meet  in  our 
play." 

"  And  virtue  is  triumphant?" 

"Obvioii>Iy,"  said  Mr.  Drake. 

"What  is  the  principal  scene?"  I 
asked  again. 

"The  principal  scene!"  exclaimed 
Mr.  Drake,  aghast.  "  We  have  five 
principal  scenes.  Five  !  " 

"  And  what,  then,"  I  inquired,  "  is  the 
tirst  of  them  ?  " 

"  The  first,"  said  Mr.  Drake,  consult- 
ing his  MS.,  "  is  the  Channel.  Between 
Dover  and  Calais.  A  masterly  piece  of 
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stage  illusion.  The  hero.  ha\  ing  .  lost 

his  money,  bt  ci s  a  Channel  swimmer. 

lie  is  nearly  across  when  a  bu/./.ing  is 
heard,  and  behold  above  him  appears 
the  villain  in  a  hi-planc,  and  as  he 
lie  drops  a  brick  on  the  hero  and 
disable-  him.  The  other  characters 
lollov,  in  a  ii  . liner.'' 

"(lood  !  "  1  said.  "  And  principal 
scene  II/.'  " 

"  That,''  said  Mr.  I  >r,,ke.  "  ivpre-i  nt- 
the  LIWII  at  Ascot." 

"Not  very  novel?"  I  suggest  d. 

"  No."  saitl  Mr.  Drake,  "m, ton  paper. 
But  in  fact  !  My  dear  sir,  do  you  know 
that  we  not  only  have  real  horses  and 
real  jockeys,  but  real  dlrorcees.  Ten  of 
tin1  most,  popular  and  beautiful  divorcees 
in  l^indon  Society  are  to  appear  nightly. 
.The  hero,  having  aci|iiiretl  a  m  w  fortune, 
has  become  a  punter.  The  villain,  dis- 
gnised  as  a  bookmaker,  pulls  wires  to 
ruin  him  again.'' 

"And  principal  scene  III.?  " 

"  More  realism,"  said  Mr.  Drake.  "The 
South  Pole.  The  hero  has  joined  Lieu- 
tenant SiiVKM.iov  ami  is  seen  eating  a 
pony  under  the  shallow  of  the  Pole. 
.Victory  !  At  this  moment  a  polar 
bear,  which  has  been  approaching  him 
sl-allhily,  throws  off  his  mask,  and  is 
revealed  as  the  villain.  A  terrible 
struggle  ensues,  and  the  hero  escapes 
only  by  climbing  the  Pole." 

"Admirable!"  I  cried.  "And  the 
next  V" 

"Ah!"  saitl  Mr.  Drake,  "here  we 
return  to  the  gay  life  again.  The 
Horse  Show.  The  high  jumping  in 
progress.  All  the  winners  at  the  recent 

show  are  coming.  It  will  be  a  st 

effective  scene  ;  no  one  need  ever  go  to 
Olympia  again." 

"  But  how  docs  the  drama  progress?" 

"There  will  be  a  few  words  at  the 
beginning  of  this  scene.  The  hero  is  a 
competitor,  the  villain  is  disguised  as  an 
attendant  anil  he  frightens  the  hoixe. 
The  hero  is  thrown." 

"  Is  that  easy  to  manage?"  I  asked. 

"  Not  easy,  of  course,  but  possible. 
An  admirably  trained  horse.  A  feather- 
bed on  the  stage." 

"Yes?"  I  said. 

"The  accident,"  Mr.  Drake  resumed, 
"brings  us  to  the  las*  Scene  of  all — 
another  triumph  of  realism,  but  of  a 
different  kind.  The  operating  theatre  in 
a  hospital.  The  hero  has  to  undergo  tre- 
panning. The  students  are  all  then-, 
laughing  and  joking.  The  wounded  man 
is  carried  in.  The  ana'sthelic  isapplied. 
Tl ie  surgeons  operate.  It  is  most  thrilling. 
Can  he  recover?  It  is  all  touch  and  go. 
I'nless.  says  tilt1  doctor,  he  comes  to  in 
live  minutes,  he  must  die.  The  doors 
open  and  all  his  friends  enter,  the 
heroine,  the  comic  men,  the  villain  all. 
The  minutes  -o  by.  AH  watches  are 
taken  out.  One.  Two.  Three.  He 


iMtlyX.  (icliaxc  hit»banil  IM»  //<••   ir ),-«'  *l,  a,'in,j  in  Yurk»liir,-        \Vu.L,  CAN'T  i"i    -..< 
IN  A  FRIDAY  TO  TCESDVY?     .lor  \  HHTI.K  >>r  i>\\*  us  TIIK  MOOR?" 

<)a*y  D'Arey.  "  SOUKY,  CAN'T  I'.ISMIH.Y   I.F.UI:  I.OM>O\.     l!n.  •*  IIKMK  us  AT  TIIK  \V.m  OIIHI. 
\Vi:'lll.  CRDSslMi   CAKRIER   1-ltiKDSS   WITH    I1  UIKuTS  — llnl'IMi   TO   liCT   VF.RR.tl.    JIES8JU3E8  TBBOCOD." 


does  not  move.  The  suspense  is  terrible. 
Four.  No  movement.  And  then  he 
moves!  Intense  rapture.  The  heroine 
falls  on  his  body.  The  villain  commits 
suicide.  Virtue  triumphant  once  more! 
There's  drama  for  you  !  " 
"  There  is,  indeed,"  said  I. 


"During  the  exislin^  s]»']l  of  tropical  ht-at, 
iiniiv  sc;is  anil  inglcuooks  havi1  a  intiri;  nuisii-il 
and  attractive  >,mml  than  tlic  bustle  of  the  race- 
nr-f." — Daily  Telegraph. 

At  the  moment  of  writing  we  are  dead 
against  ingleuooks. 


"  A  n-iiuirkiilili-  inridt-nt  rtx-tirn-il  at  a  nn-l.«  I 
match  at  Xa-h.  I'.ml.-.  Mr  hn-.l  \Vi~t|py  hit 
tin-  ball,  anil  in  its  i-nurt-  it  ttnifk  a  man  who 
•.v..-  a-lif|i  mi  il.r  IKMC  without  awakrning  him. 
The  hall  afterward-,  ir.ui-lli-'l  to  the  Ixwudarj-." 
Stalin  \fir'. 


Our  first  object  in  reproducing  this 
paragraph  is  to  call  attention  in  a  gem  i.d 
way  to  the  dangers  of  sleeping  on  the 
nose.  Our  next  to  |>oint  out  that  the 
ball  "  afterwards  "  travelled  to  the 
Umndary,  which  stn-ins  to  show  that 
the  sleeper  was  either  a  field  --man  or 
an  umpire.  It  must  have  been  a  very 
dull  match. 
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G.  0.  C.  "  WUAT  AKH  you '( 

Wrelclied  Patrol  (to  the  despair  of  his  Colonel:.  "BILI.IAIM  M.VI.-KKK   IN  nii:  n.Miric  i:,;V   MI:SS,  voui:  'loiisiiss  !  " 


THE    JOYS    OF    REJECTION. 

All  me,  before  I  took  the  header, 
What  desperation  dangled  on  that  word  ! 
The  one  thing  doubtful  (if 'I  could  not  wed  her) 

What  kind  of  suicide  was  least  absurd  ; 
Wan  were  my  features  as  a  chunk  of  Cheddar 
Ere  it  occurred. 

And  now  it  seems  the  blow  was  not  so  blasting, 

The  impulse  to  expire  has  been  subdued, 
The  stern  resolve  In  fade  away  by  fasting 

Has    somehow   vanished,   and,   when    breakfast 's 

brewed, 

I  still  sit  up  (the  guise  of  anguish  casting) 
And  take  some  food. 

Xay,  there  are  consolations  ;  love's  a  trammel 
That  woefully  impede*  the  cardiac  pump  ; 

But  grief  is  like  a  pendant  of  enamel, 
A  thing  of  beauty,  an  eternal  trump 

(1  should  not  marvel  if  the  liaetrian  camel 
Boasts  of  his  humpl 

''I  is  no  small  victory  that  men  should  rank  you 
As  one  whose  heart  contain.-,  a  bleeding  sore, 

Whose  soul  is  swathed  in  cypresses  and  dank  yew, 
Dead  to  romance  and  deeming  it  a  bore; 

Who  murmurs,  "Not  for  me,  dear  boy,  I  thank  you  ; 
lie  •!!  there  before." 


Swe.'t  also  is  the  way  that  damsels  cluster 

About  the  hero  of  a  high  despair, 
Whose  bosom  braved  the  amatory  fluster 

And  might  with  due  expenditure  of  care 
(However  hard  it  may  have  come  a  buster) 
l!e  worth  repair. 

This  is  the  mo.-.t  sublime  of  sorrow's  chances  ; 

This  is  their  meaning  when  the  p:>els,  sing  :  — 
' '  1'is  better  to  have  grieved  for  vain  advances 

Than  never  to  have  known  the  Love-ged'-a  sting"  ; 
To  cure  a  life-long  woe  is  what  entrances 
The  next  young  thing. 


"Large  portable  poultry  house  ;  suil  foutliall  ciali." —Liverpool  Echo. 
If  you  think  we  are  going  to  lower  ourselves  by  saying  any- 
thing about  "  fouls  "  you  are  quite  mistaken. 


"  Take  a  couple  of  hours'  good  exercise  every  day.  It  is  sufficient  for 
the  man  whose  muscles  arc  not  altogether  in  trim.  The  rest  of  the  time 
he  can  be  drinking  in  the  good  seaside  or  country  air." — Doily  Mail. 

The  reader  is  warned  not  to  pause  after  the  word  '"drinking." 

"Captain  Rogers  shot  a  pariah  in  the  gardens  of  the  Terrac?  a  few 
day-  ago  ami  was  destroyed  hi  the  liairaar  the  following  morning."— 
'/  he  I'i  .iicer. 

The  S.l'.C'.A.  appears  to  lose  no  time  oiit  in  India. 


PI-NOH,  OR  THK    I.M\|><»\   ( 'il  \|;|V  MM      A.,.-,    Is.  I-MKI. 


CABRIAGE   PAID. 

CITOYKX  GEonr.E  (to  Condemned  Aristocrats  en  route  to  Execution).    "GENTLEMEN,  WK   \VISII   TO  MAKF. 
!  EVKRY    CONCKSSIOX    THAT    MAY    SUIT    YOUR    CONVEX  I KNVK.       T!II'.i;K    WILL,    TIlKKKKi  >i;H,    BE 
NO   CI.AKOK    R)lt   THK  TUMBRIL." 
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ESSENCE     OF     PARLIAMENT. 

KMIH.TED  FBOM  THE  Dmiy  or  TOBY,  M.l'. 


/ 


A    FEW    OF    MR.    ASQUITH'S    DIS»ii:iSKS. 

IT   sl;r.MS   INHUMAN   TO  01VE  HIM    AWAY,    BUT  THESE   AllE  SUSIE  OF  THE   METilii:>s    RV   Wlllell   TIIF.  PREMIER  CONTRIVES  TO   E1.DHE  THE  Vllill  i  ••  i: 

OF    TUB    SuKHIUiKTTE    "I'leKKI*"    AT    THE    liATES    OF    Sr.    STEI'HKsV. 


of  Commons,  Mniiiliii/.  August  9. 
— It  was  N.  BoNT\i>Ai!TK  HAI.DVM-:  who  first 
mentioned  half-and-half. 

Reference  made  in  enticing  circuni- 
slanees.  Alter  brief  interval,  House 
back  in  Committee  on  Budget  Bill. 
Seem  lo  remember  many  weeks  already 
devoted  to  pleasant  task.  Occasionally 
sal  ii)i  with  Kill  all  night  as  if  it  were 
a  fractions  infant.  Take  up  Paper  to 
make  cheering  discovery  that  there  are 
more  amendments  set  down  on  it  than 
there  were  when  work  first  began. 
Interesting  this  as  feat  of  legerdemain. 
In  actual  circumstances  alarming.  If 
proce-s  continues  we  shall  about  Octo- 
ber  1  find  ourselves  faced  with  a  few 
score  more  amendments  than  were 
tabled  on  May  1. 

Since  I'dl  last  in  Committee  someone 
in  l/ninnis!  camp  has  run  up  \\hite  Ha;; 
in  token  of  surrender.  Incident  led  to 
an-rv  resentment.  So  far  from  contem- 
plating retreat,  Opposition  is  resoU.d 
that  the  finhl  shall  be  carried  on  with 
aggravated  energy.  This  partly  accounts 
lor  increase  in  number  of  amendment-; 
ai-o  tor  added  touch  of  fierceness  on 
countenances  of  group  behind  Front 
Heneh.  Mr.  F.MMnir  scarcely  settled  in 


Chair  when  motion  made  to  report  pro- 
gress. This  an  extra  in  addition  to 
amendments  on  Paper.  Served  to  pass 
a  couple  of  hours;  involved  four  divi- 
sions which  accounted  for  a  minimum 
of  forty  minutes. 

fame  about  thus  :  Dr.  FKI.I .,  i  n- 
deavouring  to  combat  vague  dislike 
for  his  personality,  moved  to  postpone 
certain  clause  for  ten  years.  Talkee- 
talkee  by  the  yard.  Performance  be- 
ginning to  pall,  Bon  Cm  i.  moved  to 
report  progress.  (Mem.,  none  had  been 
made.)  Talkee-talkee  for  another  half- 
hour.  AlTOI!XKY-(iLXKIlAl.  moved  (  'lo-Ule. 

Division.  Committee  now  divided  on 
motion  to  report  progress.  Defeated  by 
majority  of  !>!>.  Up  gets  Mr.  Horn, 
radiant  with  Faith  and  Charity;  pro- 
poses amendment  on  Dr.  FI.I.I.'S 
amendment.  I.t.o\p  -  (!KOI;I;K  promptly 
moves  Closure-.  Division.  At  long  last 
FKI.I.'S  amendment  is  divided  upon  ami 
rejected  by  189  votes  to  93.  Aggregate 
figures  ama/iug.  Not  forty  Mcmlx-is 
bave  on  the  average  been  present  during 
speech-making. 

Drawing  on  to  11  o'clock  when  \\io- 
i.i.ox  H.  II  UI>\M;  brought  in  the  half-and- 
half.  WimrAKKii,  authority  on 


matters,  tells  me  half-and-half,  a  liquid 
retreshment  popular  in  sultry  weather 
especially  if  lx)ldly  treated  with  ic.-.  i~ 
compact  of  equal  (|iiantities  of  IMNT  and 
stout.  SKIIICTARV  FOR  W\H  delicately 
introduced  it  in  form  of  allegory.  <^m  « 
tinn  pressed  as  to  what  would  be  propor- 
tionate yields  of  taxes  on  nnderekiptd 
land  and  taxes  on  minerals. 

"Half-and-half,"  said  X.  II.  II..  with 
subtle  suggestion  that  he  uas  olx-ying 
the  injunction  to  "  give  your  nnle:-, 
whilst  the  waiter's  in  the  room." 

PlilNVE  A HT1H  R  so  charme<l  with  idea 
that,  speaking  later,  he  defined  half-and- 
half  as  "oneof  those  happy  ooincideoa  - 
on  which  thns,.  who  aiivise  t  he  ( Jovern- 
ment  should  IK>  cougratulateil." 

"  Never  heard  it  called  by  that  name 
befoiv,"  s;iid  FlIKI>i:iI!<  K  HAMII'RY.  MlUck- 
ing  dry  lips.  "  Hut,  as  the  farmer  s;iid. 
having  sipped  at  his  landlord's  .'\ptn-. 
a  liqueur  j,'lass  of  Bt'iiedictine,  •  I  '11  take 
some  of  it  in  a  moog.' ' 

Jtustncx*  ilonc.  lii«'k  to  the  15n<l-i-i 
Bill.  (Jreat  sweeping  out  of  amend- 
ments. 

Tucxtlini.     Adjourning  at  five  niinnt.-s 
past    six  this   m.irning.  BOOM  met 
at   a   quarter    to   thji«    this    uftcrn.  »n. 
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Even  in  palmy  days  of  Parnellite  ob- 
struction, all-niglit  sittings  were  not 
nearly  such  lively  entertainments  as 
I'ancy  of  outsiders  feigned.  With  tin- 
site  value  of  undeveloped  land  as  topic 
of  (1  -bate,  and  this  night  the  sultriest 
of  a  coy  summer,  dulness  deepened  to 
ultimate  chasm  of  depression. 

FI:N\VICK  didn't  mind  sitting  up  for 
his  country's  good.  But  no  use  trying  to 
snatch  a  quarter  of  an  hour's  sle  |i  as 
others  did.  His  mind  oppressed  by 
news  from  Wylam.  Seems,  accord- 
ing to  local  paper,  that  ten  days  ago 
high  jinks  were  carried  on'in  grounds 
of  local  landlord,  whereat  LJJOYD-(.!EOU(IK 
and  all  his  works,  specially  the  Budget, 
were  denounced.  That  all  right  as 
far  as  it  went.  Still  open  to  a  land- 
owner to  invite  his  political  friends 
to  gather  in  his  park.  What  FEN  WICK 
objected  to  was  alleged  circumstance 
that  detachment  of  men  from  H.M.S. 
Calliope,  with  band  playing,  gun  trailed, 
arrived  on  scene. 

"  What  steps  does  the  FIRST  LORD  OF 
THE  ADMIRALTY  propose  to  take  to  put  a 
•stop  to  such  practices  ?  ' 

Thus  at  meeting  of  House  this  after- 
noon he  catechised  McKENNA.  Turns 
out  that  some  one  has  blundered.  The 
warlike  crew  of  the  Calliope  were  men 
in  buckram.  What  actually  happened 
was  that  a  private  company  of  boy  blue- 
jackets made  holiday  in  a  field  a 
hundred  yards  away  from  place  where 
political  meeting  was  held,  "  an  event," 
the  ADMIRAL  drily  remarked,  "in  which 
the  l<ids  took  not  the  slightest  interest." 

Captain  CRAIH,  naturally  resenting  this 
invasion  of  his  peculiar  field  of  operation, 
shouldered  FENWICK  aside,  pulled  from 
breast-pocket  a  news-sheet  printed  on 
orange-hued  paper  and  took  the  floor.  Re- 
lated how  emergency  man — oddly  enough 
"  name  of  Walker  "  —  returning  from 
fair  in  County  Cavan  was  fired  at  from 
behind  a  hedge,  shot  in  face  and  chest. 
Wanted  to  know  from  IRISH  SOLICITOE- 
GENERAL  whether  "the  murderous  assail- 
ants" had  been  arrested  and  what  steps 
were  taken  to  protect  the  hapless  victim 
of  disorder  against  further  outrages  ? 

Reversing  proverbial  order  of  proce- 
dure, CHERRY  made  four  bites  at  the 
'story.  (1)  THOMAS  WAI.KEU  is  not  an 
emergency  man.  (2)  He  has  not  been 
fired  at.  (3)  Did  receive  wound  in  the 
face,  but  told  police  it  was  caused  by  a 
fall.  (4)  Fact  is,  he  was  shooting  rabbits 
when  accident  befell. 

How  these  things  get  in  the  papers 
others  besides  Mr.  Crummier  wonder. 

Business  done. — Clause  10  added  to 
Budget  Bill  in  Committee. 

Tlntrsday,  6.10A.M. — PRIMT:  MINISTER, 
wending  his  way  homeward,  first  peep- 
ing round  gateways  to  see  if  there  were 
any  ladies  in  waiting,  confessed  himself 
a  little  wearv.  His  'ornv-'anded  brother 


who '' wants  eight  "  hours  as  the  maxi- 
mum of  a  day's  labour  little  reeks  what 
the  First  Minister  of  the  Crown  goes 
through  between  the  time  of  his  up- 
getting  and  the  laying  down  of  his  head 
>.a  an  untnxed  pillow. 

That  by  the  way.  It  's  all  in  the 
day's  work  and  must  be  cheerily  met. 
What  depresses  the  PRKMIKII  on  this 
fair  summer  morning  is  rellection  on 
tin-  lack  of  gratitude  in  mankind. 
The  Budget  Bill,  as  introduced  and 
as  dealt  with  in  Committee  up  to  yester- 
day afternoon,  involved  the  principle 
of  placing  on  the  private  owner 


"  DR.  FELL." 

"  The  reason  why  I  cannot  tell," 
I  find  considerable  difficulty  in  drawing  you. 
Dr.  Fell. 

(Mr.  Arthur  Fell.) 

the  burden  of  cost  of  Land  Valua- 
tion. On  that  particular  point  the 
Opposition  centred  all  their  forces.  They 
protested  that  to  resolve  to  clap  fresh 
taxes  on  the  hapless  landowner,  and 
then  to  insist  that  out  of  his  slender  puree 
he  should  pay  the  charges  of  the  process 
of  valuation  on  which  the  tax  is  to  be 
levied,  was  an  exercise  of  ingenuity 
closer  akin  to  the  subtle  cruelties  of  the 
Inquisition  than  to  the  practices  of 
English  statesmen. 

For  some  weeks,  including  an  occa- 
sional all-night  sitting,  CHANCELLOR  OF 
ExniKoiKif  has  on  this  point  presented 
inexorable  front.  Yesterday  afternoon, 
his  countenance  wreathed  in  smiles,  his 
hair  brushed  with  exceptional  care, 
something  of  a  gala  appearance  in  his 
dress,  PREMIER  announced  abandonment 
of  the  obnoxious  proposal,  and  threw  the 
charge  of  valuation  upon  the  State. 


Having  made  this  clear,  pretty  to  see 
him  Maud  with  downcast,  eyes,  a  slight 
flush  on  his  countenance,  his  lips  pursed 
in  shy  smile.  Expected  outburst  of 
applause  from  gentlemen  opposite.  Not 
quite  sure  that,  creating  precedent, 
PRINCE  ARTHUR  and  WALTER  LONG  mighi 
not  cro.-s  over,  raise  him  shoulder  high 
and  carry  him  round,  whilst  llm  CECIL 
sang  solo,  "  For  he 's  a  jolly  good  fellow," 
the  rank -and -file  of  the  Opposition 
insisting  in  chorus  that  "So  say  all 
of  us." 

So  far  from  this  expectation  being 
realised,  blank  silence  fell  on  benches 
opposite,  broken  later  by  turbulent 
stream  of  angry  denunciation.  To  re- 
lieve the  private  owner  at  expense  of  the 
State  was,  in  PRINOK,  ARTHUR'S  view,  in- 
finitely worse  than  original  proposal. 
LORD  Bon  so  agitated  that,  introducing 
an  autobiographical  note,  he  misquoted 
a  familiar  couplet.  Said  he: 

"  When  I  was  young  I  had  no  scn-t  , 
I  bought  a  shilling  for  eighti-cn  is-ncr.'1 

It  would  be  rude  to  challenge  the 
assurance  frankly  put  forth  in  first 
line.  The  second  is  not  exactly  what 
was  written  by  that  voluminous  poetaster, 
Anon. 

That,  however,  a  detail  due  to  heat  of 
weather  and  debate.  Enough  for  PJ;I>;- 
MIF.H,  going  home  with  the  milk  in  the 
morning,  to  meditate  on  mail's  ingrati- 
tude to  man. 

''Hit  high  or  hit  low,"  he  murmured, 
"  I  can't  please  the  Opposition." 

Business  done.  —  Ministry  perform 
right -about -face  movement  on  Land 
Clauses  of  Budget  Bill. 


HOBBIES   THAT   PAY. 
POULTRY. 

COMPARED  with  most  of  the  hobbies  in 
which  amateurs  indulge,  poultry  farming 
possesses  inestimable  advantages.  It.  is 
more  virile  than  stamp-collecting;  le.-,.-. 
fatiguing  than  big-game-shooting;  in- 
finitely healthier  than  palmistry. 

Previous  experience  is  not  only  un- 
necessary-—  it  is  undesirable.  People 
who  have  had  experience  on  poultry- 
farms  nearly  always  seek  to  discourage 
beginners,  and  exhibit  a  peevish  reti- 
cence ..when  confronted  with  the  most 
convincing  figures  .and  data. 

The  country  is  better  than  London 
for  poultry-farming,'  though  it  is  true 
that  an  ideal  si-ratehing-grouml  is 
vacant  on  the  north  side  of  the  Strand. 
Choose  a  sits  as  near  a  town  as  possible, 
since  you  have  to  think  of  market  ing 
your  produce;  and  it.  is  almost  essential, 
if  you  wish  to  make  a  profit  on  your 
egg*,  to  be  in  a  position  to  sell  them. 
Many  beginners  fail  to  grasp  this  point 
and  have  the  hardihood  to  blame  the 
industry  !  The  industry  is  all  right. 
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Tin-   principal  consumers  of  eggs  art 
Channel  swimmer*  (mi  nncert  u'n  trade) 
proprietors   of   shooting   galleric- 
onlv);  and   sick    persons  (with  milk  am 
brandy).     If  yon  can  gel  into  touch  will 
a  snllicicnl   number  of  these  your  MICIVSS 
is  assured. 

Age  is  an  important  factor  to  confide 
when  fixing  the  selling  pri  -e  of  a  cliickci 
or  an  egg.  for  the  purveyor  of  ]«mltry 
unlike  the  I'nriiitnre  or  picture  dealer 
must  aim  at  youthful  effects  W!ICM 
placing  his  wares  before  prospectiv, 
purchasers.  In  the  case  of  a  fowl,  whei 
once  it  has  come  of  age,  little  can  IK 
dune  to  obtain  this  pleasing  r^ 
though  massage  of  the  boniest  j»;irts  is 
well  s]ioken  of.  In  dealing  with  egg.- 
thc  problem  presents  less  difficulty,  am 
the  judicious  us"  of  a  rubber  date-stam| 
rs  all  that  is  neces.-ary.  Even  an  egr 
which  has  arrived  by  petite  nVcxw  Iron 
Ifiga  ac([iiires,  by  the  timely  us;-  o 
this  Contrivance,  a  flavour  which  com 
mends  itself  to  the  most  exacting  con 
noissenr. 

Food  is  an  important  item  and  shouh 
receive  your  careful  attention,  as  ; 
chicken's  welfare  depends  largely  on  its 
diet.  You  must  remember  that  tin 
birds'  interests  are  yours,  and  it  is  fals, 
economy  to  starve  your  stock.  I'leutv 
and  often  is  the  rule  adopted  by  tin 
most  successful  poultry  farmers.  Any- 
thing that  the  birds  fancy  will  do.  si 
long  as  they  thrive  0:1  it.  Some  birds 
are  dainty  and  obstinately  refuse  to  eat; 
in  such  casc-s  a  very  good  plan  is  t 
borrow  a  funnel  from  the  garage  and 
pour  the  food  through  it,  having  first 
introduced  the  narrow  end  into  the 
captious  bird's  throat.  When  feeding 
do  not  on  any  account  omit  to  put  some 
gravel  in  the  rations,  as  chickens  an 
inordinately  fond  of  this  delicacy  and 
look  for  it  with  eager  pleasure.  Any 
kind  of  gravel  will  do,  but  it  must  be 
gmvcl.  Unscrupulous  dealers  sometimes 
endeavour  to  foist  wood-paving  and 
asphalte  upon  unwary  fanciers,  but,  if 
you  insist  on  having  gravel,  the  man 
who  supplies  you  will  see  that  you  know 
\\liat  you  are  about,  and  that  this  dis- 
creditable artifice  will  not  go  down. 

Ill  spite  of  the  greatest  care  you  will 
Occasionally  have  trouble  with  your 
stock,  as  chickens  are  subject  to  ailments 
which  are  a  cause  of  considerable  vexa- 
tion to  the  owner.  Itoughly  speaking. 
these  disorders  fall  under  one  of  three 
head,-,-  foxes,  motors  and  the  gapes.  It 
is  mmecessa'-x  to  say  much  here  about 
the  first  two,  as  they  invariably  prove 
fatal,  and  the  only  thing  to  do  is  to  face 
the  loss.  In  the  case  of  a  bird  \\hich 
ha-  fallen  a  victim  to  the  motor  cra/e. 
you  may  minimise  (he  loss  by  eating 
what  is  left;  this,  however,  is  about  all 
that  you  can  hope  to  do,  as  a  bird  which 
lias  once  passed  through  a  gear-lxJX  is 


V 


JAMES    IN    THE    HIGHLANDS.    NO.   I. 

JAMES  (THE  NEW  BUTLER),  IN  CHAI«;K  OK  THE  LPNCII,  is  OVEIKOVI:  nv  TIIK  nt  »T.  »w> 

DELIGHTKUL    LITTLK    POOL    OK    SI'IIIMi     WATEB     TO     BATHE    IX.        I'M  "l:n  A  M I  I  1     III:     MiMllll:      lilt. 
'I'KHATION. 


useless  for  market  purposes.   Appearance 
counts  for  so  much  in  these  matters. 

The  complaint  known  as  gapes  pre- 
sents fewer  difficulties,  and  yields,  as  a 
rule,  to  suitable  treatment.      The   dis- 
res-ing  symptoms  exhibited  by  its  vic- 
inis  are  the  result  of  ennui  and  want  of 
rational  amusement  ;   unless  you  can  at 
once   introduce    some   variety   into   the 
jirds'  lives  you  may  expect  the  worst. 
You   can    best   achieve   your  object    by 
iioving  your  farm  to  some  less  depress- 
ng  neighbourhood,  where  the  surround- 
ngs    will    prove    congenial.       Skegness 
ias   a   great   reputation,   and    the   tonic 
inalities  of  its  air  have  restored  many  a 
aded    bird   to  health    and    spirits.     Of 
ours-,    if   you    live    at    Skegness,    this 


suggestion  does  not  apply,  and  you  must 
seek  some  other  loi-.ility:  bearing  in 
mind  that  complete  change  is  the  o^-nc  e 
of  the  treatment. 

These  remarks  do  not  cover  the  whole 
field  of  poultry  fanning,  but  they  go  a 
long  way. 


Figures  of  Speech. 

"  Egregiously  wrong  in  his  facts,  Mr.  Uoyd- 
GeorRe  is  bowled  out  in  his  rickety  argument 
by  his  own  colleague,  and  become*  a  dog  in  llic 
IIMIIL:.T  in  tlie  liRlit  of  Unionist  policy."— The 
Scotsman. 

Mr.  LI/.H--  (ii/iRCE  may  be  wrong  in 
his  facts,  but  Tht  Scotsman  seems  rather 
mixed  in  its  figures. 
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SURPRISING    DISCOVERIES. 

A  MEMBER  of  the  stuff  of  The  Daily 
Chronicle,  in  the  course  of  a  taxi-cab 
drive,  recently  made  the  surprising 
discovery  that  the  chauffeur  was  an 
ex-theatrical  manager.  A  most  inter,  sl- 
ing narrative  was  extracted  from  him. 
As  the  Chronicle  sapiently  remarks : 
"  With  this  new  experience,  in  which  lie 


has   proved    himself    to   be   a   man   of 
resource  with  no  false  pride,  Mr.  - 

-    would    be    most     useful    to    any 
theatrical   manager   requiring  an_ 
enterprising    individual    to     look 
after   his   interests."      It  is  plea- 
sant to  know  that  within  the  last 
few  days  adventures  equally  stimu- 
lating have  fallen  to  the  lot  of  other 
journalists. 

Tims,  while  recently  returning, 
in  one  of  the  L.  0.  C.  trams, 
from  his  residence,  Mr.  FitzGeorge 
Crowe,  the  famous  editor  of 
P.  A.  P.,  made  the  soul-shaking 
discovery  that  the  conductor  was 
none  other  than  the  missing 
Austrian  Archduke  who  dis- 
appeared some  years  back  under 
the  alias  of  JOHANN  OHTH.  Slightly 
condensed  by  Mr.  Crowe's  masterly 
stylo,  the  Archduke's  story  runs  as  | 
follows : — 

"  I  was  for  several  years  an 
artificial-eye-maker's  assistant,  but 
wearying  of  that  trade  went  into 
business  as  a  bath-chair  proprietor 
at  Denmark  Hill.  The  demand 
for  these  vehicles,  however,  proved 
fluctuating  and  precarious,  and  I 
was  obliged  to  sell  my  entire  stock, 
except  one  bathchair,  in  which  I 
and  my  family  lived  for  two  years 
before  I  got  my  present  job. 

"Now  I  am  happy  again.  As 
an  Archduke,  I  own,  the  thought 
of  the  unearned  increment  which 
I  enjoyed  weighed  so  heavily  on 
me  that  I  suffered  from  chronic 
depression  and  sought  refuge  in 
a  morganatic  marriage. 

"  You  ask  whether  I  have  been 
recognised  by  any  of  my  former 
friends  ?  Honestly,  I  don't  think 
that  I  have.  You  see  the  uniform  is 
a  bit  of  a  disguise,  and  besides  it  is 
contrary  to  etiquette  for  an  Austrian 
Archduke  to  travel  in  a  tram.  Still  I 
cannot  help  thinking  that  I  once  saw 
the  (IKRMAX  EMI'KIIOIJ,  disguised  as  the 
captain  of  a  penny  steamer,  board  my 
tram  in  Cambenvell. 

"How  long  shall  I  remain  a  tram 
conductor?  That  depends  on  circs 
and  Mr.  LLOYD  -  GEORGE.  You  see 
that,  having  become  a  naturalised 
British  citizen,  it  would  be  rather  awk- 
ward if  I  resumed  my  ducal  status  and 
exposed  myself  to  the  CHANCELLOR  OF 
THE  EXCHEQUER'S  irresistible  invective. 


There  are  times,  I  admit,  when  I  hanker 
after  the  luxuries  of  Vienna,  but  the 
consciousness  of  a  simple  life  spent  in 
furthering  the  interests  of  my  fellow- 
men  compensates  for  everything." 

With  his  new  experience  (as  Mr. 
Crowe  pute  it),  in  which  he  lias  proved 
himself  to  be  a  man  of  admirable  effici- 
ency, the  Archduke  should  be  most 
useful  to  any  member  of  the  L.C.C. 
requiring  an  enterprising  individual  to 
act  as  his  private  secretary.  In  any 
case  it  is  to  be  hop:>d  that  he  will  act  as 


Berlin,  to  avoid  repetition,  as  'Athens 
on  the  Spree,'  and  he  objected  to  it  as  a 
vulgar  periphrasis.  Of  course  I  wasn't 
going  to  stand  that,  so  I  left.  I  was 
then  six  months  on  The  Daily  Maelatrnm. 
bill  they  sacked  me  for  spelling  pet  nil 
with  an  c.  Finally,  as  my  supplies  ran 
short,  1  thought  I  would  take  \\\i  this 
business,  as  1  had  formerly  belonged  to 
the  Sandwich  Golf  Club,  and  worked 
hard  in  order  to  pass  the  examination  to 
obtain  the  police  licence.  The  examina- 
tion was  pretty  stiff  1  can  tell  you,  but 
my  journalistic  Jhtir  stood  me 
11  good  stead  and  I  came  out 
third  of  seven  hundred,  my 
place  entitling  me  to  choose  my 
listrict  and  to  wear  a  pair  of  Art 
Xouveau  saiidwieh-bdards  with 
the  uniform  of  a  cinquecento 
Florentine.  In  this  way  I  have 
•io  far  succeeded  in  evading  recog- 
nition. The  work,  however,  is 
severe,  and  I  confess  to  a  (.-ravin,!; 
for  the  old  Fleet  Street  grind. 
Hut,  of  course,  I  should  want  a 
decent  safcirv  before  I  chucked 
my  present  job." 

With  his  new  experience,  in 
which  he  has  proved  himself  to  be 
a  man  of  resource  and  no  false 
pride,  this  fine  fellow  would  be 
most  useful  to  any.  newspaper 
proprietor  requiring  a  writer 
steeped  in  the  actuality  of  London 
life. 


Find  Golfer.  "  Wim 's  THE  TURF-REMOVKI;  ?  "' 

Second  Golfer.  "HE'S   AN  ACTOR  WITH  THAT  SHAKSPEAREAS 

CROWD     AT     THE     MuMMEHS' —  PLAYS    THE    0 BAVE -  DIGGER     IN 

Rtnur." 

First   Golfer.  "  WISH    HE  'D    FISD    SOMEWHERE    ELSE    TO 

REHEARSE." 


an  outside  contributor  to  P.  A.  P.,  where 
his  inner  knowledge  of  the  Austrian 
Court  should  render  his  "  pars  "  pecu- 
liarly palatable  to  the  stalwart  Radical 
readers  of  that  fearless  journal. 

Only  last  week  a  leading  member  of  the 
staff  of  E.  0.  T.  (Rare  Old  Tosh)  made 
the  astounding  discovery  that  a  sand- 


PEBBLY  TOM'S  ORGY. 

["  Our  countryside  teems  with  food, 
some  of  which  we  insult  by  the  name  nf 
fodder,  some  of  which  we  neglect.  After 
all,  our  cultivated  oats  are  no  more  than 
a  slightly  enlarged  wild  oat,  and  the 
original  of  the  cabbage  can  be  found 
growing  by  English  cliffs.  .  .  . 

I  have  often  thought  of  the  scope 
open  to  a  giver  of  a  '  wild  dinner  party,' 
and  it'  the  food  were  properly  collected 
and  cooked  the  wild  dinner  party-  would 
escape  all  comparison  with  the  mad  tea 
party  which  the  title  suggests."  Mr. 
Keach  Thomas  in  "  The  Daily  Mail.""] 

HAVING  read  my  article,  dear 
reader,  on  "  Wild  Vegetables," 
will  you  not  join  me  in  a  gourmets' 


wichman,  to  whom  he  had 
offered  a  Tipperary  cigarette 


generously 

was  an  ex- 
leader  -  writer  on  the  staff  of  Bt?U't> 
Chimes.  The  sandwichiuan's  narrative 
is  as  follows  :  — 

"  For  several  years  I  wrote  leaders  on 
foreign  polities,  bvit  finally  I  had  a 
dispute  with  the  editor.  I  spoke  of 


ramble?      What    say    you 
Forest?     Very    well,    then, 


to    Epping 

let    it    be 


Thirsty,  are  you?  Then  what  could 
bo  better  than  a  good  pull  at  yonder 
puddle  ?  Never  mind  if  it  looks  muddy •; 
mud  is  an  excellent  purifier  of  the  blood. 
and  remember  that  every  man  is  bound 
to  consume  his  peck  of  dirt  in  time. 

Lunch  time,  is  it?  Then  let  us  make 
our  ramp  here  and  consider  the  menu. 
Kor  /tors  (Ta'uere  there  are  the  stickle- 
backs which  we  caught  in  the  brook. 
We  have  only  to  hold  them  over  our  pipe> 
for  a  while  and  they  will  be  as  good  as 
smoked  sprats.  For  soup  there  is  the 


ADOCST  is,  P.MI'.I. 
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.ill    I     pulled    i  ul    (il     lli:il    i>!d    ox.        ll 

.may  with  great  eaee  owing  to  the 

Ige  nt  i!n>  ,1111111:1!  and  my  healthy  dietary 
ince  1  i' 'ok  i"  eating  like  Ni  n 

HADHEZZAJ1. 

For  i  mi. win  there  are  the  gudgeons 
which  we  caught  in  Auntie's  liair  net. 
admirable  article  for  the  purpose. 
Never  x(>  I"''  ;>  hungry  rainlile  without 
an  aunt. 

We  mini'  now  to  the  joint,  and  here  is 
discovered  the  usefulness  of  chancing 
upon  a  lost  sheep  in  a  desolate  spot. 
Had  it  been  more  open  and  populous  we 
eould  never  have  killed  it  so  success- 
fully,  \vhile  skinning  and  quartering  it 
would  have  lieen  more  ilillieult  and 
perilous.  As  it  is,  the  meat  is  hound  to 
he  rather  tough,  hut  as  the  week  wears 
on  it  will  get  heller  and  Ix'tter;  nnle-s 
i  I  COUiae  our  forest  larder  is  discovered. 

!-'i>r  vegetables  there  are  the  nettles. 
which  are  far  hetU'r  than  spinach,  the 
pignuts  and  the  wild  carrot. 

Next  the  game.      Here  we  attack   the 

moorhen  which  so  providentially  fell  to 
my  aim,  accurate  throwing  being  of  the 
ighest  value- to  the  countryside  diner, 
and  with  il  a  dandelion  salad,  upon  which 
the  oil  from  two  or  three  handfnls  of 
tadpoles  has  been  sqitee/.ed. 

For  sweets  there  is  nothing  hetter 
than  a  little  wild  honey  from  an  old 
tree,  but  in  default  of  this  we  may  eat 
the  blossom  of  the  clover  and  honey- 
suckle. For  dessert  the  crab-apple  and 
the  sloe.  For  coffee  the  powdered  sorrel, 
and  for  the  cigar  the  famous  "  Flor  de 
Wiggs"  from  the  nearest  cabbage-patch. 

As  for  the  supplementary  articles,  \\-i 
can  get  them,  too  :  bread  should  he  easy 
\\heu  the  fields  are  so  full  of  corn,  and 
for  butter  of  course  you  have  only  ti 
seek  the  buttercup.  The  milkwort 
equally  rich  in  milk.  Mustard  grows  in 
every  Held.  Salt,  1  will  admit,  bothers 
me.  hut  why  not  do  without  it? 

The  total  cost  has  been  the  match  thai 
lit  the  lire.  F.ven  a  duke  might  live  in 
this  luxury,  and,  indeed,  it  was  largely 
becau.-e  I  and  my  paper  so  feel  for  tin 
ruined  ducal  industry  that  I  wrote  the 
article. 

HOW   TO    KKF.I'   NYAKM. 

Mr.  Punch  recommends  any  chillv 
mortals  who  arc  just  now  suffering  from 

the  shivers  to  follow  the  opportune 
example  of  Tot  tell  I  lam  Hot  spur  and  othei 
1-xmdon  Football  Clubs,  who  have  begin 
a  noble  endeavour  to  restore  their  eircnla 
tion  with  practice  games.  A  picture  ii 
The  Daily  Mirror  ot  August  12,  exhibiting 
a  perspiring  forward  in  a  sun-hat,  is 
evidence  of  true  l!rili-h  determiiiatioi 
not  to  run  the  risk  of  getting  did  Maine- 
ill  this  wialher.  Persons  of  less  spurting 
tendencies,  hut  endowed  with  a  sala 
mander  temperament,  may  lind  othei 


.  "Vox's  AS  AWFU'  I.IKI:  SIGHT  TO  SEE  ON  THE  SAWBATU,  Axocs!" 

l*.    "ASD  WHAT   AWKi:'    I. IKK   SI. MIT   IH)  YE  SEE,   MACDOCOALL  ? " 

"  TiiKiu:  's  Aim  nit:   vs'  ins  LASS  asiiLisa  ASD  iifimvisa  AS  ir  IT  WAS  A  wre 

.irsr." 


ways  of  escaping  the  Arctic  rigours  of  the 
dog-days.  Thus,  should  any  immediate 
vacancy  occur  in  the  House  of  ( 'oannons. 
the  existing  atmosphere  of  St.  Stephen's 
may  be  relied  upon  to  keep  off  frost-hi.e. 
if  the  patient  can  safely  weather  an 
August  by-election.  I  In  a  Budget' night 
tin'  temperature  approaches  three  figure  -. 

and  furs  need  not  then  be  worn. 

For  wi  mien  we  strongly  advise  tin- 
NY  earing  of  the  ( ilein.  phi-  white  and 
purple.  The  adoption  of  these  now 


familhir  colours  is  frequently  found  to 
develop  a,  considerable  amount  of  heat, 
e-|  e  ially  after  collisions  with  the  police. 
\Ye  feel  confident  that,  without  -u.  h 
banal  methods  as  lighting  a  fin-  blowing 
fingers,  swinging  anus,  or  rushing  off 
to  the  Kivieia.  we  ran  safeguard  our 
numbed  reader-'  extremities  for  this 
week  at  least.  The  Hot-purs  have  Mr. 
I'litK-li'x  wannest  congr.it ulal ion  for  not 
belying  their  name,  and  for  giving  a  le.id 
to  lethargic  and  U'tie-nosid  Londoners. 
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OUR    BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By  Mr.  Punch's  Staff  of  Learned  Clerks.) 

To  uny body  suffering  from  a  surfeit  of  divorce-problems  win  > 
is  in  need,  as  he  ought  to  be,  of  a  complete  change,  I  heartily 
recommend  The  Castle  by  the  Sen,  design;-. I  by  II.  1!.  MAHKIOTT- 
WATSOX  and  built  by  METIH'EX.  Tnere,  within  smell  of  tlie 
Atlantic,  he  may  revel  in  the  spirit  of  adventure  and  in  an 
atmosphere  of  momentous  and  incredible  events.  He  will 
hub-nob  with  the  fugitive  Sir  Gilbert,  a  sportsman  with  an 
unconscious  philosophy,  and  fall  in  love  with  the  beautiful 
Perdita,  who  not  only  says  she  is,  but  is,  adorable.  My 
student  of  the  iiwrbid  will  nut  have  been  in  this  Devonshire 
resort  for  twenty  pages  before  the  fresh  air  will  have  fdled 
him  with  a  new  energy,  and  he  will  thereupon  plunge  into 
ancient  smugglers'  caves  de- 
voted to  modern  nefarious 
uses,  to  escape  with  his  life 
(if  any)  in  liis  hand.  Later, 
in  the  calmer  moments  of 
reaction,  duty  may  compel 
him  to  criticise  an  excess  of 
melodramatic  and  romantic 
incident  which  inclination 
prompted  him  to  enjoy,  but 
even  he  will  admit  the  charm 
of  humour  which  permeates 
the  whole.  He  will  miss  his 
accustomed  innuendo  and 
habitual  problems,  and  may 
wonder  why  on  earth  I  recom- 
mended to  him  so  juvenile  a 
book.  Then,  if  he  is  the 
clever  lad  he  pretends  to  be, 
he  will  suddenly  understand. 
I  knew  that  the  bright  and 
healthy  change  would  do  him 
good. 


kitten — and  even  this  is  a  mitter  of  outside  evidence,  not 
m;e!:ii]ie.-te:l  with  a  rcc:-nt  appearance  (if  tin- same  animal  in 
a  published  interview  with  its  distinguished  owner. 


What,  I  like  least  about  The 
Way  Tilings  Happen  (LANE)  is 
the  title,  because,  as  a  matter 
of  fact,  the  events  in  Mr. 
HfOH  D2  SELixtOL'itr's  amiab'.e 
fantasy  fall  out  after  a  fashion 
not  at  all  that  of  actual  life. 
Indeed,  "The  Way  things  are 
Written  About"  would  have 
IKCU  a  truer  label  for  what 
I  feel  t)  be  rather  a  suc- 
osful  literary  exercise  than  the  ivsu.t  of  honest  obseiva- 
tion.  Miss  Paul  was  a  maiden  lady  with  a  limited  income 
who  inhabited  the  top  floor  of  a  house  in  the  Marylebone 
Road.  The  lodger  below  was  one  Dr.  Pavcley,  who,  a 
confirmed  mysogynist  in  the  first  four  chapters,  asks  Miss 
Paul  to  marry  him  in  the  fifth.  There  is  also  another 
suitor,  very  rich,  who  meets  Miss  Paul  in  an  omnibus,  and 
proposes  to  her  a  few  days  later.  This  is  the  one  that  she 
weds  ;  and  then,  a  little  brutally,  Mr.  DE  SiiuxoouRr  kills  the 
husband  in  a  motor-accident,  and  leaves  his  heroine  a  rich 
widow.  However,  the  last  part  of  the  book  is  by  far  the 
most  sincere ;  and  well  told  is  the  development  of  the 


You  would  think  that  it  needed,  in  these  days,  an  excep- 
tional gift  of  nautical  bluff  for  the  crew  of  a  tramp  to  board  a 
liner,  smash  its  machinery,  pinch  the  contents  of  its  safe. 
row  off  with  the  richest  passenger,  and  then  turn  up  later  on 
from  another  quarter  with  offers  of  salvage.  Yet  Ani'iini 
I!i:i-:i!Xi:it.  the  author  of  John  Saint  (WAIINK),  contrives  to  give 
plausibility  to  this  adventure,  as  conducted  by  the  mate  of 
The  Four  Winds,  who  gives  his  name  to  the  book.  By  the 
aid  of  ii  little  moral  philosophy,  not  too  expensive,  and  a 
repertoire  of  allusive  comparisons  well  within  the  range  of  a 
popular  encyclopaedia,  Mr.  BHEIINKK  wants  to  persuade  the 

average  reader  that  there  is 
nirthing  stronger  in  this  tale 
than  mere  stuff  for  boys.  John 
hil,  ex-gentleman,  and  con- 
structed for  better  things, 
failed  to  get  rid  of  the  relies 
(eventually  resurgent)  of  a 
conscience,  and  this  failure, 
while  it  spoiled  iiis  chance  of 
being  a  really  perfect  villain, 
was  the  recurring  source  of 
internal  conflicts  which  give 
a  certain  quality  of  romance 
to  a  book  in  which  the  femi- 
nine element,  commonly  sup- 
posed to  be  requisite  to  ro- 
mance, is  quite  subordinate  ; 
for  the  one  woman  in  the  cast, 
though  necessary  to  the  plot, 
has  only  a  very  small  speaking 
part.  .Mr.  I'IMCHNER,  if  he  has 
not  exactly  achieved  litera- 
ture, has  at  least  written  a 
good  breezy  tale,  that  smacks 
true  of  salt  seas,  and,  unlike 
the  poor  tramp  ("blistered  in 
the  IMdrunis,  fro/en  round 
the  Horn,"  as  he  says  of  it 
in  a  phrase  fit  for  a  Kiri.iNi; 
chanty)  is  full  of  seaworthi- 
ness. Mr.  LANCELOT  Sra-:i>'s 
illustrations,  both  plain  and 
coloured,  are  effective,  but  1 
wish  that  he  had  given  us 
more  of  the  sea  itself,  for  he 
knows  better  than  most  how  to  draw  waves  and  ships 
sitting  on  them. 


EPISODES  IN  THE  LIVES  OF  THE  GREAT.    1. 

KING  CHARLES  TUB  SECOND  SHOWING  THE  LADIES  OF  THE  COURT  now 

HE  CLIMBED  THE   OAK  TREE. 


"John  Strange  Winter"  in  The  Daily  Mail: 

"At   the   same  time  1  cannot  forget   thai    my  grandmother  and  my 
mother-in-law  were  both  married  at   eighteen-- cine  being  twenty-two, 


eertamly  the  sort  of  thing  one  would  always  remember. 


A   new  office  has  been  organised  at    the  liritish   -Museum,  that  of 


ex-:U/ss  Paul  into  the  almost  Legendary  benefactress  of  her 
poorer  neighbours.     On  the  whoTe,  if  Mr.  DK  SEUXCOUKT  ever    '  '"' 


Assistant  Keeper  to  Mr.  Sidney  Calvin."—  Doily  Telegraph. 


thinks  of  dividing  his  works  after  a  certain  celebrated 
example,  The  Way  Tlihi'/x  //"/*/ >en,  despite  its  artificiality, 
will  go  justly  under  the  heading  of  Novels  Pleasant.  That 
is  why  I  am  the  more  sorry  that,  of  all  the  characters,  the 


meal  is   adnumstcred  at  1.     Admittance    by 


white  ticket. 


"  Seatou  had  very  hard  luck  in  losing   two  men   leg  before  wicket, 
after  having  the  game  well  in  hand."  -Decon  and  Exeter  Gazette. 


only  one  in  which  1  can  really  believe  is  the  Blue  Russian  |  Why  won't  the  umpires  keep  their  eyes  on  the  score? 
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Helpmeet.  "  FBAMKIE  DEAB,  simx  I  READ  TO  TOO  WHILE  TOO  DO  TIUT  ?  " 


CRICKET  AS  SHE  IS  REPORTED. 

THAT'S  right,  kick  me,  and  I  beg 
yours,  was  the  order  of  things  ut  Clacton 
yesterday  as  the  crowd  surged  through 
the  clickers  to  watch  the  match  played 
lirt  \\cen  17  oE  the  district  aud  a  bag 
of  nuts  brought  down  by  Artie  Maclean 
( who  ought  never  to  play  again  in  a  Test 
Match)  of  Rutland.  Special  interest  was 
attached  to  the  game  as  his  side  included 
Jiouglas  Cairns,  the  wiggly-wizard  or 
disappearing-man  king. 

Artie  called  bird  and  looked  chirpy; 
so  sauntered  seventeen  out  to  a  wicket 
that  looked  a  bit  MAIUE  LLOYD,  but  really 
\vas  a  veritable  pride  of  Pont  Street. 
Followed  Charles  Burge  and  Teneut,  the 
latter  taking  a  nice  four-pennorth  off  the 
(ir.-t  ball,  a  sea  serpent  on  the  legs. 
However,  on  trying  to  repeat  the  stroke, 
up  went  the  black  flag  at  the  other  end, 
only  to  lie  hauled  down  a  minute  later, 
a.>  apparently  the  ball  had  been  played. 

"I  never  said ''  but  that's  another 

story.  Anyhow,  the  next  ball  caused  the 
death  rattle  ;  a  sort  of  ball  that  shrieks, 
turns,  apologises,  aud  then  gently  fells 
the  middle  ash !  In  ambled  Alfredo. 
but,  after  a  deep  dive  at  the  first,  came 
up  again  at  the  Pavilion  steps.  The 
next  of  the  side  made  the  score  immiif 
up  like  the  2<7.'s  in  a  taxi,  and  it  looked 
like  a  case  of  all  day  and  Martin  for 


the  Shrimpers;  but  with  372  for  5 
ou  the  blinds  Artie  called  the  cows 
home. 

The  local  innings  reminded  me  of  a 
funeral,  and  several  willows  were  weep- 
ing ;  Cairns  wasn't,  but  then  he  had  the 
job  ;  and  Walter  Barley,  at  the  other 
end,  looked  like  a  man  who  had  the  key 
of  the  hutch  in  his  pocket. 

With  the  exception  of  Grunt,  the  home 
skipper,  none  of  the  side  did  anything 
to  put  on  clean  flannels  about.  That 
Grunt  hit  some  pretty  how-do's,  and 
everybody  was  sorry  when  he  was  sent 
home  by  a  creeper. 

It  should  be  mentioned  that  Lawson 
was  unable  to  field,  as  in  opening  a 
telegram  he  slightly  strained  his  heart. 

Taken  as  a  whole  the  game  was  a 
pretty  tidy  regatta.  Everybody  was 
pleased,  and  the  folk  had  something  to 
tell  Auntie  of.  Met  a  chap  afterwards  in 
the  guard's  van ;  said  he  to  me,  "  They 
could  play  and  we  couldn't,  and  that 's 
the  diff." 


"The  steamer  Letty  arrived  oil  Thursday  last 
with  a  salvage  cargo  from  the  steamer  Slavouia, 
which  included  34  bales  of  domestics." 

Journal  of  Commerce. 

Just  the  cargo  you  would  expect  on  the 
Slaronia.  (We  don't  mind  saying  this 
sort  of  thing  now  that  London  is  so 

empty). 


Judging  by  Appearances. 

"Then  the  engine  lefr  the  metal*  and  bwung 
completely  round.  Then  I  In-  re  was  an  r.x|>l»- 
sion,  and  the  passengers  knew  that  a  serious 
Mi-rMc-nt  had  taken  place."  —  Nantliftier 

Conner. 

The  Journalistic  Touch. 

"  By  a  btrange  coinriilei.ee  the  resid- 
this  clergyman  stands  on  the  exact  site  ol  the 
house  in  which  for  many  years  lived  the  noto- 
rious Charles  Peace."—  Sheffield  Daily  Tele- 


"  With  20  up  Hornby  played  rather  easily  at 
a  slow  ball  from  Trptt,  which  I  t»kc  back  and 
bowled  him  after  being  joined  by  Tyldosley  " 
7xiii«i»7iire  Daily  I'ott. 

If  it  broke  back  and  then  waited  for 
TYLDESLEY,  it  must  have  been  a  very 
slow  ball. 

Spinster  Lady  (anxiout  about  (lie  health 
of  a  pet  dog  whicJi  is  out  in  the  garden). 
"  Wliat  is  the  darling  doing,  Jane  ?  " 

Jane.  "  He  's  eating  a  little  grass, 
Miss."  [Interval  of  three  minutes. 

Spinster  Lady  (presently).  "  And  what 
is  he  doing  now,  Jane  ?  " 

Jane.  "Still  grazing,  Miss." 

From  an  advertisement  in  The  Garden  : 
'•  D  -  's  Flat  Fanshaped  Broom.    Designed 
especially  for  the  lawns  of  the  Nobility." 

As  a  last  resort  the  Duke  of  NORTH- 
{  MIIKUI.AXII  may  have  to  sell  his  broom. 


VOL.  CKX1UI. 


128 


PUNCH,   OR   THE   LONDON   CHARIVARI. 


[AuorsT  25,  1909. 


THE  NEW  FOLKS  AT  HOME. 


DEAR  SADIE,  —  You  must  have  been 
thinking  hard  tilings  about  poor  little 
me  for  not  writing  before,  but  I  've  been 
too  busy  to  breathe,  almost,  tearing 
around  and  sight-seeing  ;  so  you  must 
overlook  it  this  time,  ana  1  will  be  good 
in  future.  We  're  located  here  at  present, 
me  and  Pop  and  Cy,  that  is.  The  hotel 
is  a  one-horse  shack  in  some  ways  and 
only  about  six  floors  up,  but,  as  Pop 
says,  it  hasn't  burnt  down  yet,  which  is 
something  to  be  thankful  for,  and  if 
nothing  happens  we  may  finish  the 
vacation  here. 

Sadie,  you  must  make  the  trip  next 
year.  It's  simply  great,  and  I  haven't 
been  disappointed  yet.  The  place  is  full 
of  Britishers  and  they  're  just  like  what 
you  read  about  in  the  magazines  —  stupid 
and  homely-looking  (the  women  I  mean), 
and  so  polite.  Only  yesterday  I  boarded 
a  car  on  Fleet  Street  —  it's  one  of  the 
main  roads  here  —in  a  rush-hour,  and 
the  conductor  said,  "  Th-.mk  you,"  when 
I  paid  him  !  Store-keepers  j  ust  the  same, 
too.  And  everybody  speaks  with  such  a 
funny  accent,  you  wouldn't  believe  ;  but 
I  can  understand  them  pretty  well  now, 
and  get  on  O.K. 

Some  of  the  side-shows  here  are  worth 
the  passage  money  to  see,  and  you  'd  be 
tickled  to  death  if  you  could  come 
rubbering  with  us.  llight  here,  about  a 
couple  of  blocks  from  the  Parliament, 
there  's  one  of  the  cutest  abbeys  I  ever 
clapped  eyes  on,  with  the  queerest  old- 
time  fixings  and  things  that  you  can 
imagine.  I  could  have  spent  a  whole 
forenoon  there,  almost,  1  was  so  stuck 
on  it  ;  but  we're  pressed  for  time  and 
Pop's  schedule  doesn't  allow  for  much. 
I  'm  sending  you  a  postal  by  this  mail, 
so  you  can  see  for  yourself  what  it  's  like. 

You  would  laugh,  Sadie  !  Cy  came 
rushing  in  just  before  lunch  as  mad  as 
a  wet  lien  !  He  went  into  one  of  these 
Strand  saloons  and  asked  the  bar-tender 
(they  are  females  here)  if  she  could 
shake  a  cocktail,  and  she  said,  certainly 
she  could  ;  so  Cy  called  for  a  Highball, 
and  the  woman  gave  him  gin-and-sonie- 
thing  and  charged  him  eighteen  cents 
for  it,  and  then  the  man  next  to  Cy  told 
him  the  right  price  was  twelve  cents  for 
a  gin  and  bitters.  Well,  Cy  gui.  mail 
and  scratched  up  the  dust  and  claimed 
that  it  was  not  a  fair  deal,  and  the  girl 
said,  yes  it  was,  the  lemon-peel  made 
the  difference;  so  Cy  asked  her  if  she 
thought  he  'd  got  bats  in  his  belfry  'i 
and  she  said  tin:  interpreter  was  out 
having  his  dinner,  but  she  'd  try  to 
understand  if  he  'd  speak  slower  !  Pop 
cracked  his  sides  almost  when  he  heard 
about  it. 

We  went  to  a  swell  crush  at  a  country 
house  la>t  week  and  1  enjoyed  myself 


considerable,  but  I  wish  Pop  had  not 
offered  ID  buy  the  place,  because  I 
warned  him  not  to,  and  the  man  it 
belonged  to  turned  as  cold  as  a  clam, 
and  dropped  the  glass  out  of  his  eye, 
and  said  lie  could  not  entertain  the 
proposition  for  an  instant.  But  that's 
Pop  all  the  time!  spot  cash  and  clear 
the  deal !  This  one  did  not  pan  out, 
and  Pop  was  side-tracked  for  once. 
Well,  I  met  a  terrible  good-looking  man 
there,'  and  he  brought  me  some  straw- 
berries and  fal-lals,  and  we  had  a  good 
time  munching.  He's  called  The 
O'Stickjaugh  (though  it 's  pronounced 
quite  different),  and  you  mustn't  call 
him  Mister,  or  My  Lord,  or  anything 
like  that,  and  he's  head  of  the  whole 
push,  and  all  the  other  O'S.'s  don't 
amount  to  shucks  when  this  one  is 
around.  He  told  me  that  England  is 
played  out  and  that  only  the  Kelts  are 
any  us.\  It  appears  his  clan  is  Keltic, 
so  I  asked  him  why  he  didn't  stay 
up  in  his  hills  and  make  homespun  and 
haddocks,  and  he  seemed  a  bit  rattled, 
and  said  I  couldn't  be  expected  to  under- 
stand these  things  all  at  once.  Then 
there  was  another  man,  an  Englishman 
this  time :  he  came  and  sat  down  and 
said  that  if  I  wanted  anything  he  would 
tell  somebody  to  get  it  for  me  !  I  looked 
at  Cy  (he  was  running  around  like  a 
dog  at  a  fair)  and  told  the  man  I  did 
not  believe  in  slave  labour,  and  why 
did  he  look  so  miserable,  anyway  ?  Was 
it  money  or  an  entanglement  ?  Well, 
he  just  polished  his  glass  and  said  lie 
was  worried  to  death  about  his  golf, 
because  he  had  gone  clean  off  his  form 
and  could  not  understand  the  reason,  by 
Jove  ! — Land's  sake  ! 

Oh,  Sadie,  do  you  remember  the 
Saddlebags  ?  Well,  I  ran  across  old 
man  Saddlebag  at  a  picture  gallery 
and  he  looked  as  though  he  had  dropped 
a  nickel  down  a  grating,  so  I  let  him 
take  me  to  lunch.  He  told  me  Mrs. 
Saddlebag  had  divorced  him  on  account 
of  his  wearing  spectacles  and  looking 
mean  in  consequence.  He  pleaded 
myopia  (1  m  not  sure  about  the  spelling) 
at  the  trial,  but  .the  judge  said  lie  was 
not  g)ing  to  let  any  technical  point 
interfere  with  justice;  so  they  jarred 
loose,  and  the  old  man  got  his  walking- 
papers,  and  Mrs.  Saddlebag  has  gone 
in  for  jigsaws.  I  thought  you  would 
like  to  know. 

There  was  a  railway  accident  here  a 
little  time  ago,  a  silly  little  thing  only 
two  men  killed;  and  the  paper.-  are 
cracking  on  alx)ut  it  so,  anybody  would 
think  that  something  had  happened  ! 
They  have  arrested  a  signalman  or 
somebody,  and  are  going  to  try  him  for 
manslaughter !  Pop  says  they  always 
do  that  over  here,  and  that  Britishers' 
ideas  are  quite  different  from  ours.  I 
guess  they  must  be  ! 


1  went  to  a  polo  match  last  week  and 
Myrtle  Dikkerson  happened  along,  so 
we  had  a  crack,  and  she  gave  me  all  her 
news.  She's  in  the  worst  kind  of  a  fix 

cause  she's  got  engaged  to  a  con- 
tinental baron,  and  can't  speak  a  word 
of  his  language  !  It  's  too  bad,  and  I'm 
nal  sorry  for  her;  but  she's  got  a  con- 
versation book,  and  you  know  what  a 
persevering  girl  she  is. 

I  must  quit  right  now  or  I  shall  bo 
late  for  the  theater,  so  goodbye  for  the 
present.  Shall  see  you  again  in  the  fall. 
Yours  as  before,  ELMIIU. 


THE   SCHOOL  OF  MODESTY. 

ONLY  one  of  the  critical  cricketers  in 
The  Daily  Mail  remains;  and  he — our 
own  •].  T.  TYLDESLEY — continues  his  mas- 
terly policy  of  self-effacement.  Thus :  — 

LAXCASHIUK  v.  KKNT. 
Lancashire  were  disappointing  to-day, 
but  the  luck  was  against  them.  Every- 
one did  his  best,  but  there  are  times  in 
a  match  when  everything  goes  wrong. 
I  had  the  good  fortune  to  stop  one  or 
two  nasty  ones.  Let  us  hope  to-morrow 
will  be  kinder  to  us. 

Score. 

A.  II.  Hornby,  run  out    

Makepeace,  b.  ('arr - 

' IV  Wesley  (J.  T.),  not  out    251 

.Sharp,  b.  Blythe  11 

K.  G.  Macleod,  b.  Can-  0 

&c.,  &c. 

LANCASHIRE  v.  SURREY. 
It  was  indeed  a  good  thing  for  Lanca- 
shire that  HITCH  was  not  on  the  wicket, 
or  who  knows  what  might  have  happened 
to  some  of  our  timbers  ?  As  it  was  we 
did  pretty  well,  and  Mr.  MACIJWD'S 
innings  was  a  marvel.  So  was  MAKE- 
PEACE'S and  Mr.  HARTLEY'S.  We  ought 
to  win. 

Score. 
R.  H.  Spoonov,  c.  Stnidwick,  b.  Leos...       !l 

Makepeace,  b.  Thompson    4 

TyWesley  (J.  T.),  b.  Lees  183 

Sharp,  b.  Thompson    4 

K.  C.  Ma.-li'inl,  not  out    LT> 

A.  H.  Hornby,  run  oat    <> 

C.  R.  Hartley,  c.  Stnidwick,  b.  Hitch  .     I'D 
Ac.,  fie. 

LANCASHIRE  v.  Srssr.x. 
Owing  to  a  variety  of  causes  Lanca- 
shire came  out  to-day  on  top  on  the  first 
innings.  1  never  saw  SHARP  play  better : 
his  timing  was  a  treat  to  watch.  Mr. 
1  loitxitY  also  took  the  long  handle  to  some 
piirpox-.  No  other  innings  calls  for 
remark. 

Score. 

K.H.  Spoouer,  b.  A.  K.  ReU 8 

A.  0.  Maclaren,  b.  Cox    7 

TyWesley  (J.  T.),  not  out    302 

Sharp,  <•.  Smith,  b.  Vine 51 

A.  H.  Hornby,  b.  A.  E.  Relf  31 

Makepeace,  b.  Cox  it 

&c.,  &c. 
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OUR    VILLAGE    CRICKET   CLUB. 

itd  confident  Chorit*.  "  HOW  'S  THAT  ?  "  fm/jJir.  "I  WABS'T  LOOKING— DO  IT  A.,  us." 


OPERATIC   REALISM. 

Mit.  SAXKEY  MORRELL,  the  great  impre- 
sario, writes  to  us  to  call  attention  to 
si  ii i ic  remarks  made  by  Mr.  CHARLES 
MANNERS  apropos  of  his  production  of 
7i'ir>i.:i  at  the  Lyric  Theatre. 

Mr.  MANNERS  is  reported  as  saying : — 

"  1  have  never  attempted  anything  on  so 
grand  11  scale  before.  Gladiators,  Roman 
soldiers,  and  diplomats  will  all  be  suitably 
arrayed.  There  will  be  five  ambassadors  and 
their  suites  in  one  of  the  scenes,  and  in  the  last 
Act  the  sacking  of  Rome  will  be  depicted  with 
re.ilUtic  effects  that  reach  the  limit  of  safety. 
I  .-.lull  have  as  many  as  140  people  on  the 
stajje  at  one  time,  and  it  will  be  no  easy  matter 
to  find  room  for  them  all." 

On  this,  Mr.  Sankey  Morrell  comments 
as  follows :  "  Without  wishing  to  insti- 
tute any  invidious  comparisons,  I  wish 
to  point  out  that  at  my  forthcoming  pro- 
duction of  Carmen  at  the  Agricultural 
Hull  effects  will  be  introduced  which 
have  never  bsfore  been  seen  on  any 
stage.  The  brigands  in  the  Third  Act 
have  been  imported  from  Catalonia  at 
great  expense,  and  their  booty  includes 
several  dozen  frozen  Chinese  pigs, 
twenty  butts  of  dry  ging<  r  ale.  bcsiilcs 
a  captive  balloon  and  fifty  strings  <>!' 
Spanish  onions.  In  the  last  Act,  by 
kind  permission  df  Ixird  CARRIXI.  ION, 
several  real  Irish  bulls  will  be  intro- 
duced ;  the  cigarett  s  c.iiisuined  by 


Carmen  and  her  lady  friends  will  be  of 
the  Sinn  Fein  brand,  and  the  smoking 
of  them  will  be  depicted  with  realistic- 
effects  which  reach  the  limit.  The 
stage  crowd  will  include  Curtliaginians, 
Basques,  Celto  -  Iberians,  Troglodytes 
and  Phagocytes,  all  of  whom  will  be 
not  merely  suitably  but  sumptuously 
arrayed.  I  may  add,  that  by  way  of 
testing  the  musical  capacity  of  the 
governing  classes  I  have  sent  invita- 
tions to  every  peer  in  the  realm  to  attend 
the  opening  performance." 


HINTS   TO   HIS   GRACE. 

["  Thirdly,  he  (Sir  Edward  Orey)  holds  that 
some  owners  of  jiro|>erty  could  earn  something 
themselves.  I  wish  he  had  indicated  in  what  j 
manner  ;  but  as  he  seems  to  be  kind  enough  to 
consider  my  unpaid  work  more  valuable  in  tin- 
public  than  anything  I  could  earn,  I  am  ab- 
solved from  the  necessity  of  considering  what 
remunerative  employment  I  could  undertake  at 
the  age  of  sixty-three  which  would  bring  in  a 
sufficient  income  to  be  of  any  appreciable  assist- 
ance to  me  in  meeting  increased  taxation."— 
'/'/«•  J>nJte  of  Northumberland  in  "  The  Timcu."] 

Snt  EDWARD  GREY  is  silent.  Let  us 
try  to  supply  some  useful  suggestions. 
That  money  is  to  be  made  in  endless 

y-i  even  by  sexagenarians  is  beyond 
question.  Nor  is  the  age  any  bar  to 
<  ntcrjiri.-c.  Look  at  Count  ZEPPKLIX, 
well  over  seventy,  but  simply  crammed 
with  bean.-.  Sixty-three  is  nothing. 


There  arc.  to  begin  with,  alu  i\ •.,  the 
Music  Halls.  If  the  Duke  cared  to  try 
his  luck  there  he  would  make  a  for.unc. 
No  need  to  do  anything  but  \\.ilk  on, 
describe  his  income  ami  i \\>  -ndiiurr, 
say  a  few  terse  things  against  the 
Government  (always  a  popular  line  to 
follow  in  the  Halls),  and  r -tire.  He 
could, of  course,  if  his  artistic  Kinscicncr 
demanded  it,  learn  sonic  small  trick. 
a  fcit  of  juggling,  n  song,  a  dnnce, 
but  it  would  be  a  superfluity.  Tl  c  Muke 
alone  would  be  the  attraction. 

GREAT  SKXSATIOX. 

liEAI.     DlKE     APPEARS     NlttHTLV. 
VICTIM   OF  Bl'DGET  OX   VIEW. 

Such  lines  as  these  would  fill  any  Hall. 

There  are  other  not  less  simple  nn  .ms 
of  acquiring  wealth.  Then-  must  IK-  in 
London  alone,  even  now  in  August,  a 
thousand  hostesses  who  would  willingly 
contribute  a  handsome  sum  for  the  privi- 
lege of  including  the  l>uke  in  their  next 
dinner-party.  He  could  not  go  to  all, 
but  he  might  put  himself  up  to  auction 
for,  say,  thirty  evenings.  The  only 
effect  would  be  that  his  im urnr  tax  would 
cost  him  more. 

There  are  company  promoters  also 
who  would  be  very  happy  to  arrange  for 
the  Duke's  alliance— or  we  an-  greatly 
mistaken. 
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CROSS-EXAMINATIONS   FOR  THE   HOME; 

OR,    LITTLE    ARTHUR'S    ROAD    TO    KNOWLEDGE. 

(Little  Arthur,  aged  12;  Uncle  John— Captain  John  Lambert, 

late  28l7i  Hussars — aged  44.) 

Little  Arthur.  What  do  you  think  of  life,  Uncle  John  ? 

Uncle  John.  Oh,  come,  I  say,  Arty,  that's  a  pretty  stiff 
question. 

L.  A.  Is  it,  Uncle  John  ?  I  thought  you  would  be  able  to 
tell  me  something  about  it.  You  've  lived  a  good  long  time, 
you  know. 

U.  J.  I  'm  not  so  sure  about  that,  old  man.  Lots  of  people 
have  lived  much  more.  If  you  come  to  think  of  it,  I  'm  not 
so  very  long  in  the  tooth.  Your  father  thinks  I  'm  a  sort  of 
perpetual  two-year-old — eh,  what  ? 

L.  A.  Does  he,  Uncle  John  ?  I  'm  sure  that 's  very  unjust 
of  him. 

U.  J.  That 's  what  I  always  say  ;  but  it 's  a  hard  world,  and 
it  's  no  use  complaining. 

L.  A.  But  what  do  you  think  of  life,  Uncle  John? 

U.  J.  Well,  if  you  must  know,  I  think  it 's  a  doosid  serious 
thing,  especially  when  the  bills  come  in. 

L.  A.  Bills,  Uncle  John?     How  do  you  mean? 

U.  J.  Ah,  you  '11  find  out  some  day.  It 's  this  way.  Just 
when  you  think  you  're  going  ahead  like  a  streak  of  lightning 
your  tailor  and  your  bootmaker  and  your  haberdasher  and 
the  man  at  the  flower-shop  send  you  their  blessed  accounts, 
and,  instead  of  having  a  nice  pocketful  of  money,  you  find 
you  Ve  got  a  bit  less  tlrm  nothing.  It 's  cruel  luck,  but  it 's 
no  good  fighting  against  it.  I  've  done  my  best,  but  they  've 
always  scored  off  me  in  the  end. 

L.  A.  But  you  bought  the  things,  didn't  you,  Uncle  John? 

U.  J.  Oh,  I  daresay  I  bought  'em  all  right ;  but  paying 
for  'em  's  quite  another  pair  of  shoes,  as  you  '11  find.  If  this 
mouldy  Government  were  any  good  they'd  pass  a  law 
abolishing  bills  for  ever.  I 'd  vote  for 'em  "right  enough  if 
they  'd  do  that.  As  it  is,  a  poor  beggar  never  gets  a  chance. 
,  Think  of  the  things  I  might  have  done  if  it  hadn't  been  for 
bills.  They  're  the  curse  of  a  fellow's  life,  and  that 's  the 
long  and  the  short  of  it. 

L.  A.  But  the  other  day,  Uncle  John,  you  said  women 
were  the  curse  of  existence.  I  heard  you  say  it,  you  know. 

U.  J.  Did  you  now  ?  Well,  you  weren't  meant  to  hear  it, 
anyhow. 

L.  A.  But  what  did  you  mean,  Uncle  John  ? 

U.  J.  Meant  what  I  said. 

L.  A.  But  do  you  think  women  and  bills  are  the  same 
thing?  When  you  met  Miss  Hickson  on  Tuesday — 

U.  J.  Ah,  you've  just  hit  the  difference  there.  I  could 
meet  the  women  every  time,  bless  their  little  hearts  ;  but  as  for 
meeting  a  bill  it 's -death  to  me.  Never  could  do  it.  Besides, 
no  bill  ever  chucked  a  man-  -sticks  to  him  like  a  leech,  you 
know — but  it  comes  to  the  same  thing  in  the  end,  misery  and 
all  that. 

L.  A.  But  you  don't  seem  very  miserable,  Uncle  John. 

U.  J.  Don't  I,  old  man  ?  I  daresay  I  manage  to  keep  a 
laugh  going,  you  know,  but  in  my  heart  I  'm  as  desperate  as 
they  make  'em.  Mustn't  give  the  show  a  way,  though.  Never 
say  die. 

L.  A.  But  then  you  do  think  life  is  a  very  serious  thing, 
Uncle  ? 

U.  J.  Serious  isn't  the  word,  my  boy.  It  's  simply 
gloomy  -  -that's  what  it  is. 

L.  A.  But  I  wonder  what  Papa  meant  when  he  said  you  'd 
never  be  brought  to  take  a  serious  view  of  life?  He  said 
that  to  Mamma. 

U.  J.  Oh,  he  said  that,  did  lie?  Well,  your  father  doesn't 
understand  me,  that's  all.  He  never  did  and  he  never  will. 

L.  A.  But  he  said  he  could  read  you  like  a  book. 


17.  J.  Like  a  book,  did  he?  ]  wish  he  'd  read  my  book  on 
the  last  Newmarket  Meeting.  lie;  'd  understand  a  thing  or 
two  then.  But  what  did  your  mother  say  V 

L.  A.  Mamma  said  he  mustn't  be  too  hard  on  you,  he  must 
think  how  you  were  brought  up. 

U.  J.  There  's  an  unnatural  girl  for  you,  and  my  own 
sister,  too. 

L.  A.  Oil,  Uncle,  you  mustn't  say  that.  She  does  like 
your  jokes,  you  know.  You  always  make  her  laugh  ;  and  I  've 
seen  Papa  laugh  when  you've  been  playing  the  fool. 

U.  J.  Playing  the  what  9  Come,  I  say,  old  man,  that  's 
hardly  respectful,  is  it  ? 

L.  A.  I'm  sorry,  Uncle  John,  but  it  was  Papa  who  said  it. 
He  said  that  was  your  strong  point. 

U.  J.  Well,  it 's  lucky  I  've  got  one. 

L.  A.  Yes,  Uncle,  it  is.  Then  you  do  advise  me  to  consider 
life  a  serious  thing  ? 

U.  J.  Certainly  ;  I  've  said  so  before. 

L.  A.  Papa  says  the  same  thing,  and  so  does  Mamma,  and 
so  does  Mabel.  But  you  said  yesterday  that  a  chap  who 
didn't  get  a  bit  of  fun  out  of  life  was  no  use  to  anybody. 

U.  J.  That 's  right  enough,  too. 

L.  A.  But  if  it's  such  a  serious  thing,  how  am  I  to  get 
any  fun  out  of  it  ? 

U.  J.  Look  at  me.     I  manage  to  rub  along  all  right. 

L.  A.  Ah,  but  you  say  that  in  your  heart  you're  as 
desperate  as  they  make 'em,  and  life's  simply  gloomy.  .1 
don't  see 

U.  J.  I  daresay  you  don't,  but  you  can  keep  trying.  Trot 
off  now  and  have  a  bit  of  fun  with  Miss  MacBrayne.  She 's 
waiting  for  you  with  the  English  Grammar. 


WHERE  ANGELS  FEAR  TO  TREAD. 

["  Day  alter  day  Hyde  Park  is  strewn  with  repellent  bodies,  tlie  more 
objectionable  because  not  dead.  They  are  so  thick  on  the  grass  thai 
one  is  forced  to  go  near  them,  and  the  sight  leaves  one  sick  for  several 
hours.  .  .  Their  most  evident  marks  are  liquid  gluttony  and  vicious 
exhaustion.'' — Saturday  .Renew.] 

WHAT  kind  of  man,  0  Saturday  Review, 

Hast  thou  unearthed  to  sing  thy  wrath  and  thunder, 

That  draws  a  smile,  and  then  a  frown  or  two, 
But  most  of  all  unutterable  wonder  ? 

I,  reading  with  amazement,  marvel  much 

What  kind  of  man  possesses  such  a  touch. 

Is  he  some  Pharisee  of  spotless  worth, 

Devoutly  thankful  he  is  not  as  others, 
Who,  looking  on  these  clods  that  foul  the  earth, 

Declines  to  see  in  them  his  fallen  brothers, 
And  feels  his  spirit  outraged  when  he  sees 
That  he  must  breathe  the  selfsame  air  as  these  ? 

Or  is  it  youth  that  feeds  his  pen  with  gall, 

Great  youth,  that  sees  the  world  witli  perfect  clarity, 

And,  never  doubting,  gives  their  due  to  all, 
Untainted  by  the  vice  of  Christian  charity  ? 

Only  the  penetrating  eye  of  youth 

Sees  with  such  certainty  where  lies  the  truth. 

Or  is  this  rage  assumed  ?     Mcthinks  I  hear 
A  tender-hearted  greybeard  softly  sighing  ; 

Upon  his  eyelid  lurks  a  tell-tale  tear 

For  this  sad  spindrift  round  about  him  lying  ; 

Then,  shamed  of  so  much  weakness,  he  conceals 

In  these  wild  words  the  fact  that  he  still  feels. 


"  Mr.  Al ,  on  behalf  ol  the  parishioners,  then  asked  Canon  B — 

to  accept  the  presentation,  which  took   the  form  of  a  presentation." — 
Cape  Times. 

This  saves  a  lot  of  bother. 
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A  LINE  FROM  THE  WILDERNESS. 

MY  THOI  r.iiTFUL  FRIEND, — I  can  never 
thank  you  sufficiently  for  the  picture- 
postcard  of  Lyntoii  which  the  postman 
brought  me  this  morning.  As  I  said 
to  the  policeman  on  duty  at  Welling- 
ton Street  to-day,  "The  next  best  thing 
to  being  011  the  Devon  coast  with  Miss 
Middletoii  is  to  have  her  picture-post- 
card of  Lynton  on  your  mantelpiece  at 
home."  He  waved  back  a  motor-bus, 
and  replied  briefly,  "  You  shouldn't  say 
your  '  mantelpiece ' — Lady  GROVE  doesn't 
like  it."  "  1  don't  like  it  myself,"  I 
said,  ''but  the  landlord  won't  do  any- 
thing." 

By  way  of  return  I  am  sending  you 
thirteen  picture-postcards  of  the  House  of 
Commons.  I  only  wanted  one,  but  the 
lady  in  the  shop  said  it  came  cheaper  if 
you  took  thirteen.  I  don't  believe  it 
did.  As  far  as  I  can  make  out,  it  came 
elevenpence  dearer.  Anyhow,  note  the 
pigeon,  on  the  extreme  right  as  you 
face  the  picture;  he  is  said  to  be  Mr. 
HALDANE'S  favourite. 

It  is  no  good  your  trying  to  make  me 
jealous  with  your  tales  of  high  diving 
and  shipwrecks.  We  are  having  just  as 
good  fun  in  London.  Sometimes  we  go 
for  drives,  and  sometimes  we  wander 
down  by  the  river ;  and  after  tea  we  stroll 
into  the  park  and  tell  Colonial  strangers 
delightful  stories  about  gold  bricks. 
We  often  make  as  much  as  £200  a 
night  in  this  way.  As  we  pocket  the 
cheque  we  add,  "  Oh,  by-the-bye,  do  you 
know  that  other  very  funny  story  about 
the  Spanish  Prisoner  ?  I  must  tell  you 
that."  And  if  they  haven't  heard  it 
before  it  means  another  £100.  There  is 
a  simplicity  about  our  visitors  which  is 
very  touching. 

In  the  evening  I  console  myself  with 
a  new  game,  which  we  will  play  together 
when  you  come  back  (if  you  are  not  too 
proud).  This  is  how :  you  open  an 
A.  B.  C.  railway  guide  at  random,  and 
choose  which  of  the  twenty-odd  places 
on  the  two  pages  you  will  go  to.  Then 
the  other  person  does  the  same ;  and 
then  of  course  you  tell  him  how  much 
nicer  your  place  is  than  his.  (It  doesn't 
sound  much,  but  neither  would  cricket 
if  you  tried  to  explain  it  in  a  letter.) 
You  choose  your  place  partly  by  the 
name,  and  partly  by  the  county  it  'a  in, 
and  the  distance  from  London  and  the 
number  of  trains  a  day,  and  so  on.  It 
happens  sometimes  that  you  select  a  jolly- 
sounding  place  like  Bayswater,  and  then 
find  at  the  last  moment  that  there  are  so 
many  trains  to  it  that  it  can't  be  in  the 
Lake  District  after  all.  So  you  have  to 
l)o  careful.  I  may  tell  you  in  confidence 
that  the  real  snip  winner  on  the  Bays- 
water  page  is  Bealings  ;  you  can 
only  get  there  once  on  Sundays.  I 
should  say  it  was  on  the  sea,  wouldn't 


you  ?  We  could  sail  round  Bealings 
Bluff  and  have  tea  at  that  little  cottage 
by  the  coastguard  station.  And  if  you 
must  do  your  high  dive,  there  is  a  place 

halfway  down  Bealings  Ness Oh, 

jolly ! 

Don't  go  and  get  wrecked  on  a  desert 
island  without  me,  there 's  a  dear.  I  spent 
a  night  oil  an  uninhabited  island  once, 
but  that  was  before  I  knew  you.  Oh,  I 
did  really — off  the  coast  of  Scotland. 
("Tales  of  my  Dead  Past.")  But  there 
were  no  goats  and  no  axes  and  no 
nothing.  Only  me.  I  had  a  keg-— I 
mean  a  flask  of  brandy,  though,  and  a 
rifle.  And  I  made  a  footprint  in  the 
sand  overnight  and  really  staggered 
back  next  morning  at  the  size  of  it.  It 
must  have  grown.  But  it  rained  a  good 
deal,  I  remember,  and  I  fell  over  a  small 
cliff  in  the  misty  dawn,  and  the  flask 

leaked,  and I  don't- know  who  works 

these  things ;  I  may  be  wrong,  but  it 
didn't  seem  to  me  to  be  quite  entering 
into  the  spirit  of  the  adventure. 

I  saw  a  postman  in  spectacles  yester- 
day for  the  first  time  'in  my  life  ;  not 
that  I  ever  particularly  wanted  to  see 
one.  Why  should  they  be  so  rare  ?  This 
one  was  a  very  good  specimen,  I  should 
say.  You  never  see  them  at  Lynton,  do 
you '?  Own  up.  After  all,  you  've  got 
the  hills  and  the  sea,  and  you  can't  have 
everything. 

Can  you  stop  the  side-stroke  for  a 
moment  to  listen  to  me  ?  I  need  your 
advice.  You  're  a  young  woman  of  tact 
and — and — well,  tact,  that 's  the  word  I 
want. 

A  year  ago  I  was  asked  to  a  wedding, 
and  I  resolved  that — even  if  I  was  the 
only  one — I  would  send  a  present  to  the 
bride.  After  a  lot  of  thought  I  decided 
on  an  egg-boiler.  These  are  very  handy 
things,  because  when  you  have  visitors 
you  can  say  casually  to  them,  "  By  the 
way,  I  was  just  thinking  of  having  a 
lightly  boiled  egg  —  I  wonder  if  you 
would  care  to  join  me  ?  "  And  there  is 
no  business  of  ringing  up  the  chef. 

Well,  I  was  out  of  London  at  the  time, 
so  I  wrote  to  David,  and  told  him  that 
he  was  to  buy  and  dispatch  a  wedding 
present  for  me.  I  said  that  I  didn't 
want  to  spend  more  than  a  million 
pounds,  and  that  there  was  no  need  to 
spend  less  ;  that  in  fact  I  had  fixed  upon 
a  million  pounds  as  the  sum  I  could 
afford,  and  that  he  could  please  himself 
what  he  (.'hose,  but  that  I  had  rather 
thought  of  egg-boilers. 

By  a  curious  chance  David  knew  a 
man  whose  one  idea  in  life  was  to  make 
egg-boilers  by  the  thousand  for  the 
people  in  shops  who  try  to  sell  them.  As 
an  old  friend  of  David's  this  man  was 
prepared  to  let  him  have  a  boiler  upon 
wholesale  and  incredible  terms.  For  a 
million  pounds  he  would  sell  him  a  work 
of  art  for  which  the  ordinary  retail 


jeweller  would  charge  no  less  than  live 
million.  How  did  that  strike  him? 

It  struck  David  so  forcibly  that  lie' 
planked  down  the  million,  placed  my 
card  in  the  place  where  the  methylated 
spirit  goes,  and  forwarded  it  to  the  lady. 
Several  days  later,  of  course,  I  received 
a  grateful  letter  from  her,  and  some 
days  after  that,  I  wrote  David  a  similar 
one.  There  you  would  say  the  story 
should  cud  ;  but  it  doesn't.  For  I 
have  just  received  an  invitation  to  the 
double  wedding  of  the  lady's  two  sisters; 
and  the  thing  that  worries  me  now  is — 
icliat  on  earth  can  I  give  them} 

You  do  sec  why,  don't  you?  It  has 
either  got  to  be  egg-boilers  again  or  it 
hasn't.  If  it  hasn't,  then  it  must  be  sugar- 
sifters,  and  David  doesn't  know  anybody 
who  sells  sug  ir-sifters.  I  still  can't  afford 
more  than  a  million  pounds;  but  this 
time  it  will  only  look  like  a  million,  and 
Edith  and  Daisy  will  be  sure  to  notice 
the  difference.  I  never  saw  the  egg- 
boiler,  but  from  all  accounts  it  was  in 
solid  gold  throughout,  with,  perched  on 
top,  an  emblematic  hen,  cut  out  of  some 
still  more  precious  metal  —  radium 
perhaps.  What  will  they  think,  to  have 
plated  sifters  palmed  off  on  tliem  ' 
When  Molly  was  the  youngest ! 

But  if  we  go  in  for  egg -boilers 
again,  won't  the  family  think  it 
rather  funny  ?  It  doesn't  show  much 
originality  ;  the  mind  appears  to  work 
in  a  groove.  They  may  even  fancy  that 
I  have  a  kink  somewhere.  I  see  them 
introducing  me  to  the  company — the 
tapped  forehead,  and  the  warning 

whisper,  "AlK-m:  egg-lwllers." 

Now  then,  give  me  your  advice,  and 
then  go  on  swimming  again.  It's 
David's  fault  for  being  so  grasping. 
You  see  that,  of  course.  So  I  suggest 
that  he  should  simply  give  his  whole 
mind  for  the  next  month  to  the  problem 
of  finding  a  man  who  makes  sugar- 
sifters.  That  he  should  then  follow  him 
to  Brighton,  push  him  off  the  pier,  and 
rescue  him  .  .  .  and  so  up  to  the  ware 
house  together. 

But  still  more,  of  course,  you  see  that 
in  the  beginning  it  arose  from  my 
being  out  of  London.  That  is  what  I 
am  trying  to  bring  home  to  you.  Poor 
girl,  stuck  miserably  on  the  Devon 
coast — what  trouble  you  may  be  laying 
up  for  yourself  !  A.  A.  M. 


The  Daily  Mail  is  giving  prominent 
announcement  in  its  columns  to  the  fact 
that  it  has  issued  a  book  that  "  will  not 
sell."  It  asks 

"  Can  any  one  explain  to  us  why  it  is  that 
The  Daily  Mall  lias  only  sold  32,000  copies  of 
this  volume  ?  " 

Our  opinion  is  that  this  beggarly  result 
is  due  to  nothing  but  lack  of  advertise- 
ment. 
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AWFUL    WARNING    TO    LADIES    INVESTING    IN    NEW    BATHING    CONFECTIONS! 


THE  CHANCELLOR  OF  THE  FUTURE. 

[The  long  sittings  in  the  House  of  Commons  leads  The  Mall  to  antici- 
pate a  new  kind  of  Cabinet  Minister  — one  chosen  first  of  all  for  his 

I  li\    u-al  endurance.] 

NOT  his  to  lead  a  rapt,  submissive  retinue, 

Not  his  to  hear  his  lavish  praises  sung, 
Not  his  to  catch  a  whispered  "  Sir,  we  've  met  in  you 
^  The  leader  sought — ambitious,  brave  and  young." 
For  him  no  hall  where  gather,  simple  wilted, 

The  slaves  whose  fierce  devotion  naught  can  quench  : 
Such  tilings  he  never  knew  who  late  has  quitted 

The  utmost  private  bench. 

And  mum  in  hall,  no  man  than  he  was  mummer 

When  duty  bade  him  haunt  the  House  he  hated ; 
The  Lobby,  too,  he  dodged.     Of  no  new-comer 

Is  knowledge  less,  are  fewer  yarns  related. 
Yet  they  who  know  their  REDMONDS  (JoHN  and  WILLIE  R.) 

Their  BALFOUJI,  GEORGE,  and  GIIEY,  their  incm'rios  hunt, 
Wondering  why  h Is  face  tools  not  familiar 

Whose  place  is  now  in  front. 

They  whisper  queries;  watch  the  abject  terror 

With  which  his  earliest  question  he  surveys  ; 
They  see  him  rise,  and  note  the  childish  error 

Which  marks  how  small  his  lore  of  City  ways  .... 
Then  one  explains  :  "  He  can't  keep  hearers  captive, 

Nor  keep  accounts,  and  yet,  the,  truth  to  break, 
There  'a  none  to  present  needs  who  'a  more  adaptive, 

For  he  can  keep  awake.'' 


"  Here  ;i  splendid  dinner  was  in  waiting,  and  ceremony  lx>iiij» 
n-idi>,  evrry.uie  soon  put  hunger  into  the  arena  of  fiirRi-tful 
BMt/mtna  Observe:: 

Oilier  things  were  put  into  the  arena  too,  no  doubt. 


THE    GILDED    INVASION. 

We  hear  that  Mr.  Volney  Sprague,  who  recently  crossed  the 
Atlantic  with  a  number  of  other  prominent  New  Yorkers,  has 
converted  Wharfedale,  where  he  rents  the  largest  grouse  moors 
in  Yorkshire,  into  a  perfect  paradise.  The  once  unsightly 
ruin  of  Boltoii  Abbey  has  been  transformed  into  a  magnificent, 
mansion  of  sixty  storeys  high,  the  top  ten  storeys  bring 
apportioned  to  the  army  of  .r)(X)  beaters  who  accompany  Mr. 
Sprague  on  the  moors.  Mr.  HARRY  PAYNE  WHITNEY,  it  will  Ix; 
remembered, employs  only  100  men  in  this  capacity,  and  they 
are  obliged  to  find  their  own  lodging.  Mr.  Sprague's  beaters, 
on  the  other  hand,  have  permanent  quarters  in  the  sky- 
scraping  chateau  of  their  munificent  employer.  Their  wives 
are  each  presented  weekly  with  a  new  pearl  necklace  and  a 
Gainsborough  hat,  and  their  children  are  educated  free  at 
Eton  and  Rocdeau. 

At  the  unanimous  request  of  all  the  inhabitants  this 
beautiful  tract  of  country  lias  now  been  renamed  New 
Yorkshire,  and  (if  the  consent  of  a  famous  Soap  king  can  be 
obtained)  the  Wliarfe  will  be  rechristened  the  New  Hudson. 

Mr.  Volney  Sprague,  whose  wife  is  a  daughter  of  the  Egg 
king,  Mr.  Columbus  Harridan,  travelled  from  London  to  Leeds 
yesterday  in  a  special  bomb-proof,  fluorescent,  platinoid  Pull- 
man car.  During  the  journey  Mrs.  Sprague  wore  in  rapid 
succession  the  tiaras  of  SEUIRAMI*,  CLEOPATRA,  MESSALINA 
and  Queen  ELIZABETH,  which  form  an  insignificant  portion 
of  her  personal  jewellery,  and  her  guests  were  regaled  with 
choice  chansons  by  Madame  MKLBA  and  Signer  CARCSO, 
accompanied  by  M,  PAMEREW.-KI.  The  cost  of  this  railway 
concert  alone  is  estimated  at  £100,000.  The  company 
also  included  Mr.  Larry  Pottinger,  the  Lard  emperor; 
Mr.  Ira  D.  Joram,  the  Tripe  Tsar,  and  Mrs.  Stanleyette 
Bangs,  only  daughter  of  Mr.  Agrippa  Bangs,  the  Onion 
uvliiliike. 
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Officer  of  the  Day.  "ANY  COMPLAINTS?" 

Corporal.  "YES,  SIB.    PLEASE,  SIB,  TIIEIIK  's  TWO  TEETOTALERS  is  THIS  TENT,  AJ>'  AS  .THERE'S  NOTHING  TO  WIINK  BUT  DEER,  THEY'VE 

HAD  TO   BREAK  !  " 


RUTHLESS    RHYMES    Foil 
HEARTLESS  HOMKS. 

.     THE  ENGLISHMAN. 

I  WAS  playing  golf  the  day 
That  the  (.ioniums  landed. 

All  eur  troops  had  run  away  ; 
All  our  ships  were  stranded  ; 

And  the  thought  of  England's  sliamo 

Altogether  spoilt  my  game. 

AUNT. 

Aunt,  a  most  delightful  soul, 
But  with  little  self-control, 
Grew  unconscionably  waxy 
When  run  over  by  a  taxi. 
She  could  not  have  made  more  fuss 
Had  it  been  a  motor-bus. 

FATIIM!. 

During  dinner  at  tin-  liil/ 
1'ather  kopt  on  having  lit.-.. 
And,  which  made  my  sorrow  greater, 
/  was  left  to  tip  the  waiter. 


LONG-SHORE  NOTES. 

IN  an  article  on  "  Little  Creatures  of 
the  Seashore"  in  The  Daily  Mail  of 
August  19,  Mr.  W.  BEACH  THOMAS  states 
that  "  the  whelk  is  an  easy  and  most 
amusing  animal  to  observe."  Personally, 
we  have  never  had  the  good '  fortune  to 
catch  this  British  univalve  in  one  of  his 
lighter  and  more  frivolous  moods,  having 
generally  seen  him  and  his  brother  Gas- 
teropod,  the  periwinkle  or  wilk, depressed 
by  their  humiliating  situation  on  a 
barrow,  and  awaiting  pin-pricks  tip  a 
side-street.  We  therefore  refrained  from 
pursuing  his  acquaintance.  But  with 
a  title  like  Jiucclnum  undatum,  fami- 
liarised in  North  Britain  by  the  pet 
name  of  "  Buckle,"  no  doubt  lie  lias  his 
humorous  points,  not  the  least  being  a 
pioboscis  capable  of  boring  through 
other  molluscs'  shells  and  devouring  the 
astonished  inmates. 

Among  the  other  entertainers  who  are 
enjoying  a  successful  season  this  year 
around  our  coasts,  we  may  mention  the 
large  influx  of  sharks,  reported  by  the 


local  papers  as  having  quite  a  vogue. 
While  absolutely  innocent  of  man-slay- 
ing intent,  they  are  responsible  for  de- 
lightful little  interludes  of  sai4ve-gui- 
peiit  in  mixed  bathing  circles. 

The  jelly-fish  also  are  on  their  mettle, 
especially  in  the  Solent  and  along  the 
Yorkshire  littoral,  doubtless  in  the  latter 
case  with  the  idea  of  titillating  an 
aquatic  Cabinet  Minister  like  Mr.  SAMUEL. 

The  blennies  and  gobies  are  appeal- 
ing this  summer,  as  usual,  to  a  more 
juvenile  clientele,  and  rely  chiefly  on 
their  absurd  appellations  for  their  draw- 
ing power. 

Among  the  more  recent  fauna  of  the 
sea-shore  we  cannot  refrain  from  noticing 
the  remarkable  outbreak  of  "Gems," 
"  ( 'adets,"  and  other  sea-pierrots.  They 
aiv  to  bo  found  on  the  front  at  all  states 
of  the  tide,  and  occasionally  their  wheezes 
and  antics  will  beguile  the  wandering 
naturalist  into  a  laugh.  Children  and 
unsophisticated  observers  are,  at  any 
rate,  delighted  with  stich  finds,  which, 
on  the  whole,  quite  deserve  to  rank  with 
whelks  as  fun-makers  of  the  sea-side. 
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r).  "THE  HEADMASTER  AWARDS  YOU  THIS  PRIZE,  MY  BOY,  Fol:    EXEMPLARY 


Mr. 

CONDUCT " 

MASTER' REDMOND,  "YES!    I  KNEW  HE'D  HAVE  TO  GIVE  IT  ME." 
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ESSENCE     OF     PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED  FBOM  THE  DlAKY  Of  TOBT,  M.P. 


LEGISLATION    BY    1'YJAMA. 

THERE  ABE  OTHERS  BESIDES  THE  LANDOWNERS  OK  THE  COUNTRY  WHO  ARE  ^ADE  TO  "  SIT  OP  "  BT  THE  BUDCIET. 
(Mr.  Winston  Churchill  was  supposed  to  have  beeu  discovered  on  the  Treasury  Bench  in  pink  pyjamnn.) 


House  of  Commons,  Monday,  August  1C. 
— At  three  o'clock  this  afternoon  wild 
hope  for  a  moment  Hushed  I  he  \\etry 
breasts  of  Members.  As  usual,  SPEAKER 
took  Chair  ;it  ;v  quarter  to  three.  Five 
minutes  sufliced  for  devotions ;  then  came 
Questions.  Only  twenty  on  paper.  Sure 
sign  of  failing  energy.  Of  the  score, 
only  half-a-dozen  put  anil  answered. 
Then  fell  awesome  pause.  SPEAKER  sat 
motionless  in  cam ipied  Chair.  The  few 
Members  present  moved  restlessly,  here 
and  there  exchanging  whispered  ul>- T 
vat  ions. 

What  had  happened'!1  What  was 
wining  to  pass?  Was  it  possible  that 
end  of  tether  had  been  reached,  limit  of 
endurance  overpast?  Was  the.  Se--ion 
crumbling  to  pieces  ?  Would  it  bo  all  over 
before  one  of  the  PREMIER'S  colleagues 
in  the  Cabinet  could  say,  "  'EsiERY 

Asi.H    Illl?" 

Keen  eyes  noted  a  matter,  small  in 
its,  If,  but  fruitful  of  suggestion.  The 
SnOEAXn  .\r  AK-MS  \\;is  \\,-aring  a  pair  of 


snow-white  kid  gloves — a  size  too  large, 
for  convenience  in  heated  weather.  In 
criminal  courts,  when  no  cases  are  set 
down  for  trial,  Judge  is  presented  with 
white  kid  gloves.  Was  there  point  of 
analogy?  Did  the  SER<;KA\T-AT-ABMS'S 
unusual  garniture  import  absence  nf 
material  for  \vork  and  therefore  prompt 
dispersal  ? 

As  these  matters  were  pondered,  mes- 
senger hurriedly  approached  SERHKANT- 
Ai-.\K\is  and  whispered  in  his  ear. 
The  gallant  ex-Guardsman,  of  whom 
few  to-day  think  as  having  served  with 
his  Colours  in  the  Crimea,  lightly 
loosening  sword  in  scabbard,  ro.se, 
marched  to  door  opening  on  lobby,  and 
stood  on  guard.  Afar  off  sounded  the 
i;li.>si]y  cry,  "BLACK  ROD!"  SER«;I-:\M- 
u  AKMS  closed  and  barr.  d  oaken  door. 

Straightway  was  mystery  fathomed. 
BUCK  ROD  was  coming  with  message 
bidding  the  Commons  attend  in  other 
House  to  hear  Royal  Assent  given  hv 
Commission  to  certain  Bills.  \Ve  were 


simply  waiting  for  the  messenger.  That 
was  all.  As  the  SIT\M:U  p.i-^sed  out  in 
obedience  to  the  summons,  blank  di— 
appointment  reigned  in  bosoms  of  late 
lighted  by  flash  of  hope. 

Business  done.  —  SKEI.Y  moved  second 
reading  of  South  Africa  Tnion  Bill  in 
speech  that  distinctly  raises  growing 
reputation.  Some  show  of  opposition. 
l.i  ri"\  loves  not  the  Bill,  nor  Bvi 
Bradford  either.  They  do  not,  however. 
challenge  division.  Read  a  second  time 
nemlne  OMitradioMta 

House  of  Lords. — Here  is  play. ••!  i 
comedy  almost  divine  in  the  gii]>erbii. -s 
of  its  anachronism.  The  few  privilege! 
to  look  on  see  a  brilliant  patch  of  I'lan- 
tagenet  times  pinned  on  to  plain  grey 
skirt  of  Twentieth  century. 

BI.VK  ROD  has  achieved  his  , -rr.i'id  : 
has  escorted  SPEAKER  and  half-a-dozen 
Members  representing  the  Commons  to 
Bar  of  Lords.  The  SPEAKER  im-renr  !••— 
humbly  stands  then-  ;  Si .I:.:K \\r-AT-ARM-* 
on  his  left,  BI-ACK  Ron  on  his  right, 
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behind  the  Chaplain,  distinguished  amid 

a  scanty  group  of  Members.  On  the 
Woolsack,  robed  in  scarlet  gowns  slashed 
with  ermine,  crowned  with  bl:\ck  cocked 
hats,  are  seated  three  figures  which  at 
first  sight  look  like  relics  of  Mrs. 
Jarlci/'f!  famed  waxworks.  They  are  in 
truth  the  Lords  Commissioners  appointed 
to  give  royal  assent  to  long  catalogue  of 
Bilk 

The  wigged  -  and  -  gowned  Reading 
Clerk  presently  standing  halfway  down 
the  Table  proclaims  their  individuality. 

"  Our  most  dear  cousin  and  councillor, 
ItocKiiT  TMHESHIE,  Lord  LOREBURV,"  he 
recites,  bending  low  till  almost  liis 
abashed  forehead  touches  the  unsympa- 
thetic floor. 

The  cloaked  figure  in  the  centre,  rais- 
ing three-cornered  hat,  reveals  plump 
pleased  countenance  of  Loiin  CllANOELUQB. 

"  Our  most  dear  cousin  and  councillor, 
Jxird  ALTiioitr,"  continues  the  Heading 
Clerk,  with  another  convulsive  movement 
threatening  to  dislocate  his  spine. 

Figure  to  left  uplifting  three-cornered 
hut,  we  look  upon  the  fair  young  counte- 
nance of  "  BOIIBY  "  SPENCER,  whose 
memory  is  kept  green  in  the  House  of 
Commons  lie  long  adorned. 

"  Our  most  dear  cousin  and  councillor 
Lord  DEN  11  AX." 

Another  creak  in  back  of  tall  gowned 
Clerk  :  a  hat  is  lifted  by  another  of  the 
trio  on  the  Woolsack,  and  behold !  the 
martial  visage  of  the  Captain  of  the 
Honourable  Corps  of  Gentlemen  -  at  - 
Arms. 

Not  a  single  Peer  grac.s  with  his 
presence  the  waste  of  Opposition  benches. 
On  Ministerial  Front  Bern-h,  all  alone, 
picture  of  heavenly  resignation,  sits 
Viscount  WoLVEifiiAMPTON,  Lord  Presi- 
dent of  the  Council.  By  his  devotional 
figure  rests  on  the  bench  an  ordinary 
modern  top  hat  which,  designedly  or  by 
accident,  lends  sardonic  touch  of  realism 
to  picturesque  scene.  From  bench  be- 
hind, otherwise  sole  representative  of 
our  old  nobility,  Lord  BLYTHE  looks  on. 
One  thinks  regretfully  of  how  JOHN 
MANNERS  would  have  framed  his  immor- 
tal verse  had  he  been  inspired  to  write 
it  on  this  fateful  occasion  : — 

Let  Laws  and  Learning  front  tin-  keen-edged 

scythe ; 
But  spare,  0  spare,  our  James,   first  Baron 

lilythe. 

Coimnissrjn  duly  proclaimed,  Head- 
ing Clerk  safely  assumes  perpendicular. 
Chief  Clerk  leaves  his  chair  and  stands 
midway  at  Table  in  line  with  colleague 
on  t'other  side.  The  MEMBER.  FOR  SAIIK 
is  inclined  to  delight  the  more  in  this 
gentleman's  part  of  the  performance.  It 
was  brief,  and  to  certain  extent  mono- 
tonous. But  you  should  have  seen  and 
heard  ! 

He  got  his  cue  when  Reading  Clerk- 
recited  titles  of  P>i!ls  for  which  roval 


"  The  gallant  ex-Guardsman  marched  to  tlic 
door  and  stood  on  guard." 

(The  Sergeant-at-Arms,  H.  D.  Erskine,  Esq., 
C.V.O.) 

assent  was  sought.  The  list  was  read 
with  Clerks  facing  Woolsack,  view  of 
their  backs  icily  bestowed  on  SPEAKER 
at  the  Bar.  As  each  Bill  was  named 
the  Chief  Clerk,  turning  halfway  to- 


'  Couldn't  sec  Fit/.alan  signalling  on  his  Irft.' 
(Mr.  J.  Kitzalan  lIopiO 


wards  the  Bar,  threw  over  his  right 
shoulder  the  humbly  desired  IM  on. 

"Le  roij  If  vctdt,"  lie  said,  preserving 
the  Norman  French  in  which  Plantaga- 
net  kings  flung  surly  assent  to  pre- 
sumptuous Commons. 

Where  the  line  delicacy  of  the  little 
part  shone  was  in  the  sharpening  of 
tone,  the  clipping  of  syllables,  the  le-.s 
enerous  turn  of  head  over  shoulder, 
as  assent  was  reiterated.  Per  contra, 
there  was  throughout  no  scamping  of 
the  reverential  bow  towards  the  Wool- 
sack prefacing  every  citation  of  name 
of  a  Bid. 

End  of  long  catalogue  reached,  SPEAKER 
and  Commons,  making  reverence  to  the 
Woolsack,  -withdrew  into  outer  world, 
where  were  elec-trie  trams,  taxi-cabs,  a 
network  of  telegraph  wires,  and  use  of 
the  telephone. 

Jhiahioss  done.  —  Lords,  exhausted 
with  their  labours,  adjourn  till  150th  inst. 

House  of  Commons,  Thursday  8 Al.  A.M. 
—.lust  up  after  another  all-night  sitting 
with  Budget  Bill.  Mr.  CAUWELL,  heed- 
less of  Bon  CECIL,  in  great  form.  Knocked 
over  groups  of  amendments  like  nine- 
pins. Once,  on  the  question  being  put 
that  certain  words  be  inserted,  FITZAI  AN, 
HoPE-ing  he  didn't  intrude,  rose  to  point 
of  Order.  DEPOTY-CHA1K1JAH,  adapting  to 
Parliamentary  exigencies  historic  trick 
of  NELSON'S,  put  his  telescope  to  his  blind 
eye.  Couldn't  see  FITZALAN  HOPE  signal- 
ling on  his  left. 

"The  question  is,"  he  breathlessly 
said,  "that  these  words  be  here  added. 
Those  of  that  opinion  say  '  Aye,'  the 
contrary  '  No.'  The  '  Ayes  '  have  it." 

So  motion  was  carried.  No  use  saying 
anything  more  about  it. 

FADER  illumined  debate  with  one  of 
those  phrases  the  world  would  not 
willingly  let  die.  On  report  of  Resolu- 
tion providing  for  expenses  of  Valuation, 
he  remarked  that  once  the  principle  and 
machinery  were  established,  all  required 
was  a  turn  of  the  screw.  Ironical  cheer 
from  Ministerial  benches.  Quick  as 
lightning,  FABEII  turned  on  interrupters. 

"All.!  "  said  lie,  "those  cheers  let  the 
cat  out  of  the  bag." 

Which  was  very  careless  of  them. 

Business  done.  —  Sitting  eighteen 
hours.  Committee  nearly  finished  Parti, 
of  Budget  Bill  dealing  with  Taxation  of 
Land.  

"According to  (he  'World's'  informant, whose 

name  has  not  lieen  divulged,  no  foundation 
exists  for  the  report  that  King  Edward  will 
intercede  on  liehalf  of  Miss  Elkins.  It  is  re- 
presented that  lie  has  shown  such  hostility  to 
the  match  that  Mrs.  Elkins,  who  is  now  travel- 
ling in  Europe  with  her  daughter,  has  omitted 
from  her  itinerary  all  place*  which  the  liritish 
monarch  might  visit  during  their  trip  abroad." 
Neic  York  Herald. 

Even  Royalty  has  its  special  trials  and 

troubles. 
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GUTTING    IN    TIIK    riltST    Wt>|;|>. 

I  KM:\V  it   would    happen.      \Vlicn    I 
sec  a   111:111    riding  on  a  bicycle    with  a 
kit,'  nl   golf  clubs  on  Ills   back,  I   always 
expect    tin'  worst.      When    that    man    i.- 
mysell',  I  am  sure  of  it,  anil  ride  accord- 
ing!).     Indeed,  the  worst  had  happi  ne'l 
tu  me  several   times  I  hat  day.  lint    I    was 
riding  so  slowly  at  the  time  tliat  nothing 
resulted  save  a  ripple  of  laughter  among 
the  rustic  population. 

Hut  with  <  ieorge  it  was  different.  His 
bag  was  large,  his  brake  broken  and  his 
speed  terrific.  So  I  picked  him  out  of 
the  ditch  at  the  bottom  of  the  hill,  bent 
the  bicycle  as  straight  as  it  would  go, 
and  explained  to  him  how  well  I  know 
it,  would  happen.  He  thanked  me  for 
the  information  and  demanded  a  rough 
estimate  of  the  damage. 

"The  bruise  over  the  loft  eyebrow,"  I 
answered,  "  I  assess  at  one-aiid-sixpence, 
but  against  that  we  must  set  the  im- 
proved appearance  of  the  nose.  Internal 
examination  may  reveal  that  the  appen- 
dix .  .  ." 

"  I  mean  the  damage  to  the  bicycle," 
he  said  shortly. 

"I  think  you  are  well  rid  of  that,"  I 
advised.  "You  will  forgive  me  for 
saying  this,  but  I,  who  have  observed 
your  conduct  at  the  tiller,  think  that, 
excellent  though  you  are  in  other  re- 
spects, you  are  not  a  fit  and  proper 
person  to  be  a  bicycle  owner." 

"No?"  he  said  reflectively.  "Per- 
Itaps  I  am  not.  That  is  probably  the 
reason  why  I  do  not  own  a  bicycle." 

"  Come !  "  I  said.  "  It  is  not  as  bad 
as  all  that.  Though  we  cannot  point  to 
any  definite  part  and  say,  '  Here  is  a 
back,  there  a  front  wheel ;  here  is  a 
handle-bar,  there  a  saddle,'  what  remains 
is  still  a  bicycle." 

"  Maybe,"  said  George  ;  "  but  not 
my  bicycle.  Perhaps  yon  would  not 
mind  taking  the  raw  material  home  and 
explaining yo'.ir  theory  to. lames.  When 
he  learns  what  it  is,  he  will  probably  be 
interested." 

"  So,"  I  said,  "  it  is  James's  bicycle,  is 
it  ?  The  James  whom  I  know  is  a  hot- 
headed man,  prone  to  complain.  Come, 
George,  we  must  go  straight  home,  rout 
out  this  James  person,  and  start  the 
abuse.  ...  It  is  very  kind  of  you,  but 
I  think  I  can  manage  my  own  bicycle 
best,  and  it  is  no  trouble.  Perhaps  \  on 
would  not  mind  carrying  my  clubs?" 
*  »  *  *  * 

II  was  a  tense   moment    when    \\e   met 
James.     For  ourselves,  we  should   have 
been    ^lad    to    say    nothing,    but    we    felt 
that  we  must  nrmopolise  the  conversa- 
tion.    James,   on   the   other   hand,   was 
Obviously    bubbling    over   with    remarks 
which    he  must  not  IK-  allowed  to  make. 
So,   ".lames,"   said    George  sorrowfully, 
"  I  am  ashamed  of  von." 


CUMTACKEM  m 


Hotel  Tidi/o.-.    "AUK   THERE   LVEB  ANY   UEEIl   ABOUT   HEBE?" 

Gillie.  "WELL,  THERE  WAS  YIN,  BUT  THE  GENTI.RHES  WKBE  AM.  MI. .HUN'  AMI  MH«TIN'  AT  IT, 
\M>  I'M  TIIINKIN'  IT  LEFT  THE  UEESTRICT." 


"  What,"  cried  James,  turning  to  me, 
-"  what  does  he  mean  ?    I  ..." 
"  George  is  annoyed  with  you,"  I  said, 
"  and  I  must  admit  that  he  has  a  right  to 
be  very  annoyed.    I  like  you  very  much, 
James,  but  was  it  not  a  little  mean  ?  " 
"  Look  here  .  .  ."  James  shrieked. 
"  It  isn't  right,"  said  George,  with  an 
unflinching  eye  fixed  upon  James.  "  You 
know  it  i-t  not  right,  and  no  amount  of 
blustering  on  your  part  will  carry  it  off. 
To  leave  a   bicycle  about  in  that  dan- 
gerous   condition   was   little  less  than 
criminal.     As  it  happens,  nothing  worse 
has  resulted  from  your  carelessness  than 
a  broken  golf-club  or  two  (which  I  will 
allow  you  to  replace  at  no  great  expense 
to  yourself),  a  severe  shock  to  my  nerves 
(which    I    overlook),    and     irreparable 
damage    to    my    face    (which    Thomas 
M-S  at  fifty  shillings).     But  suppose 
something  scrims  had  happened  to  me, 
suppose  .  .  .  ah,  no !  it  is  too  horrible 
to  think   of  ...  could    you   ever   have 
I'nrgiveii  yourself?  " 

Again  Jaine<  started  to  speak,  but   In- 
got   no    !::rther    than     the    prelimiuary 


oath.  "  Surely  you  are  not  going  to 
argue  about  it?"  said  George,  with 
astonishment.  "It  is  bad  enough  to 
possess  such  a  bicycle,  for  that  is  almost 
suicide.  Hut  to  leave  it  aliout  in  a 
prominent  position,  practically  to  invile 
me,  who  never  did  you  an  injury,  to  risk 
my  neck  upon  it  in  happy  ignorance  .  .  . 
.lames,  aren't  you  a  little  ashamed  ? 

'•  What  do  you  mean,"  got  in  James 
at  last,  "  by  smashing  my  bicycle?  " 

"  -lames,"  I  said,  "  that  .-otmds  to  me 
a  little  weak." 

"Jame-,"    s;iid   George,   "I   did    imt 
expect  you  to  apologise,  but  I  did  i  > 
you  to  show  a  little  decent  feeling.     <  m, 
.lames!  " 

.lames  appearing  likely  to  get  out  of 
hand,  George  took  my  arm  and  turned 
1  from  him.  "Let  us  leive  him,"  said  he, 
placing  his  other  hand  in  front  of  his 
eyes.  "  I  cannot  bear  to  think  that  this 
is  my  real  brother  James."  And  to 
James  as  we  moved  off  "  You  will  find 
me  in  the  billiard-room  when  you  want 
to  ask  my  forgiveness.  I  am  not  angry 
with  yon,  .lain. -s,  only  a  little  pained." 
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NATIONAL  DEFENCE   IN  A 
NUT-SHELL 

A  LUMINOUS  and  epoch-making  paper 
was  read  last  night  at  the  Chandos 
Sinvt  Banqueting  Hall  to  the  S.  N.  P. 
(Society  of  Nucivorous  Patriots)  by  Mr. 
EUSTACE  MILE-!,  P.S.N.P.  The  dangers 
that  confronted  England  at  the  moment, 
he  maintained,  were  the  possibility  of 
foreign  invasion  and  the  insufficiency  of 
her  Eonae-growD  corn  supply.  In  the 
face  of  these  awful  crises  lie  proposed  to 
outline  a  scheme  which  would  render 
the  country  immune  from  external  dan- 
ger, and  crack  (as  it  were)  the  Gordian 
nut  at  a  single  blow. 

His  suggestions  were  : — 

1.  The  re-affores- 
tation  of    England 
with  nut-groves. 

2.  The   substitu- 
tion of  nut-meal  for 
cereal  foods    as    a 
staple    of    national 
diet. 

Nut  only,  he  ar- 
gued, was  the  nut 
the  most  sustaining, 
body-building,  and 
(if  he  might  be  al- 
lowed to  say  it) 
nutritious  of  all 
known  comestibles, 
but  the  value  of 
belts  of  hazel-trees, 
chestnuts,  and  the 
like  as  a  source  of 
national  wealth  and 
prosperity  was 
almost  unutterable. 
They  would  consti- 
tute firstly  a  forest 
of  refreshing,  shade 
for  tired  townsmen, 
and.  secondly,  a 
cover  from  which 
marksmen  could  fire  in  safety  at  the  ad- 
vancing foe.  It  was  while  England  was 
still  England  that  the  grand  old  ballad, 
Here  we  come  gathering  nuls  and  may, 
was  written,  and  one  of  the  wisest  and 
most  successful  of  British  kings  was 
named  CNUT.  To  members  of  what  he 
would  term  the  Dreadnut  School  he  could 
only  say,  "  Try  a  six  weeks'  course  of  my 
diet,  and  all  your  cares  and  worries  will 
cease  for  ever."  There  might  come  a 
day  when  the  safety  of  England  would 
be  said  to  lie,  not,  so  much  as  of  old,  in 
her  wooden  walls  but  in  her  wooden 
walnuts.  In  conclusion  he  advocated 
an  armed  nutrality  and  reminded  his 
hearers  of  the  glorious  motto  of  their 
association,  "  A\c  niliilo  fit  nihilum  " 
(Out  of  nutting  nothing  comes). 

The  meeting  was  followed  by  a  repast 
of  silkstone  nuts  washed  down  with  oil 
of  cocoa. 


CHARIVARIA. 

TIIR  new  Army  dirgible  balloon  is  to 
be  called  No.  2  A.  We  are  still  awaiting 

the  A  1.  #    * 

* 

One  result  of  the  Imperial  Defence 
Conference  is  that  the  words  of  com- 
mand in  our  over-seas  armies  are  to  be 
the  same  as  those  obtaining  here,  and 
Colonial  non-commissioned  officers  will 
shortly  receive  instructions  to  discard 
the  brief  "  Shoulder  Arms  !  "  in  favour 
of  "Shoulder  Harms!" 

V 

Reading  in  an  account  of  the  training 
camp  of  Lord  ROBEUTS'S  Boys  that  "  a 
good  tie  was  shot  off  between  the  Natal 
delegate  and  a  Swan  Street  lad,"  a  dear 


Yes,  but  do  the  Eton  masters  understand 
it  as  Mr.  REDFOKD  undcrs'ands  it? 

V 

It  is  reported  that  when  a  lady  asked 
Sir  HKHBEIST  TKKE  the  other  day  whether 
he  was  for  or  against  the  Censor,  the 
distinguished  actor  replied  that  he  had 
been  reading  a  report  of  his  evidence 
before  the  Committee  and  he  really  could 
not  quite  make  out. 

*  * 

* 

The  Willesden  police  have  issued  a 
warning  against  counterfeit  half-crowns 
and  florins  which 'are  being  largely  cir- 
culated in  the  district.  -  The  spurious 
coins,  it  is  said,  are  excellent  imitations 
of  the  genuine  ones.  In  our  opinion  this 

makes  the  crime  far  more  reprehensible. 

*  * 

At  a  recent  athle- 
tic meeting  in 
America  (The  K,t- 
press  tells  us)  the 
p.rogramme  in- 
cluded a  "  Salome 
race,"  which  is  thus 
described  : — "After 
twenty  -  five  yards, 
coa.ts  go;  after 
twenty  yards  more, 
shorts  are  aban- 
doned ;  and  after 
another  twenty-live 
yards  all  but  the 
tights."  We  dread 
to  think  of  the  in- 
evitable further 
development  of  this 
idea  in  less  purit-m- 
ical  count  lies. 


The  Visitor.  "You  DIDN'T  'ARF  FALL  OHKAI!D,  JIM.    THE  CHAPS  UP  AT  THE  YARD  AIN'T  DONE 
CIIUCKLIN'  ABOUT  IT  YF.T." 


old  lady  has  expressed  the  wish  to  re- 
place it,  and  thinks  it  marvellous  that 

no  one  was  hurt.    *  + 
* 

Sir  JOHN  FORREST,  in  his  Budget 
speech,  mentioned  that  the  human  popu- 
lation of  Australia  now  numbers  nearly 
four  and  a  half  millions.  He  also  stated 
that  the  Commonwealth  has  ninety  mil- 
lion sheep.  How  many  of  these  are 
black  is  not  stated  ;  but  anyhow  we  can- 
not help  thinking  that  it  is  foolish  to 
publish  such  figures.  When  the  sheep 
realise  their  enormous  numerical  superi- 
ority the  temptation  to  start  a  revolution 

will  be  almost  irresistible. 

*  * 

Mr.  ROBERT  HABOODBT,  in  the  course  of 
the  proceedings  before  the  Censorship 
Committee,  pointed  out  that  (Edlpus  Rex, 
which  was  prohibited  by  Mr.  REWORD, 
was  the  subject  of  instruction  at  Eton. 


Some  idea  of  the 
severity  of  the  re- 
cent heat  wave  may 
be  gathered  from 
the  fact  that  dur- 
ing its  course  the 

Parliament    have 


Liberal   Members  of 

been  working  "in  shifts." 
*  * 

The  danger  of  allowing  children  to 
read  the  newspapers  received  startling 
proof  the  other  day  when  a  small  child 
who  had  been  perusing  an  article  on 
Celestial  Pork  took  a  china  pig  from  the 
mantelpiece  and  consumed  ludf  of  it 
before  being  arrested  in  his  perilous 
course.  *  ^ 

Mr.  Di:  MORGAN'S  new  book  is  to  con- 
tain .')20,<XK)  words,  but  each  volume 
will  bear  on  the  back  the  guarantee,  "It 

Never  Can  Happen  Again." 
*  * 

"  A  very  good  test  of  soap,"  says  The 
Nursing  Times,  "is  its  taste.  No  good 
soap  tastes  nasty."  This  sampling  of 
soaps  must  be  one  of  the  most  trying 
duties  of  conscientious  housewives. 
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I  IL',n,  7  |ier-f  inj;  cud  rid  tin-  /<>  llo 
( iardens  from  January    I    ii|>    to   the  end 
of  .Inly,  anil    it    speaks  well    for    the    e\ 

crlli  ni  behaviour  of  the  animals  that  no 

fewer  than   I  1^,077    persons  also  left  the 
(iarilens  during  tlio  same  period. 

*  * 

A  lady',-  hat  caught  lire  in  Fieri  Si  reel 
one  (lav  last  week  owing  t/>  a  lighted 
inateh  having  been  thr.i\vn  from  the 
lop  of  an  omnibus.  Fortunately  a 
passer-by  <lre\v  the  owner's  attention  to 
i  In  fact  that  a  conflagration  was  pro- 
ceeding in  a  far-away  eorner  of  her  head- 
gear in  lime  to  prevent  the  entire 
ediliee  belli";  destroyed. 

*  * 
* 

The  ereeiinn  of  the  air-ship  garage  on 
WPI-III\\-<XH|  Scrubs  is,  \ve  hear,  causing 
considerable  excitement  among  the  in- 
mates of  the  neighbouring  prison,  all  of 
whom  take  a  more  than  ordinary  interest 
in  the  problem  of  flight. 

V 

The  East  Preston  guardians  have 
sanctioned  arrangements  to  enable  the 
inmates  of  the  workhouse  to  play  golf 
in  the  grounds.  It  is  rumoured  that 
this  step  was  token  at  the  instance  of 
Mr.  Li.oYD-GirOKGE  with  a  view  to  recon- 
ciling the  Dukes  to  the  idea  of  their 
future  homes. 


THOUGHTS  ON  HEARING  A  BAND. 

Siv;,  Muse,  if  so  conventional  a  theme 
May    serve    to    rouse    yon    from    your 

summer's  dream, 
l?y  what  mysterious  influence  a  band 

The   most   unlikely  creatures  may  com- 
mand. 

Sing  not  of  nomad  Teutons  xvho  encamp 
Meneatli  the  rays  of  some  suburban  lamp. 
Whose  bra/.en  instruments  emit  a  sound 
As  cheerles*  as  the  post  they  circle 

round  : 

Such    is  not  music,  and  the  notes  t  hex- 
play 
Drive   not    men's   cares  but   men   thein- 

.-elx  68  a  wax . 

lint  rather,  Muse,  for  illustration  take 
A  regimental  band  of  British  make, 
And  then  behold  a  miracle  achieved. 
Which     must     be    seen     before     it     be 

believed  ! 
The    deafening    drum,    the    penetrating 

file. 

Awake  the  ollice  boy  to  signs  of  life  ; 
Observe   him,   as  the  distant   sound   lie 

hears, 

Lay  down  the  ruler  and  prick  up  his 
ears  ; 

He  .-cans  the  room  with,  comprehensive 

glance, 

And   in  a  moment,   quick    to  sei/.e   his 
chance, 

Slips  from  his  stool  and  hies  him  to  the 

street, 


Curate  (to  Mrs.  7}i«l;c,  icho  IM*  mlot  /,.»/  rroekerij  for  a  Iwd  t«i     "  1 

EVERYTIIINn    WAS    KCTUKSKI)    S.UKLY  ?  " 

-Vra.  Jjudijf.  "Pi'KFKeKi.v,  SHI,  KXEUMIIINK     nAKKixii  USE 


.  MH-.   1 
A-  i  i>m.  n.u  K  Mmiir." 


Propelled  for  once  by  not  unwilling  le<-t. 
There,   mingling    with    the   crowd,   he 

sweeps  along, 

A  joyous  item  in  a  joyous  throng  : 
No  thoughts  arise  in  his  ollicial  mind 
Of  duties  left  undone  and  left  behind  ; 
lie  inarches  on  with  spirits  soaring  high. 
He  cares  not  whither  and   he  knows  nut 

why. 

That  is  a  feat  by  marl  ial  music  wrought 
Which     bailies    reason    and    surpasses 

thought ; 
You,  Muse,  if  you  should  deem  it  worth 

your  while 

To  seek  so  crude  a  listener  to  beguile. 
However  ravishing  or  sweet  your  strain, 
Might  xxoi-k  on  such  material  in  vain. 
( Irphens  himself,  though  credited  with 

skill 

Sullieient  to  make  rivers  lloxv  up-hill, 
Whose  melodies,  a^  many  are  aware, 


Produced  the  earliest    type  »)f  dancing 

bear. 

lii  -pitc  of  all  the  art  lie  could  employ. 
\Va»  never  followed  by  an  office  Ixn  ! 


The  Absent  Treatment. 

r'rom  an  advert i-cnient  in  The  linlisli 
UY./.-ty:    - 

'     I "<•  .(llirkly  cure    hr.l.iuc-li' 

u:if  lull- »•>  iln  b  to  drop  oae  of  tln-iov 
a  -mall  i  up  »f  hot  tc.i     or  milk  or  water.     In 
(loin   t\vu  io    iixi-    luinutea    Uic    bv.ulurlio    will 
dieappev." 


•-  -\,- i.i.l. ix-    il  .  ^ii.ii^iinU   rf   ni<>n 

xvl.o.  :ulu|iiiiiK  an  \iiK-rirau  styli-.  ilisi-arded  tlu> 
sii|«'rlluous  ami  Milfm-atiiiK  waiscoats  and  wore 
bells  iiititouiL" — Daily  .lAii/. 

On  the  other  hand,  quite  a  lot  of   i 
wore  br.ices  in-: 
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OUR    BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By  Mr.  Punch's  Staff  of  Learned  Clerks.) 

IF  India  has  been  lucky  in  her  KEIU  HAUDIE,  so  has  Egypt 
in  her  HALL  CAINE.  With  the  unerring  instinct  of  the  casual 
tourist  that  gifted  author  has  detected  at  a  glance  the  mis- 
chief underlying  the  administration  of  such  mediocrities  as 
Lord  CUOMER.  In  The  While  Prophet  (published  by  HEINE- 
MANN  in  a  novel  and  delightful  form)  he  proves  by  the  simple 
method  of  repetition  that 

"  Though  East  be  East,  ami  \Ve*t  be  West, 

Yet  shortly  the  twain,  shall  meet," 
and  by  quotations  from  hymns  of  both  districts,  amplified  by 
socialistic  sermons  of  his  own,  he  dismisses  any  difficulties 
which  might  have  been  supposed  to  exist  in  the  matter  of 
religion.  He  has  conceived  the  ideal  Englishman  in  Charles 
Gordon  Lord,  an  officer  ready  to  argue  at  any  length  his 
superior's  orders,  and  to  obey  them  or  not  as  may  seem  good 
to  his  higher  morality.  This  splendid  fellow,  acting  as 
deputy  to  the  local  prophet,  and  associating  with  a  host  of 
good,  bad,  and  indifferent  characters, 
much  to  be  commended  for  the  scru- 
pulous consistency  of  their  goodness, 
badness,  and  indifference,  controls  fate 
and  the  Consul-General  with  the  few 
•well-chosen  words,  "It  cannot,  must 
not,  shall  not  be."  Thus,  while  soli- 
tary but  corpulent  tears  roll  clown  cast- 
iron  cheeks,  and  "  sainted "  mothers 
languish  by  easy  stages,  he  brings 
himself,  his  love,  Egypt  and  the  world 
to  a  prosperous  convalescence.  If  Mr. 
CAINE  cannot  claim  to  be  inspired,  he 
has  certainly  spared  himself  no  pains. 
The  complications  of  his  plot  are  in- 
finite, and  his  reproduction  of  the 
Oriental  atmosphere  lacks  none  of  the 
detail  and  subtle  suggestion  of  the  Con- 
tinental Bradshaw.  Lastly,  his  illus- 
trator has  managed  to  impart  to  at 
least  one  page  of  this  wonderful  book 
quite  a  tolerable  resemblance  to  real  life. 

Admiral  MORESBY'S  Tico  Admirals  (MURRAY),  "  a  record  of 
life  and  service  in  the  British  Navy  for  a  hundred  years,"  is 
a  work  of  exceptional  interest.  The  two  admirals  of  the  title 
are  Admiral  of  the  Fleet  Sir  FAIRFAX  MORESBY,  and  his 
son,  the  author,  and  between  them  they  touch  all  the  years 
of  the  period  which  is  bounded  by  the  Victory  and  the 
Dreadnought.  Thus  there  are  pages  which  make  one  long 
to  read  MARRYAT  all  over  again  for  the  sake  of  being  able  to 
believe  every  word.  There  are  yarns  of  the  convoy  of  gold 
from  Mexico,  with  officials  all  feathering  their  own  nests,  and 
even  British  captains  on  the  make  ;  yarns  of  Chinese  pirates 
and  of  Celestial  cunning ;  of  Japan  in  the  days  of  the  feudal 
Daimios,  with  warriors  still  clad  in  black  burnished  chain 
armour ;  of  the  first  British  ironclad  ;  of  wrecks  and  wreck- 
age-looters on  the  coast  of  Ireland ;  of  many  more  things, 
indeed,  than  I  can  mention.  Admiral  MORESBY,  it  will  be 
remembered,  has  already  published  a  book  on  his  discoveries 
in  New  Guinea,  and  some  considerable  amount  of  space  in 
the  present  volume  is  given  to  an  account  of  his  explorations 
in  the  then  unsurveyed  waters  of  that  part  of  the  world.  His 
achievements  included  the  addition  to  the  chart  of  many 
first-class  harbours  and  navigable  rivers,  and  upwards  of  a 
hundred  islands,  and  the  finding  of  a  shorter  route  between 
Australia  and  China.  All  this  is  good  reading,  but  it  is  not 
good  to  read  that  the  Admiralty  hydrogntpher,  when  be 
received  the  report,  remarked,  "Discoveries,  Captain  MORESBY! 


I  was  not  aware  that  you  had  made  any.  I  suppose  New 
Guium  was  discovered  before  you  went  there.  We  have 
work  like  yours  coming  in  every  day."  Nor  is  it  pleasant  to 
be  reminded,  as  the  author  very  rightly  does  remind  us,  that 
Germany  had  taken  advantage  of  the  labour  and  seized  the 
fairest  portion  of  New  Guinea  before  the  British  Government 
woke  lip  and  made  a  colony  of  what  was  left. 

"  Susannah  and  Several  Others  "  might  serve  as  a  generic- 
title  for  most  of  Madame  ALBANESI'S  books.  For  since 
Susannah's  time  Caroline  and  Mary  and  Louisa,  and  now 
The  Invincible  Amelia  (METiin;\)  have  all  figured  on  the 
bookstalls  in  the  sweet  simplicity  of  their  Christian  names. 
Amelia  is  as  fresh  and  piquant  as  the  rest  of  the  sisterhood, 
and  as  truly  feminine  as  the  style  of  punctuation  affected  by 
her  godmother.  Only  she  should  have  been  called  the 
Incredible  instead  of  the  Invincible.  I  don't  believe  a 
dashing  young  Dreadnought  cruiser  of  her  build  could  have 
sailed  in  such  shallow  waters  and  so  close  to  the  shore 
without  running  aground.  As  she  resolutely  declined  to  do 
any  honest  work,  and  as  she  had  nothing  a  year  but  her  wits 
to  live  on,  it  takes  all  her  own  and 
Madame  AI.P.ANKSI'S  ingenuity  to  supply 
her  with  enough  money-making  adven- 
tures to  keep  her  from  starving.  In 
fact,  they  would  ignominiously  fail  to 
support  her  if  it  were  not  for  occa- 
sional timely  cheques,  sent  by  her 
humdrum  but  useful  feminine  rela- 
tives whenever  her  fortunes  are  at 
their  lowest  ebb.  She  would  be  more 
possible  if  she  were  an  out-and-out 
adventuress.  As  it  is  she  is  too  good 
for  the  job,  and  is  like  a  poor  privateer 
that  is  continually  running  alongside 
rich  merchantmen  and  then  declining 
to  board  them.  So  she  passes  a  fairly 
exciting  but  distinctly  anxious  exist- 
ence, in  company  with  various  moneyed 
i  strangers  whom  she  meets  in  trains 
j  and  motor-cars  and  restaurants  and 
the  streets,  always  sailing  under  false 


THE  IMPRESSIONABLE   BILL-STICKER. 


colours,  when  all  the  while  there  is  a  certain  person  in 
the  Temple,  with  a  "strong,  nice  hand,"  who  is  only  too 
anxious  to  take  the  tiller  of  her  life  and  steer  her  into  the 
quiet  haven  of  matrimony.  But  that  Madame  ALBANESI  does 
not  allow  him  to  do  till  the  last  page  of  the  book. 


SIR  THEODORE    MARTIN. 

1816—1909. 

LET  the  theme  of  loyal  service  other  pens  engage ; 
Let  them  praise  the  friend  of  Riders,  counsellor  firm  and 

sage, 

Laud  the  art  wherewith  you  echoed  in  our  English  tongue 
Golden  voices  from  the  ages  when  the  world  was  young ; 
Be  it  ours  in  grateful  homage  to  recall  the  lays 
Chanted  by  the  good  BON  GAULTIER  in  his  salad  days. 

Sixty  years   have   passed  since    AYTOUN   joined   your   gay 

crusade — 

DICKY  DOYLE  and  LEECH  and  CHOWQU ILL  lending  you  their  aid — 
Sixty  years  have  passed  since  Fhairshon  swore  his  famous 

feud, 

Since  the  flight  of  Gomersalez  wondrously  pursued  ; 
Yet  although  our  lives  be  moulded  by  a  different  rule, 
Still  the  cap  you  deftly  fashioned  fits  the  modern  fool. 

Comrade  of  our  "roaring  forties,"  in  your  pages  still 
From  the  midmost  fount  of  laughter  may  we  drink  our  fill — 
Watch  you,  RABELAIS'  disciple,  sunshine  in  your  eyes, 
Shooting  with  an  aim  unerring  folly  as  it  flies. 
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A  MINI:  KKi;r  WANT. 

"I  AM   going  to  found  ;i  new  agency," 


at  Ili<'  Hardac-rc  wedding  this  morning? 
No?  By  the  way.  what  <!<>  you  think 
tin'  proper  age  for  a  girl  to  marry 


said  Ponker,  "that  will  supply  a  long-   at  V  ' 

felt  want,  and    tit   the   same   lime   offer        "  i'l-nlinand  (br'ujliteniny  perceptibly)  : 

gentlemanly  and   remunerative  emplov     'Hut   /N  there  a  proper  age  ?     Marriage 

inenl  to  out-of-work  dramatists,  novelists,  |  is  too  often  like  a  shop  egg.     Spooning 

barrister-    with    occasional    spare    time,   ends  as   soon  as  you  become  conscious 

and    other.--.     No    outlay    required,    and  of  the  yolk.' 

no  canvassing.  "Miranda    (tttrvriffd    at    Jilt    ready 

"  We  all  admire,"  lie  continued,  "the  wit):  'I  Lad  no  ideu  you  were  such  a 
versatility,  the  boundless  fecundity  of  cynic.  Really  I  am  half  afraid  of  you. 
Tin-  Daily  Mirror*  dinner-table  con- !  Let  us  talk  of  something  else.  Let  us 
versationalist.  P>nt,  in  the  hands  of  talk  about  the  drama.  Musical  comedy 
person-,  of  ordinary  mental 
ealihre,  might,  not  the  n  • 
even  of  his  generous  list  of 
topics  result  in  rather  pcdo-- 
trian  table-talk  ''. 

"  It  will  be  the  business  of 
the  young  men  employed  by 
my  syndicate  to  frame,  every 
morning,  epigrams,  verbal 
ripo-ies.  puns,  fragments  of 
light  banter,  to  he  used  in 
countering  The  Mirror  man's 
topical  remarks.  These  will 
be  supplied  to  the  dining 
public  at  ten  shillings  per 
hall'-do/.eu,  or  six  specials 
(exclusive)  for  one  guinea. 

"  Now  let  us  see  how  the 
thing  will  work. 

"  Ferdinand  is  going  out 
to  dinner,  and  expects  to 
meet  Miranda,  whom,  for 
reasons,  he  wishes  to  dazzle 
with  his  brilliancy.  Know- 
ing himself  to  be  really 
rather  a  dull  dog,  he  goes 
to  the  office  of  the  syndi- 
cate, which  opens  at  noon 
sharp,  and  says  :  '  I  want 
half'-a-doy.eii  specials,  please.' 

"  '  Certainly,'  says  the 
obliging  shopman  briskly, 
'  what  kind  will  you  take? 
We  have  them  in  several 
lines  cynical,  broadly 
humorous,  informative,  or 
mixed.' 

"  lie  ruminates  for  a 
moment  ;  through  the  glass 
door  behind  the  counter  he 


lifi-lic  (in   Piccadilly).  "I  RATHER 
SEEMS   MORE   S011T   OF  SELECT." 


I.IKE     TOWS     THIS     TIMS     OF     TEAR 


i  law-    without    losing    it*    identity,    and 

il  finishes  by  getting  i< ••!.' 

>'"  She   talked  to  the  man   on  the  other 

side   of    her   alter    thai."   said    Ponkcr's 

audience  with  ipiiel  conviction. 

"Nothing    ol    the  ,,|    pnnk.-r 

irritably,    ".-he    was    cln-lritied     by    hi, 

delightful     \ein     of     humour,      lint,     to 

continue  :) 

'•.Miranda.    'Kr-thi-    holiday,    now. 

Some     people    say    we    have    ((HI    many 

holidays,      but  don't  yon  think  they  help 

to  prolong  our  youth  ''.  ' 

"  l-'rrd'niand :  'Exactly.  I/c.-,s  than  a 
century  ago,  when  a  man 
reached  fifty  he  U-gaii  to 
think  alxiut  'making  his 
soul,'  as  the  Irish  say.  Now 
he  begins  to  think  alxmt 
learning  golf.' 

"  Miranda  (lltinkiny  irliat 
a  iion-lint  the  icorld  hti» 
lost}:  'After  all,  the  race 
for  wealth  is  ho  keen  we 
mn-t  turn  aside  sometimes, 
or  the  pace  would  kill  us.' 

"Ferdinand  (mournfully) : 
'Ah!  yes.  The  inone> 
market  is  too  much  with  n-. 
In  the  City  of  J/jndon  Gog 
and  Magog  luive  given  place 
to  twin  monster*  of  more 
portentous  growth — (lam- 
inon  and  Mammon.' 

"  M  iranda  (meek  with 
rcrerence  for  Itis  contena- 
tional  pou-ert):  'Speaking 
generally,  are  we  not  all  too 
eager  to  "get  rich  quick  "  ''.  ' 
"  Fcrdina  nd :  '  Hasty 
generalisations  are  seldom 
just  ;  you  may  say  that 
bounders  with  full  )x>rkeN 
are  always  vulgar,  bill  what 
alxmt  the  kangaroo?' 

"  Uimnda  (a»ide):  '(K«H! 
llea\en.-!  and  this  is  the 
man  I  twitted  with  his  want 

of  .-mall-talk ' 

"And  .-o."  .-aid  I'onker. 
"whatever  their precin-  rela- 
lions  with  one  another  may 
have  been,  be  sure  that 
1'Yrdinand  has  U'ttcn-d  his 


can  see  the  impromptu  manufaeturers 
hard  at  \vc>rk.  Miranda  has  rather 
piqued  him  of  late,  and  at  first  he  thinks 
he  will  go  in  for  the  smartly  eyuie.d. 
But  finally  he  hedges  :  '  Mixed,  please,' 
he  -ays.  The  shopman  gives  him  ail 
envelope,  and  he  puts  down  a  guinea 
and  goes  out. 

"  Daring  soup  he  has  an  unpleasant 
iear  that  Miranda  is  not  going  to  play 
the  game,  and  that  his  guinea  will  be 
wasted.  Their  talk  flags;  but  then 
Miranda  has  recourse  to  the  diner-out's 
be.st  friend,  and  something  like  the 
following  results  :— 

"  Miranda  (indifferently) :  '  Were  you 


has  held  its  own  during  the  past  season, ' 
has  it  not  ?    Perhaps  we  have  lost  the 

taste  for  tragedy.' 

"Ferdinand  (without  titrnimj  a  hair  : 
'  Precisely.  On  the  modern  stage  the 
main  difference  between  Comedy  and 
Tragedy  is  that  one  ends  with  billing 
and  cooing,  and  the  other  with  killing 
and  booing.' 

"  Miranda  (icitli  increased  respect): 
'  Really,  that  is  rather  apt.  Have  you — 
but  no,  it 's  not  possible — have  you,  by 
chance,  anything  new  to  sav  about  the 
Budget?' 

"  r't-rdinaud:  'Certainly.  The  Budget 


position-  and  all  for  one  guinea." 

"  Yes,"    replied     Honker's     captions 

critic,   "but  having,  like  a  spendthrift, 

used  up  his  guinea's  worth,  won't  there 

now  be  a  sudden  falling  off     won't   she. 

think  him  sulky  or  something?" 

"Then,"  said   Ponker  sharply,   "the 

remedy   is   easy.      Me  should    go   in    ior 

two  guineas'  worth." 

"  When  climuT  cuino  up  1  Kntokcd  my  name 
on    the  (lurk   p«int    very    cfTr.  lively    « ith    the 
knife  (which  i*,  I  think,  made  of  tin   ;  »n.l  wlirn 
I   had   finished  'Annie    Hell.   SuBniKt-'' 
point  was  entirely  gone." — Voice  for  H  omon. 


r  rrttt int n(i .       v  ei  uuiu^  .     i  ue  imvi^t-i 
is  like  a  lobster  ;   it   sheds   claws    after    Well,  well,  there  never  was  much  point. 
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THE    DOLL'S    HOUSE. 

"  WHY  did  you  never  writed  to  me  on 
my  birfday  ?  "  asked  Margery. 

"  Your  wliat  ? '  I  said  in  alarm. 

"  My  birfday." 

"  I  have  - 1  mean  I  'm  going  to.  It 's 
to-morrow,  Thursday." 

"I  fink  it  did  be  on  Monday." 

"  I  know  you  were  born  on  a  Thursday, 
anyhow,"  I  argued,  beginning  to  feel 
anxious. 

"My  baby  dolly,"  said  Margery, 
forgetting  the  point  at  issue,  "is  ahcays 
born  on  a  Fursday." 

"  So  it  would  be  Monday  this  year," 
put  in  Margery's  mother.  "  She  was 
so  disappointed — it  wasn't  like  you  to 
forget."  ' 

"I  didn't  forget,"  I  said  angrily. 
"  And  I  wish  you  wouldn't  interrupt  us 
when  we  are  conversing." 

"My  baby  dolly,"  said  Margery, 
"  never  interrupts  conversings." 

"There  you  are.  We  may  learn  a 
lesson  even  from  the  youngest.  Margie, 
dear,"  I  went  on,  "  I  'm  so  sorry.  What 
would  you  like?" 

Margery  fetched  a  chair,  climbed  up 
on  to  it,  and,  standing  on  tip-toe, 
whispered  in  my  ear : 

"  Some  strorrrbries." 

"  Bother,"  I  said. 

"I  fought  you  was  going  to  bring  me 
some  strorrrbries  yesterday-to-morrow." 

"Yes,  so  did  I.  I  just  missed  it 
somehow.  Isn't  there  anything  else  ?  " 

"  Lady  Betty,"  said  her  mother,  looking 
at  the  swellest  doll,  "  wants  a  new 
nightie.  I  don't  know  if  you  would 
like  to  make  her  one." 

"  She  does  want  a  new  nightie  with 
pink  ribbon,"  said  Margie  plaintively, 
"and  a  'lannel  petticoat,  and  a — 

I  heaved  a  great  sigh.  If  it  had  only 
been  a  bat  or  a  stamp  album. 

. "  Very  well,"  I  said,  "  if  she  wants 
them  I  suppose  she  must  have  them." 

The  Chief  Proprietor  (to  judge  from 
his  smile)  of  The  Doll's  House  came 
forward  with  a  bow.  All  these  people 
seem  to  know  that  when  once  they  get 
me  into  their  shop  they  can  make  me 
buy  any  old  thing  they  like.  There 
must  be  some  sort  of  Tramps'  Code  in 
use  amongst  them  ;  I  have  no  doubt  that 
I  carry  on  my  back  a  chalk  mark  from 
the  last  shop,  meaning,  "  A  Silly  Ass — 
but  you  must  leave  him  two  shillings 
for  the  cab  home." 

"  A  wet  morning,"  he  began.  "  Allow 
me  to  take  your  umbrella.  What  can 
we  have  the  pleasure  of  showing  you  ?  " 

"I  want,"  I  said,  "a  ni— er — some- 
thing for  a  lady — that  is  to  say,  for  a 
young  doll." 

"  Dolls  upstairs  on  the  right." 

"  On  the  right,  thank  you.  Oh,  here 
we  are.  Good  morning,  madam." 


"  Good  morning.  What  can  I  show 
you,  Sir?" 

"  Well,  that's  just  it.  Now  we  are  in 
the  thick  of  it,  you  know.  The  truth  is, 
if  you  must  have  it,  that  I  want  some 
— some  clothes  for  a  doll." 

"  Yes,  Sir.    Any  particular  garment?" 

"  A  very  particular  garment,"  I  said. 
"  One  can't  be  too  particular  in  referring 
to  it." 

"What  exactly  do  you  require?  We 
have  everything  here." 

"  To  be  absolutely  accurate,  I  want  a 
nightgown  with  pink  ribbon  for  Lady 
Elizabeth." 

"A  nightgown.  Certainly."  She 
brought  out  several,  and  we  selected  one. 

"Jove,  that  is  ripping.  You  never 
see  a  stamp  album  like  that.  I  mean, 
what  trouble  they  take  over  children's 
toys  now.  In  my  young  days  — 

"  Yes,  Sir.  You  will  have  two,  I  sup- 
pose? " 


"Eh!   I- 


No,  only — er — oh  yes, 
perhaps  I'd Two,  thank  you." 

"  And  the  next  article  ?  " 

"  Well— er— I  really  think  that's  all. 
Something  was  said  of  a  flannel  petti- 
coat, I  believe ;  but  I  don't  know  if  that 's 
possible." 

"  Certainly,  Sir.  I  will  show  you 
some." 

"  Oh,  no.  What  I  meant  was  that 
this  Lady  Elizabeth  goes  to  the  Opera 
every  night,  and  is — well,  generally 
speaking,  one  of  the  nobs.  So  I  should 

hardly  think  that  a  flannel Oh, 

well,  if  you  really Two,  thank  you." 

"  Shoes,  stockings  ?  " 

"  Oh — er--  no.     Unless  you " 

"  We  have  some  very  pretty  silk  open- 
work stockings,"  she  said,  and  she 
brought  them  out. 

"  Golly — I  mean  Right-o." 

"  What  about  frocks  ?  " 

"Oh,  no,  thanks.  She's  got  this  one 
she  goes  to  the  Opera  in,  you  know,  and 
that  's'aU  she  wants." 

"  What  does  she  do  in  the  day-lime  ?  " 

"I  fink  she  does  go  to  bed.  That's 

why  I  wanted  the I  say,  those  are 

awfully  pretty.  Perhaps,  if  you  think 
.  .  .  Yes,  I'll  have  them  both." 

"  Underclothes  ?  " 

"  Under  what  ?  Oh,  look  here,  if  once 

we  begin  talking  about  thorn Do 

you  really  think  so  ?  Well,  then,"  I 
sighed,  "  take  it  from  me  that  Lady 
Elizabeth  is  just  going  to  get  married, 
and  wants  two  of  everything.  Now  then.'1 

"In  that  ease  I  have  just  the  thing 
for  her." 

She  went  away,  and  came  Lack  with  a 
blessed  wardrobe.  Looking-glass,  cup- 
board, chest -of -drawers,  everything. 
Wonderful. 

"I  suppose  that  costs  billions  of 
pounds  ?  "  I  said  in  awe. 

"  Well,  there  is  a  doll  that  goes  with 
it,  and  if  you  don't  take  that,  we  let  you 


off  three-and-sixpencc."  She  opened  the 
drawers.  "  Hats,  frocks,  sunshade,  shoes, 
brushes " 

I  pulled  myself  together — only  just  in 
time. 

"  Don't  be  silly,"  I  said.  "  What  do  I 
want  with  a  wardrobe  ?  I  told  you  that 
Lady  Elizabeth  was  about  to  be  married  ; 
naturally  Viscount  Bendish  will  do  the 
furnishing." 

"  We  have  them  all  in  a  trunk,  if  you 
would  prefer  that." 

She  took  me  away  and  showed  me  a 
trunk  full  of  clothes — all  higgledy-pig- 
ledy,  like  my  kit-bag  when  they  give 
me  a  week's  holiday. 

"That's   simply  rotten,"  I   said. 

"  Then  you'll  have  the  other?  " 

"  Well,  I  suppose —  I  stopped 

myself;  again  only  just  in  time.  "Look 
here,"  I  pleaded,  "  are  you  being  quite 
kind  to  me  ?" 

"  11  faut  vlcre"  she  said. 

'' I  don't  speak  German,  but  I  know 
what  you  mean.  So  must  I." 

"I'm  sure  your — your  little  niece "' 

"Grand-daughter,"  I  corrected. 

"  Would  b3  delighted  with  it." 

"  After  all,"  I  wavered,  "  I  did  forget 
her  birthday  was  on  Monday,  didn't  1  ? 
And  I  needn't  take  the  doll,  you  say  ?  " 

"  We  let  you  off  three-and-sixpence,  if 
you  don't  take  the  doll.  Of  course  all  the 
clothes  are  made  to  fit  this  particular 
one,  and  if " 

"  I  gather  that  the  brushes  would  fit 
any  doll,"  I  said  severely.  "And  your 
man 's  got  my  umbrella  already  ...  Oh 

all.  right  then — if  you  must  live." 
*  *  *  * 

Down  below,  the  Chief  Proprietor 
smiled  ;  and  as  he  handed  me  my  receipt 
he  made  certain  chalk  marks  on  my 
back.  They  were  slightly  different 
from  the  ones  with  which  I  entered,  and 
the  interpretation  of  them  was  : — • 

"  You  're  right  about  the  '  Silly  Ass,1 
but  there's  no  need  to  leave  him  two 
shillings  for  the  journey  home.  The 
cabman  can  always  call  at  the  bank  on 
the  wav."  A.  A.  M. 


DEAR  MR.  PUNCH,  —  I  see  that  the 
claims  of  Epping  Forest  are  vigorously 
upheld  in  some  of  your  contemporaries 
as  an  ideal  setting  for  the  London 
Pageant  of  1910.  So  far  as  I  can  see 
there  is  only  one  objection  to  this  choice 
— the  proximity  of  the  spot.  Distance 
lends  enchantment  to  the  view,  and 
while  we  arc  about  it,  why  should  act 
the  Pageant  be  held  in  the  beautiful 
scenery  of  the  Falkland  Islands  or  St. 
Helena  ?  Yours,  ANTI-PAGETT,  M.D. 


"  For  Sale,  Bay  Geldiug,  15.2,  with  Doctor's 
Rubber  Tyre  Brougham.  Doctor  no  further  use." 

A  most  callous  way  of  referring  to  the 
accident. 


PUNCH,  OR  TI1K   I.M\I><>\-  CHARIVARI.— SOTTMHa  1,  1'Mfj. 


OUE  YOUNGEST  LINE  OF  DEFENCE. 

BOY  Scour  (to  Mi:s.  Bin IAXNIA).    "KHAR    NOT,    GRAX'MA;    NO    PANtiKR    CAN    I'.KFALL   YOU    N« -\V. 
liK.MI'.MBKR,    /   AM   WITH  YOU!" 
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I  rnde  Jiflfiimj  Humid  to  tcr'.tc  to  athletic  oiitfittfrs  for  an  ,ih 
Harold.  "No.    1  KNOW  BETTER  THAN  THAT;  TIMS 


an).  "  AM>  sow,  now  AIIK 

A    lirsiXESS    I.LTTEB.      I'M   GOING  TO  PAY",   '  YOC«8  TO   HAM).'  " 


YOU   GOING  TO  END  IT— '  YoCBS  AITB  I  I"S  \ll.ll,'   til?" 


THE  ARTIST. 
I  MKF.T  him  in  the  daily  walk 

That    takes    me    through   a   London 

square — 
A  man  who  writes  his  soul  in  chalk 

Upon  the  flagstoned  thoroughfare. 
His  art  untrammelled  is  ;  he  knows 

None  of  the  laws  of  may  and  mayn't 
Which  schools  impose  at  will  on  those 

Win  how  and  worship  1'aiut. 

Hi-  weapons  lie  exposed  to  view, 

All  in  a  grimy  cloth  outspread — 
Yellow  and  brown,  a  green  or  two, 

Snme  blue,  a  double  dose  of  red  ; 
Deftly  with  these  he  paves  your  way 

To  Nature  (as  his  vision*  sre't), 
As  who  should  say,  "  Ik-hold  I  lay 

Earth's  beauties  at  your  feet." 

His  works  arc'  few.     I  call  to  mind 

A  ship  at  sea  in  parlous  state, 
A  sunset  landseap — this  is  signed, 

A  lish,  say  haddock,  on  a  plate  ; 
Other.-,  lie'  shows  upon  his  pilch. 

Slight  in  themselves,  and  yet  his  yva! 
Will  these  enrich  with  legends  whirh 

Make  infinite  appeal. 

That  portrait,  for  example.     That 

At  various  times  do;-s  dutv  for 


A  criminal,  a  plutocrat, 
A  Budget-framing  Chancellor ; 

BI.KIIIOT,  BriiEH,  C.  B.  FRY, 

Sure  as  the  turn  of  each  one  came 

To  oerupy  the  public  eye, 
Have  lent  that  form  a  name. 

He 's  found,  in  short ,  Life's  key.   To  him, 

Viewing  the  world  with  lofty  calm, 
A  primrose  by  the  river's  brim 

May  be  a  poppy  or  a  palm ; 
He 's  learned — nay,  always  he  has  known 

Art's  greatest  truth,  sublime,  supreme, 
fold  as  the  stone  he  makes  his  own  — 

Things  are  not  what  they  seem. 

THE    SUPER-BEASTS. 

IT  is  on  record  that  Mr.  A.  .1.  WKIIUK, 
on  being  bowled  by  an  underhand 
from  Homo  u  SHKKWIV,  the  Nottingham 
wicket-keeper,  remarked,  on  his  return 
to  th  •  1'avilion,  lhat  it  was  like  being 
run  over  by  a  donkey  -carl .  What  then 
doc-  it  feel  like,  after  trying  in  vain  for 
years  and  years  to  pcrfcrm  even  th? 
simplest  fe  it  of  equilibrium,  to  stray 
into  the  Coliseum  and  find  a  sea-lion 
doing  it  with  ease?  Humiliation  i-  n  >l 
tin-  v.ird  Hi!  one  l>eca  asked  at 


random,  a  few  years  ago,  which  was,  ot 
all  the  strange  and  varied  animal 
kingdom,  the  least  likely  creature  to  In- 
taught  to  balance  billi  ird-cues  on  it- 
nose,  and  play  intelligently  at  ball,  and 
catch  clowns'  hats,  and  generally  ln-have 
like  CiKQt'EVAiJ.i,  one  would  probably, 
after  mature  thought,  have  said  the 
sea-lion.  Yet  here  are  sea-lions  who  do 
these  things  to  perfection;  and  having 
done  them,  roguishly  ha'l  the  applause. 

Captain  FRED  WOODWARD'S  MMMMM  at 
the  Coliseum  are  wonderful.  They 
understand,  they  laugh,  they  talk,  they 
play,  they  arc  artists.  They  do  ex- 
quisitely difficult  things  to  perfection. 

The  lion  may  be  the  king  of  beasts  in 
point  of  nobility  and  beauty;  the  cat 
may  comfort  the  old  maid ;  the  donkey 
may  draw  the  chaise  of  the  feeble  ;  the 
stiexle  may  provide  the  gloves  for  the 
elite ;  the  otter  may  distil  roses ;  the 
horse  may  be  the  friend  of  man;  the 
dog  may  l>e  faithful  and  protective;  the 
elephant  may  be  strong  and  serviceable  ; 
the  cow  may  give  milk,  and  the  sheep 
blankets  and  mutton ;  but  they  are  all 
fools  beside  the  sea-lion.  The  sea-lion 
is  the  true  super-beast,  and  Capri 
\Vooi>\vu;i>  should  be  marie  an  O.M. 


ro 
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JOHN. 

UK'S  a  boy, 

And  that's  the  long  and  (chiefly)  the  short  of  it, 
And  the  point  of  it  and  the  wonderful  sport  of  it ; 
A  two-year-old  with  a  taste  for  a  toy, 
And  two  chubby  fists  to  clutch  it  and  grasp  it, 
And  two  fat  arms  to  embrace  it  and  clasp  it ; 
And  a  short  stout  couple  of  sturdy  legs 
As  hard  and  as  smooth  as  ostrich  eggs  ; 
And  a  jolly  round  head,  so  fairly  round 
You  could  easily  roll  it, 
Or  take  it  and  bowl  it 
With  never  a  bump  along  the  ground. 

And,  as  to  his  cheeks,  they  're  also  fat— 
I've  seen  them  in  ancient  prints  like  that, 

When1  a  wind-boy  high 

In  a  cloudy  sky 
Is  puffing  away  for  all  he 's  worth, 

Uprooting  the  trees 

With  a  reckless  breeze, 
And  strewing  them  over  the  patient  earth, 
Or  raising  a  storm  to  wreck  the  ships 
With  the  work  of  his  lungs  and  cheeks  and  lips. 

Take  a  look  at  his  eyes  ;  I  put  it  to  yon, 

Were  ever  two  eyes  more  truly  blue  ? 

If  you  went  and  worried  the  whole  world  through 

You  'd  never  discover  a  bluer  blue ; 

I  doubt  if  yon  'd  find  a  blue  so  true 

In  the  coats  and  scarves  of  a  Cambridge  crew. 

And  his  hair 

Is  as  fair 
As  a  pretty  girl's, 

But  it's  right  for  a. boy  with  its  crisp,  short  curls 
All  a-gleam,  as  he  struts  about 
With  a  laugh  and  a  shout, 
To  summon  his  sister-slaves  to  him 
For  his  joyciu  Majesty's  careless  whim. 

But  now,  as,  after  a  stand,  he  budges, 
And  sets  to  work  and  solemnly  trudges, 
Out  from  a  bush  there  springs  full  tilt 
His  four-legged  playmate — and  John  is  spilt. 

She 's  a  young  dog  and  a  strong  dog 

And  a  tall  dog  and  a  long  dog, 

A  Danish  lady  of  high  degree, 

Black  coat,  kind  eye  and  a  stride  that's  free. 

And  out  she  came 
Like  a  burst  of  flame, 

And  John, 
As  he  trirlged  and  strutted 

Sturdily  on, 
Was  blindly  butted, 

And,  all  his  dignity  spent  and  gone, 
On  a  patch  of  clover 
Was  tumbled  over, 

His  two  short  legs  having  failed  to  score 
In  a  sudden  match  against  Lufra's  four. 

But  we  picked  him  np 

And  wr  brushed  him  down, 
And  he  rated  the  pup 

With  a  dreadful  frown  ; 

And  then  he  laughed  and  he  went  and  hugged  her, 
S  i/.ed  her  tail  in  his  fist  and  tugged  her, 
And  so,  with  a  sister's  hand  to  guide  him, 
Continued  his  nvirch  with  the  dog  beside  him. 


And  sixm  he  waggles  his  way  upstairs — • 
He  do;-s  it  alone,  though  he  finds  it  steep. 
He  is  stripped  and  gowned,  and  he  says  his  prayers, 
And  he  condescends 
To  admit  his  friends 
To  a  levee  before  he  goes  to  sleep. 
He  thrones  it  there 
With  a  battered  beur 
And  a  tattered  monkey  to  form  his  Court, 
And,  having  come  to  the  end  of  day, 
Conceives  that  this  is  the  time  for  play 
And  every  possible  kind  of  sport. 

But  at  last,  tucked  in  for  the  hundredth  time, 
He  babbles  a  bit  of  nursery  rhyme, 

And  on  the  bed 
Droops  his  curly  round  head, 
Gives  one  long  sigh  of  unalloyed  content 
Over  a  day  so  well,  so  proudly  spent, 
Resigned  at  last  to  listen  and  obey, 
And  so  begins  to  breathe  his  quiet  night  awav. 

11.  C.  L. 


MORE    BOOKS    THAT   WILL   NOT  SELL. 

i. 

DEAR  M«.  PUNCH, — I  also  have  written  a  book  which  for 
some  unaccountable  reason  does  not  sell.  It  is  not  about 
Germany  :  any  ass  could  understand  a  book  about  Germany 
not  selling ;  it  is  a  story  of  love  and  adventure,  containing, 
in  fact,  every  ingredient  that  the  public  wants,  and  yet  it 
djes  not  sell.  The  title  is  Passion  in  Mid-air  (this  shows 
how  up-to-date  it  is)  and  the  publishers  are  Messrs.  Bills  and 
Moon,  and  yet  it  doesn't  sell.  Can  you  suggest  a  reason  ? 
I  can't ;  but  I  will  gladly  give  any  one  five  pounds  who  will 
lift  its  circulation  to  32,000  copies.  Yours,  &c., 

OHVILLE  UNREAD. 

II. 

DKAII  Mit.  PUNCH, — The  Daily  Mail  seems  to  think  it 
occupies  an  abnormal  position  in  being  unable  to  sell  more 
than  32,000  copies  of  a  book.  But  I  can  assure  it  that  the 
experience  is  more  common  than  it  fancies.  I,  too,  am  with 
it.  My  last  volume  of  poems,  The  Heart's  Tunintj-Jork, 
stopped  well  under  that  figure,  and  apparently  cannot  recom- 
mence its  sales  without  the  assistance  of  some  violent  catai  -ly  sin 
of  nature,  art  or  artifice.  German  ttatistics  naturally  make 
no  claim  on  an  Englishman ;  but  here  is  a  book  full  of 
appeal  to  their  sympathy  and  understanding.  I  adjure  you 
to  help  me  unload  a  few  more  copies.  I  will  give  away 
a  copy  of  Mr.  LLOTD-GEORGE's  Limehouse  speech  and  a  portrait 
of  one  of  the  DAUBS  with  each.  Yours,  etc.,  P.  N.  NONFIT. 

in. 

DEAH  Mu.  PUNCH, — I  have  written  a  book,  copies  of  whii-h 
were  sent  to  the  PHIME  MINISTER,  the  Archbishop  of 
CANTERBURY,  the  Rev.  1{.  J.  CAMPIJELI,,  Mr.  Lijovn- GEORGE, 
Mr.  BERNARD  SHAW,  Mr.  EUSTACE  MILES  and  Lord  ROHKKI-S, 
each  of  whom  replied  that  he  was  greatly  honoured  to  be  the 
recipient  and  would  lose  no  time  in  reading  it — and  yet  it 
docs  not  sell.  How  to  make  it  do  so  is  my  cons  ant  thought 
day  and  night.  The  book,  one  would  have  thought,  would 
have  gone  like  hot  cakes,  since  it  deals  with  the  important 
question  of  chemical  manure  and  the  best  means  of  making 
two  blades  of  grass  grow  where  only  one  grew  before.  What 
could  be  more  valuable  than  that  ?  And  yet  we  have  sold 
up  to  the  present  moment  only  thirty-two  copies.  I  await 
your  sage  counsel.  Yours,  &c.  SCBUTATOU. 

IV. 

DEAR  MR.  PUNCH,— I  have  written  a  book  which  won't  sell, 
and  I  can't  think  of  any  reason  except  that  it  is  not  interesting 
enough.  But  surely  that  is  absurd.  Yours,  &c.,  QUERIST. 
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CHARIVARIA. 

-i'ite  of  his  No  Surrender  attitude 

in  the  House  of  Commons  Mr.  LLOTD- 

tOtnatat  has  been  contemplating  flight  at 

I: 

*  * 

And   is    the    Government,   after  aH, 
going  to  withdraw  from  its 
mining  attitude  to  the  Beer  Trade  ? 
abandonment  of  Mr.  BCBBB'S  Pure 

Bill  looks  like  a  sop  to  the  brewers. 

*  * 

In  connection  with  a  right-of-way 
dispute  at  Newport  a  fence  belonging 
to  Colonel  LOCKWOOD.  M.P.,  has  been 
forcibly  pulled  down.  This  strikes  us 
as  being  a  peculiarly  heartless  outrage, 
far,  in  the  case  of  a  politician,  a  fence 
may  be  needed  at  any  moment  for 
sitting  on. 

*  * 

No  wonder  Mr.  WIKSTOK  CHUBCBILL 
was  always  cheerful  during  the  all- 
night  sittings.  They  were  serving  his 
purpose.  He  was  training  for  the  KA 
Manoeuvres,  at  which  he  is  to  be  one 
of  a  batch  of  distinguished  guests,  who, 
we  are  told,  will  not  be  allowed  more 
than  four  hours'  sleep. 

*  * 

One  result  of  the  Imperial  Defence 
Conference,  we  are  informed,  is  thai 
Canada  and  Australia  and  New  Zraland 
are  to  have  navies  which  will  bs  local 
in  ordinary  circumstances,  but  liable 
to  be  called  on  by  the  Admiralty 
when  Britain's  Command  of  the  Sea  is 
threatened.  Locally,  we  take  it,  they 

may  only  fight  in  time  of  peace. 

»  * 

An  airship  is  being  built  hurriedly 
fee  the  Spanish  Government,  and  the 
Moors  are  said  to  be  not  a  little  proud 
that  theirs  will  prove  to  be  the  first  war 
in  which  such  a  machine  will  be  u.sed. 
It  will  undoubtedly  be  an  additional 
attraction,  and  excursions  from  the  ntore 
distant  parts  of  Morocco  are  already 
being  arranged. 

The  POPE  has  given  the  motor-car 
which  was  presented  to  him  by  certain 
American  admirers  to  Cardinal  MEKKT 
i*i.  VAL.  In  future,  we  suspect,  American 
admirers  will  mark  their  gifts  ''Not 
transferable." 


v 

Miss  HELEN  MATHEBS  thinks  that  the 
decline  of  the  novel  is  due  to  a  large 
extent  to  motor-cars.  There  is  no  doubt 
that  a  large  class  of  readers  has  been 
alrnrnt  entirely  eliminated  by  these 
vehicles.  \\'e  refer  to  those  persons 
sed  to  read  as  they  walked  along 
the  roadway. 

*  * 
* 

"  The  Censor  is  a  plain  man,''  said  31  r. 

WjLUft    in    his  evidence    before    the 

r.ihip   Committee.       We   think  it 


WtekeJB^fdAo*  of  rr  to  carry  bag  ka*  keen  »ow*xtat  otm/y/j  rr/»»J.  "Tnt  SMALL  I 
'ou>  ioc«  KAID  STILL,  Grr'soc,  WHILE  TUO  UGBTS  int  nrt 


regrettable  that  this  controversy  cannot 
be  carried  on  without  personalities. 


*  * 

Lieutenant  SBACKLEITO,  whose  powers 
of  endurance  are  well  known,  has  been 
elected  a  vice-president  of  the  Poetry 
Uecital  Society. 

V 

Signor  CABTSO  appeared  at  Plymouth 
last  week  in  a  dress  suit  of  golden-brown, 
and  Signor  LECOVTE  in  one  of  purple, 
and  the  local  Pierrots  are  complaining 
bitterly  of  the  unexpected  competition. 

The  price  of  rubber,  it  is  alleged,  is 
being  artificially  inflated  by  the  man- 
oeuvres of  certain  companies.  If  this 
be  true,  the  mis-printer  who  referred  to 
•  the  manipulations  of  the  robber  com- 
panies "  shewed  something  like  genius. 


Meanwhile  we  hear  that  a  number  of 
artists  are  seriously  contemplating  pool- 
ing all  their  pieces  of  india-rubber  and 
floating  the  same  as  a  limited  company. 

V 

A  Northumberland  farmer  was  as- 
tonished to  find,  on  reaching  home  the 
other  day,  that  a  bull  which  he  had  sold 
at  a  neighbouring  market  for  eighteen 
guineas  a  few  hours  previously  was  back 
in  its  shed.  And  yet  people  say  thai 
Agriculture  cannot  be  made  to  pay. 

V 

1KT  GOWS3 
FOB  ATHLETIC  GUL9 

announces  a  contemporary.  This  will 
scarcely  be  an  innovation.  Most  of  the 
Art  Gowns  that  we  hare  seen  look  the 
very  thing  for  sack  now. 
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"HOLD." 
I  KNOW,  where   Hampshire  fronts   the 

Wight, 

A  httle  church,  where  "after  strife" 
Reposes  Guy  ile  Blanquely,  Knight, 

By  Alison  his  wife, — 
I  know  their  features'  graven  lines 

In  time-stained  marble  monotone, 
While   crouched   before  their  feet  re- 
dines 

Their  little  dog  of  stone  ! 

I  look  where  Blanquely  Castle  still 

Frowns  o'er  the  oak  wood's  summer 

state, 
(The  maker  of  a  patent  pill 

Has  purchased  it  of  late), 
And  then  through  Fancy's  open  door 

1  backward  turn  to  days  of  old, 
And  see  Sir  Guy — a  bachelor 

Who  owns  a  dog  called  "  Hold  "  ! 

I  see  him  take  the  Tourney's  chance, 

And  urge  his  coal-black  charger  on 
To  an  arbitrament  by  lance 

For  lovely  Alison ; 
1  mark  the  onset,  see  him  hurl 

From  broidered  saddle  to  the  dirt 
His  rival,  that  ignoble  Earl — 

Black-hearted  Massiugbert ! 

Then  Alison,  with  down-dropped  eyes, 

Where  happy  tears  bedim  the  blue, 
Bestows  a  valuable  prize 

And  adds  her  hand  thereto  ; 
My  lord,  his  surcoat  streaked  by  sand, 

Remounts,     low    muttering    curses 

hot, 
And  with  a  base-torn,  hireling  baud 

He  plans  a  dastard  plot ! 

*  *  *  * 

'Tis  night — Sir  Guy  has  sunk  to  sleep, 

The    castle    keep    is    Lushed    and 

still, — 
See,  up  the  spiral  stairway  creep, 

To  work  his  wicked  will, 
Lord  Massiugbert  of  odious  fame, 

Soft     followed     by    his     cut-throat 

staff;— 
Ah,  "Held"  has  justified  his  name 

And  pinned  his  lordship's  calf ! 

A  growl,  an  oath,  then  torches  flare ; 

Out  rings  a  sentry's  startled  shout ; 
The  guard  are  racing  for  the  stair, 

Half-dressed,  Sir  Guy  runs  out ; 
On  high  his  glittering  blade  ho  waves, 

He  gives  foul  Massingbert  the  point, 
He  carves  the  hired  assassin  knaves 

Joint  from  plebeian  joint ! 

***** 

The  Knight  is  dead — his  sword  is  rust, 

But  in  his  day  I  'in  certain  "  Hold  '' 
Wore,  as  his  master's  badge  of  trust, 

A  collarette  of  gold  : 
And  still  I  like  to  fancy  that, 

Somewhere  beyond  the  Styx's  bound, 
Sir  Guy's  tall  phantom  stoops  to  pat 

His  little  phantom  hound  ! 


FEEDING   THE  LONDON  KR. 
i. 

"  JAMES,"  said  George,  "  our  common 
friend  Thomas  tells  me  that  there  is  a 
big  Furnishing  Establishment  in  the 
West  End  which  gives  a  free  lunch  to 
its  better-class  customers.  I  have  in- 
duced our  common  enemy,  Henry,  to 
believe  that  he  wants  a  new  carpet  for 
his  study,  and  I  have  undertaken  to  pur- 
chase it  for  him.  I  am  bound  to  confess 
that  he  did  not  appear  too  willing  to 
assent,  but  I  kept  him  quiet  by  telling 
him  that  he  could  always  return  the 
carpet  if  he  didn't  like  it." 

"  Thomas  has  mentioned  the  shop  to 
me,  too,"  I  said.  "  He  told  me  that  he 
started  with  a  chair  and  went  on  order- 
ing cushions  till  the  Superintendent 
invited  him  to  lunch.  Then  he  stopped 
ordering  cushions  and  countermanded 
the  chair.  He  would  not,  however,  give 
me  the  name." 

"He  did  not  want  to  tell  me  either, 
for  he  is  essentially  greedy.  But  I 
doubted  his  word  with  such  persistent 
derision  that  he  had  to  tell  it  me  in  the 
end.  I  further  elicited  from  him  the 
information  that  they  placed  an  ample 
wine-list  before  him,  but  that  the  prices 
were  so  obviously  marked  on  it  as  to 
lead  him  to  suspect  that  that  part  of  the 
meal  was  less  hospitality  than  a  commer- 
cial transaction.  So  he  ordered  a  small 
lager,  and  found  out  in  the  end  that  they 
stood  alcohol  too.  He  says  that  the 
thought  of  what  he  missed  spoilt  his 
day's  pleasure.  Let  us  go  and  purchase 
this  carpet  and  have  a  pleasant  meal 
together,  not  omitting  to  benefit  by 
Thomas's  experience  with  the  drinks." 

it. 

We  arrived  at  the  shop  at  about  one 
o'clock,  feeling  that  at  that  time  one  gets 
the  best  light  for  carpet  choosing. 

"  We  have  come,"  said  George  to  the 
Superintendent,  "  to  buy  a  great  deal  of 
furniture  —  carpets,  rugs,  mats,  more 
mats,  rugs  ami  carpets.  Then  of  course 
we  shall  want  some  nigs.  If  you  are 
prepared  to  undertake  an  enormous 
order,  let  us  begin  with  the  carpets.  .  .  . 
What  is  the  time,  James  ?  " 

I  looked  at  my  watch.  "Hello!  "  I 
said,  "  would  you  believe  that  it  is  very 
nearly,  if  not  actually,  lunch-time  ?  I 
had  no  idea  it  was  so  late." 

"  Time  for  lunch?  "  said  George.  "  Well 
I  never ! "  and  we  both  turned  to  the 
Superintendent  appealingly. 

"I  catch  your  meaning,  gentlemen," 
he  said,  with  conspicuous  inaccuracy. 
Then  loan  uninfluential assistant,  "Show 
these  gentlemen  some  carpets  at  once. 
They  are  in  a  hurry  to  get  away." 

Tliis  first  failure  cast  a  little  gloom 
over  the  carpeting,  and  we  were  both 
determined  not  to  see  anything  we  liked 


until  we  were  certain  about  the  meal. 
When  we  discovered  further  that  tin1 
ussisf-ijit  was  a  new  hand  and  was  not 
even  aware  of  the  existence  of  a 
restaurant  on  the  premises,  we  felt 
that  this  would  never  do.  So  George 
started  looking  over  another  pile  of 
carpets,  while  I  wandered  off  iu  search 
of  the  Superintendent. 

"Mr.  Superintendent,"  said  I,  "we 
find  that  this  is  a  bigger  job  than  we 
I  houglit.  Your  assistant  is  a  good  fellow, 
but  1  doubt  if  he  is  experienced  enough 
to  deal  with  an  order  of  this  magnitude. 
S)  1  thought  I  would  come  back  to  you. 
\\  e  have  plenty  of  time  now,  as  we  arc 
too  late  for  our  luncheon  party  in  the 
I  'ity,  and  shall  have  to  get  a  snack  where 
we  can."  The  Superintendent  made  no 
movement.  "Look  here,  suppose  I 
and  my  friend  got  our  lunch  now  and 
we  all  went  along  afterwards  and  dealt 
with  this  colossal  order  of  ours,  when 
you  are  less  busy  ?  " 

"  Just  as  you  please,  Sir,"  said  he. 

"  What  ?  "  said  I. 

"I  said,  'Just  as  you  please,  Sir,'  "  he 
ausw.  red. 

I  gave  him  time,  and  then  continued: — 
"  You  don't  happen  to  know  of  a  con- 
venient  p'ace  on  the  spot  where  we 
could  get  a  bite?" 

"If  you  go  out  of  the  front  door  and 
turn  to  the  left  .  .  ."  he  began. 

"  Come,"  I  said,  candid  for  the  first 
time  iu  my  life,  "I  have  told  you  that 
ours  is  going  to  be  the  most  enormous 
order  you  have  ever  had.  I  understood 
you '  provided  a  little  refreshment  for 
your  better-class  customers  ?  " 

'•  We  used  to,"  he  said.  "  Now  we 
have  abolished  the  restaurant  and  leave 
our  customers  to  pay  for  their  own  fcod, 
ourselves  making  a  corresponding  de- 
duction from  the  price  of  the  goods 
purchased." 

in. 

When  it  had  been  agreed  beyond  all 
chance  of  misunderstanding  that  each 
paid  for  what  he  ate,  George  and  I 
lunched  simply  at  an  A.B.C.  shop.  I 
suppose  Henry  scored  in  the  long  run, 
without  knowing  it,  for  I  have  no  doubt 
that  he  returned  the  carpet  that  we 
chose  for  him  without  troubling  to  lo  'k 
at  it  twice. 


"  The  argument  would  bo  that  the  Lapps 
were  to  eat  blubber,  the  English  beef,  the 
Jtalians  iixs  and  daisies,  and  the  Cingalese  riri-, 
each  group  by  virtue  of  its  geographical 
position." — The  Daily  .1/aiZ. 

Noio  we  know  why  Antonio  went  away. 


Mr.  W.  W.  ASIILEY,  M.P.  (the  famous 
philanthropist)  on  the  Budget : — 

"  The  next  time  they  heard  a  Minister  de- 
nouncing the  Lords,  let  them  ask  him  who  it 
was  hu  dined  with  the  night  before." 

The  dinner  wouldn't  have  been  as  bad 
as  that,  though. 
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'  KniKi.  DKAII!   1  'VK  i  IDT  TIIF.  POWDEK  AND  THE  PISS,  BUT  1  CAX'T  KINO  votR  IIAIR-SKT  A.XYWHEBK!" 


TIIK  DANGEROUS  LIFE. 

["  Live  dangiji-ouily."— NIETZSCHE.] 
TIIKKK  arc  who  lovo  the  levels 

( If  Brooklands  course.     There  aiv 
A\  IID,  like  demented  devils, 

I  Vvonr  the  track  of  tar. 
They  find  the  chance  of  spilling 
So  gloriously  thrilling, 
They  love  the  pace  that 's  killing 

To  driver  and  to  car. 

There  are  who  do  not  shudder 

To  man  the  submarine 
And  turn  the  fearless  rudder 

To  Ocean's  deepest  green, 
liuwn,  down  their  ship  is  taken 
\\  ith  snorts  that  well  might  waken 
The  ever-slumbering  Kraken 

N"<>  mortal  eye  hath  seen. 

There  are  who  fain  would  follow 

Young  Icarus  and  fly 
More  swiftly  than  the  swallow 

Across  the  summer  sky  ; 
And  though  the  breezes  blow  them 
Away  to  sea  and  show  them 
The  ( 'hannel  far  below  them 

They  gaxc  with  f<  arless  e\e. 

But  if  the  l>ra.-s  be  threefold 

tin-  breasts  of  tlic-e, 


How  many  times  must  we  fold 
Our  valiant  hearts  with  ac«  'I 

For  though  we  Cockneys  try  not 

Frail  submarines,  and  fly  not, 

The  wonder  is  we  die  not, 
Such  risks  our  marrow  free/.e. 

There's  nothing  in  the  Strand  which 
With  safety  may  be  done  : 

Suppose  we  take  a  sandwich 
And  glass  of  milk  at  one, 

Who  knows  what  weird  bacillus 

May  enter  in  to  fill  us 

With  tubercle  or  kill  us 
Before  the  set  of  sun  ? 

When  motor-cars  are  skidding 

With  all  their  wonted  zest 
We  bravely  do  the  bidding 

Of  NIETZSCHE  with  the  best ; 
When  taxis,  flying  faster 
Than  whirlwinds,  bring  (.lisas' cr 
And  need  of  sticking-plaster, 
We  follow  his  belie- 1. 

'I  In  n  microbes  by  the  billions 
lu  tube-lifts  may  be  found 
To  catch  us  toiling  millions 
Who  travel  under  ground. 
Your  so-called  brave  have  none  done 
The  things  we've  every  one  done — 
'  Tis  we  pale  sons  of  London 
That  live  the  riskful  round. 


The  Grammar  of  the  Air. 
A  OOOD  deal  of  Aero-Anglo-French  was 
ejaculated  last  week  around  the  pitta  at 
Khcims,  and  the  vocabulary  of  aviatii  11 
still  seen  s  somewhat  in  a  state  of  flux. 
A  short  and  satisfactory  word  for  the 
motion  of  aviators  in  flight  is  wanting. 
Wo  would  suggest  a  ready-made  one  in 
the  verb  nc-otr="to  "ave"  or  "av." 
This  is  convinicntly  bilingual,  and 
would  come  in  handy  for  the  Inter- 
national Meeting  at  Wembley.  Most 
Britishers  know  as  far  as  "  avez-vous  '  in 
French,  and  this  would  now  stand  for 
"Do  you  proceed  through  the  air  in  a 
flying-machine  ?  "  or  words  to  that  effect. 
"  En  avant !  j  'ave!  "  (not  j  'at)  would  l« 
the  bird-man's  utterance  at  the  start, 
equivalent  t  > the  golfer's  cry  cf  "  Fore ! '. 
while  "Avast!"  and  "  Avaunt  !  "  might 
al-o  he  brought  into  use.  We  offer  this 
linguistic  hint  to  the  various  Aeronautic 
(  liil.- and  league.-.  It  has  classical  autho- 
rity in  the  gladiators' cry  of  "Ace,<  ' 


Mr.   MKRJUJIAN- LABOR,  in    his    book, 
Briton*   through  Negro  Si.eetadef. 
"The  white  man  is  really  whiter  than 
he  looks."     This  is  very   true.      Take 
our  colliers,  for  in-tane--. 
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Eminent  Artist:  "I'M  OI.AD  TO  SEK,  Sin  MHI.KMIU.,  THAT  YOU  HAVE  A  LITTLE  WORK  or  MINE  IK  YOUR  comiinon." 
liloaied Plutocrat.  "On 'A vs  I?" 


minutes.  Can  I  show  you  anything  else 
this  morning  ?  Dirigibles, biplane^ — 

G.  Nothing  more,  thank  you. 

S.  A.  Nice  little  thing  in  Zeppelins 
here,  Sir,  for  the  children  ;  sale  price  — 

C.  No,  thank  you. 

S.  A.  We  have  some  great  bargains 


RUTHLESS    RHYMES    FOU 
HEARTLESS   HOMES. 

UNCLE. 

UNCLE,  whose  inventive  brains 
Kept  evolving  aeroplane*, 
Fell  (from  an  enormous  height) 
On  my  garden  lawn,  last  night. 
Flying  is  a  fatal  sport ; 
Uncle  wrecked  the  tennis-court. 

MABEL. 

Mabel's  chronic  inflammation 

Led  at  length  to  amputation. 

Oil,  her  cries  were  loud  and  deep! 

I  co.  Id  scarcely  get  to  sleep. 

I  V  >NYICN1K.N<  K. 

1  collided  with  some  trippers, 
In  my  swift  De  Dion  Bouton  ; 

Si]  nashed  them  out  as  flat  as  kippers, 
Left  them,  "tti(«stJ(ior,'r/M.p  muuUnt." 

What  a  nuisance  trippers  are  ! 

I  must  now  repaint  the  car. 

WASTE. 

1  had  written  to  Aunt  Maud, 
Who  was  on  a  trip  abroad, 
When  I  heard  she  'd  died  of  cramp, 
Just  too  late  to  save  the  stamp. 


SHOPPING. 
[In  the  near  future — perhaps.] 

Customer.  Er— I  want  a  monoplane. 

Shop-ipaUier.  Certainly,  Sic.  Step  this 
way,  plea--e.  Mr.  Jones,  forward  !  Monos 
for  this  gentleman. 

Shop  Assistant.  Monoplanes, Sir?  Yes- 
sir.  Made  up  or  to  fly  yourself?  To 
fly  yourself  ?  Yes,  most  gentlemen  pre- 
fer them.  This  is  the  very  latest  shape 
in  "  Bleriots."  Perfect  fit  guaranteed — 
especially  the  first  time  you  use  it. 

< '.  \  >oes  it  float  in  water  ? 

S.  A.  Float?  Oh,  no,  Sir;  it's  not 
meant  to  float.  It  will  never  be  neces- 
sary. You're  thinking  of  the  "Latham," 
I  expert.  We  hare  a  very  cheap  line  in 
"Lathams,"  if  you  would  care  to 

C.  No  thanks,  1 11  take  the  "  Blcriot." 

8.  A.  Thank  you,  Sir.  That  will  be 
two  ninety-nine  nineteen  eight  —  sale 
price.  Sign,  please !  Will  you  fly  it 
now  or  shall  we  send  it  ? 

C.  Oh,  I'll  fly  it  now,  I  think,  that 
is  if 

S.  A.  It  is  ready  for  instant  wear,  Sir, 
and  we  can  have  it  on  the  roof  in  five 


).  A.  we  nave  some  s. ..<...  ,ym6n,,io 
in  slightly  shop-soiled  British  Army 
Aeroplanes — - 

G.  No,  thank  you. 

£.  A.  Thank  you,  Sir.  Lovely  flying 
weather,  isn't  it  ?  Your  change — four- 
pence.  Good  morning. 

[Exit  to  roof. 


ence.        oo    mornn 
C.  Good  morning. 


"  EXI'IIKSS   TlXKOHAUS    IS   BlilEF." 

"  Hoii-Len-Akh  has  been  appointed  the  young 
Sliali  of  Persia's  instructor  in  political  science." 

For  the  chief  news  of  interest  this  week 
we  are  indebted  to  The  Express.  Guess 
who  has  been  appointed  to  instruct  the 
young  Shah  of  PEUSIA  in  political  science? 
1  ku  i  -Liix- 


"  The  Master  reported  that  Mr.  Agnew,  Local 
Government  Hoard  Jnspector,  visited  the  work- 
house, and  that  one  of  the  pigs  died."  —  Irish 
Daily  Telegraph. 

Yet  they  say  that,  joy  never  kills. 
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ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 

K\  i  im  i  MI  KKOM  THH  DIARY  or  TOBV,  M.P. 

ll'iiise  of  Commons,  Monday,  A  mjust  23. 
— Sauntering  through  <v  country  f;iir, 
did  you  ever  conic  across  well-sei-np 


REPIIESESTINO  THE  WAU  OFFICI:,  AGRICULTURE, 

ASD  THE  TREASURY. 

«'  The  Vice-Chamberlain  stepped  to  the  front." 
(Mr.  J.  M.  F.  Fuller.) 

smartly-dressed  chap  in  tights,  engaged, 
nil <•>•  alia,  iu  keeping  three  balls  in  the 
air  at  the  same  time  ?  If  you  chanced 
to  be  in  House  this  afternoon— and  there 
was  plenty  of  room — you  would  have 
seen  J.  M.  FULLER,  Junior  Lord  of  the 
Treasury,  Vice -Chamberlain  II.M.'s 
Household,  doing  analogous  trick  with. 
grace,  ease  and  certainty  that  suggested 
long  practice. 

Apparently  been  stampede  of  Cabinet 
Ministers.  Treasury  Bench  empty  save 
for  presence  of  HOME  SECRETARY,  CIIIKI 
SnuKivKY  FOR  IRELAND,  UNDER  SECRETARY 
limift)  OF  TRADE,  and  the  Vinc-CuAMiiER- 
LAIN.  Front  Opposition  Bench,  not  to 
be  outdone  in  game  of  abetenticm,  repre- 
sented solely  by  WALTER  LO,N<  i  and  ( !  1:01:1  a: 
W^xnimi,  the  latter  allured  by  pro>pect 
ol  fresh  conversation  on  new  Irish  Land 
Bill.  Fair  number  of  Question-;  on 
Paper,  some,  addressed  to  Si.<  KI.TARY  OF 
Si  MI:  roR  WAR,  representative  of  BOARD 
01  Aiaan.i  11  UK,  and  ( 'iiANfKU.oit  OK  1111: 
KM  IIKOI  i  it.  The  last  at  tlie  moment  ai 
Rheuna  •"  lie  was  wearing,'1  one  of  the 
morning  papers  breathlessly  uniionueed 


I iv    telegraph,    ";i  soft    grey    liat   and   a 

li^ht    overcoat  "' ;tu. lying    the    science 

of  a\  iation. 

"  With  u  Budget  like  mine,  never 
know  where  you  may  Ix-,  Touv,  dear 
boy,"  LIOM>-<  ;i.oiu;i:  -aid.  wringing  my 
paw  on  eve  of  departure,  die  wa-.  I 
rememlMT,  dre^ed  in  nil  her  large  check 
suit,  with  lilne  neektie.  tweed  cap,  tan 

leather  IMJOIS,  over  which  one  caught  a 

.uleam  of  i)iir[)le  .>ock,  aii<l  an  umlin'lla.) 
"if  things  come  to  the  worst  with  the 
Dukes,  ii  will  !><•  a  great  tiling  to  have 
an  aeroplane  in  your  back -yard,  into 
which  you  step  and  disappear  over  the 
hills  and  far  away." 

It  was  in  respect  of  this  triple  Hood  of 
<]ue-tion-.tliut  Vin:-('n\\im:i!i  MS  stepped 
to  front.  In  turn  he  answered  for  War 
Office,  Agriculture,  and  the  Trea>ury. 
The  three  halls,  so  to  speak,  revolving 
round  each  other  in  the  ambient  air 
with  >urety,  swiftne-s,  prcci-ion,  were 
watcheil  by  Members  with  rapt  atten- 
tion. Ki  l1/ \l.\\  llol'K  had  --iH-nt  an  hour 
in  his  study  evolving  intricate  i|iie>tioii 
designed  to  show  that  Lnm>-(  li.oiji.i: 
blundered  hojK'Ie*-ly  in  calculation  of 
the  yield,  during  current  financial  year, 
of  increase  on  spirit  duties,  hit  it  with 
assurance  that  it  would  Ixjwl  over  the 
hapless  deputy. 

"The  answer  to  all  tin;  questions  is 
in  the  affirmative,'1  said  the  ViOE-Cimi- 
iiEiii.Aiv,  bowing  to  the  interrogator 
and  showing  instinctive  tendency  to 
retire  a  few  paces  backward  as  upon 
occasion  he  does  at  Court,  an  impulse 
checked  by  unrelenting  bench  at  back 
of  his  legs. 

Nothing  could  be  neater.  FITZ.U.AN 
HOPE  gasped  for  breath.  Expecting 


"  Detected  fry  Sark)  in  \\zyh\\ 
little  mnn.i  uvro." 
:Tmi 


to     lind     iepi.  ,,f      yr, 

collap-e  under  his  conundrum,  x\aV 
not  prepared  with  another.  Help  came 
from  iinexjiect.  .1  .purler.  l'|. 


Mr.  Jiiuniy  CalJwell  as  Lord  Kolicrt  ('•-  -il 

hoped  to  see  him. 
The  Deputy  Chairman  of  Comiuittoei) 


WHITE   from    Nationalist   camp 
(Gangway,  and  this  is  what  he  miJ  :  — 

"  li  duty  is  only  paid  on  24,000,000  «all.-i,- 
iluring  the  present  financial  year  that  will  !•• 
ouly  half  of  what  was  paid  List  year,  ami  Al- 
though 3*.  !li/.  \s  paid  on  thin,  11*.  will  be  lost 
mi  tin-  other  24,000,00)  that  will  not  be  taken 
out  of  Ixind.  Will  not  that  lie  a  lo«  of 
revenue  ?  " 

This  sort  of  thing,  suddenly  xprungmi 
a  man,  would  knock  down  anyone  but 
a  Vice-Chamberlain.  Of  course  Fi  uf.n 
knew  no  more  about  the  subject  than  did 
the  Mace  on  the  Table.  Written  an-\v.i- 
were  placed  in  his  hand  on  behalf  of 
absent  Ministers.  Not  his  to  wonder 
why.  All  he  had  undertaken  to  do  \\a- 
to  read  them.  As  much  as  he  hail  Ix-eu 
able  to  do  up  to  now  was  to  keep  the 
three  classes  in  proper  order.  Very 
nearly  read  out  War  Office  reply  about 
new  Howitzers  when  some  one  im. 
in  Agriculture  was  wanting  to  know 
particulars  relating  to  Dead  Meat  Trade. 
For  a  moment  seemed  done  for.  <  hily 
fora  moment. 

"Perhaps,"  he  >aid.  "  the  hon.  gentle- 
man will  allow  me  to  make  enquii 
and  straightway  he  sat  down. 

Business  done.  With  help  of  d-^im-, 
Irish  Land  Bill  rattled  considerable  way 
through  Committee. 

Tuesday.  —  TIM  HEAI.Y  turned  up  in 
one  of  his  rare  meteoric  flights.  Finds 
himself  standing  with  back  to  wall,  his 
countrymen  above  and  below  the  ' 
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•way  fighting  each  other  for  the  love  of 
Ireland,  united  only  in  their  impulse  to 
gird  at  him.  Seems  rut  her  to  like  it. 
Generally  manages  to  give  as  much  as 
he  gets,  an  honest  habit  appreciated  by 
House. 

Lynx  eye  of  MEMBER  roit  SARK  detected 
TIM  this  afternoon  in  playful  little 
manoeuvre.  As  everyone  knows,  tickets 
securing  particular  seat  for  a  sitting  are 
obtainable  only  at  prayer  time.  For 
obvious  reasons,  Tin  doesn't  attend  on 
ministration  of  the  Chaplain,  whom 
everyone  is  glad  to  see  hack  on  service 
temporarily  interrupted  by  a  grievous 
sorrow.  But  he  has  an  affection  for 
corner  seat  on  third  bench  below  Gang- 


Presently,  Prayers  over,  LABBY,  wilh 
smiling  countenance,  strode  in  and  took 
his  place  besido  his  accomplice.  Mr. 
GEIKIE  forthwith  rounded  on  him.  The 
House  chuckled,  SPEAKER  administered 
grave  reproof,  but,  there  followed  no  in- 
termission of  tenancy  of  the  corner  seat. 

Business  done. — Irish  Land  Bill  in 
Committee  still  merrily  closured. 

Thursday. — Lord  ROBERT  CECIL  has 
some  moments  of  pained  reflection  on 
Mr.  CAI.WVEIJ/S  conduct  in  the  Chair. 
Ten  days  ago  he  felt  constrained  to  give 
notice  of  a  motion  formally  calling  atten- 
tion to  it.  This  arose  upon  alleged 
omission  of  Chairman  to  cry  aloud, 


way.  It  places  him  in  proximity  to  his  .  "Clear  the  Lobby,"  before  finally  putting 
dearest  friends.  JOHN  Dn.i.ov  sits  on 
his  left,  immediately  behind  him,  JOHN' 
REDMOND.  Unless  he  inserts  in  recep- 
tacle at  back  of  bench,  card  bearing 
his  name,  it  is  open  to  any  Member 
in  his  temporary  absence  to  displace 
him. 

What  SARK  saw  this  afternoon  was 
TIM,  entering  just  after  Questions 
were  embarked  upon,  turn  round,  and 
in  casual  manner  drop  in  its  place 
the  prized  ticket.  Then  he  faced 
DEPUTY-SPEAKER  with  countenance  of 
almost  supernal  interest,  assured 
that  he  was  safely  seated  for  the  night, 
none  daring  to  make  him  afraid. 

Incident  recalls  episode  in  a  Par- 
liament dead  with  the  last  century. 
Liberals  were  at  that  time  in  Oppo- 
sition. LABBY'-  known  to-day  in  his 
adopted  home  at  Florence  as  Signoi 
LABBI  —  taking  an  active  part  in 
Parliamentary  proceedings,  estab- 
lished a  freehold  in  corner  seat 
below  Gangway  to  left  of  SPEAKER, 
a  place  ever  connected  with  the  bud- 
ding fame  of  GRAKDOI.PH.  There  was 
no  doubt  about  the  legitimacy  of  his 
holding.  There,  to  be  seen  of  all 
men,  was  his  honoured  name  set 


he  had  risen  to  speak  before  the  amend- 
ment was  put. 

'•  1  did  not  obsairve  the  noble  lord," 
said  JIMMY,  glancing  sideways  at  the  top 
corner  seat  above  Gangway. 

lx>rd  ROBERT  gasped.  For  anyone  to 
fail  to  observe  him  when  drawn  to  his 
full  height  of  6  feet  -,  his  voitv  tip- 
lifted  in  angered  reiteration,  seemed  to 
verge  on  the  impossible.  But  you  can't 
flatly  contradict  the  personal  asser.ion 
of  a  Member,  much  less  a  Deputy-Chair- 
man. So  Lord  ROBERT  sat  silent,  staring 
at  JIMMY  as  if  he  were  some  new  incom- 
prehensible product  of  Nature. 

liusiness  done.—  Irish  Land  Bill  still 
in  Committee. 


"Lord  IJobert  .  .  .  staring  at  Jimmy  as  i£  ho  were 
some  new  incomprehensible  product  o£  Nature." 


forth  on  white  ticket  placed  in  back  of 
seat.  But  LABBY,  though  living  in  close 
proximity  to  Westminster  Abbey,  was 
never  in  his  seat  at  Prayers.  How  did 
he  manage  it  ? 

SIDNEY  GEDGK,  happily  then  still  with 
us,  a  never-failing  attendant  on  l>ivine 
Service,  had  his  suspicions.  His  ordi- 
nary seat  was  above  Gangway,  in  faith- 
fid  proximity  to  his  pastors  and  masters 
on  the  Treasury  Bench.  On  a  day  he 
quietly  shifted  his  quarters  to  a  bench 
below  Gangway  immediately  opposite 
that  from  which  MEM m :i;  roit  NORTHAMP- 
TON used  to  make  mischief.  The  seal 
was  at  the  moment  tenantless.  Bending 
his  head  in  reverent  attitude  whilst  the 
CHAPLAIN  read  prayers,  through  the  open 
lingers  of  hand  held  before  his  face, 
Mr.  GEUGE  distinctly  saw  CIIVRI.KS  DILKE 
drop  a  ticket  into  receptacle  at  back  of 
LAIIBY'S  seat. 


the  question.  House  looked  forward 
with  keen  expectation  to  seeing  JIMMY 
standing  at  the  Bar  in  a  white  sheet, 
peradveuture  with  a  candle  in  his  hand, 
what  time  Lord  ROBKUT  enlarged  on  his 
shortcomings. 

Nothing  came  of  the  threat.  Encour- 
aged by  impunity,  JIMMY  has  been  at  it 
again  in  even  aggravated  form.  Debate 
OH  an  amendment,  havinggone  forward  for 
considerable  time,  CHAIRMAN  proceeded 
to  put  question.  At  same  moment  Lord 
ROBERT  rose  with  intent  to  continue 
debate. 

''Mr.  CALDWKU,,"  he  called  out  in  a 
voice  that  travels  far. 

JIMMY,  however,  not  looking  up  from 
the  paper,  continued  to  recite  the  amend- 
ment, put  the  question  and  declared  the 
Noes  had  it.  House  cleared  for  Division, 
Lord  ROBERT  in  due  form  put  on  his  hat 
and  sternly  reminded  the  CHAIRMAN  that 


AN  EXPLANATION. 

[A  doctor  lias  recommended  flirting  as  a 
Ionic  fur  dyspeptic  and  bilious  jieople. 
Wlien  two  young  people  commence  a  flirt- 
ation, lie  argues,  they  become  animated  and 
gay.  Their  hearts  beat  quicker  and  the 
blood  circulates  more  freely.  Thus  the 
sluggish  action  of  the  liver  is  quickened 
by  the  increased  blood  supply.] 

NAY,    Phyllis!    I've   never   intended 

to  wed  : 

A  course  I  consider  so  stupid 
lias  not  for  a  moment  come  into  my 

head, 

I  don't  care  a  cuss  about  Cupid. 
I  call  on  you  often,  I  talk  with  you 

much, 

I  salute  you  with  amorous  greetings, 
But  now  let  me  hasten  to  tell  you  that 

such 
Are  purely  medicinal  meetings. 

We  prattle  together,  exchanging  our 

views, 

But  vows  do  not  enter  the  question  ; 
Love-making  is  merely  a  physic  I  use 

To  quicken  a  doubtful  digestion. 
Your  charming  society  freely  dispels 
A    hump    which    were   otherwise 
chronic ; 


In  short,  dear,  platonic  flirtation  excels 
All  other  descriptions  of  tonic. 

Did  anyone  offer  me  you  as  a  wife, 

I  fear  1  should  laugh  at  the  giver  ; 
I  think  of  you,  not  as  the  "  star  of  my 
life," 

But  merely  a  stir  to  my  liver. 
Yet  do  not  imagine  1  'm  treating  you  ill, 

But  rather  rejoice  at  the  notion 
That  I  have  esteemed  you  as  good  as  a 
pill 

And  ranked  you  as  high  as  a  potion. 


"The  annual  regatta,  which  was  held  on  the 
10th  just.,  was,  to  a  great  extent,  spoiled  by 
want  o£  wind.  In  all  the  events  the  courses 
had  to  lie  shortened.  It  is  to  be  regretted  that 
the  genuinely  sporting  efforts  of  this  club  have 
met  with  so  poor  a  response  this  year." — The 
Yachtsman, 

It  really  does  look  sometimes  as  though 
the  weather  wasn't  trying. 
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GROUSE    SHOOTING    MADE    EASY. 

Ti/ro  (to  old  Keeper,  who  lias  leen  rery  tticeeefftilly  occupying  the  end  6t<M).    "I   CAN'T   HIT   THESE   O.M  ..rxi.u,   buiVEN   BIKDR  AT   ALL! 

HOW   IS   IT  YOU  DO  IT?" 

Keeper.   "  WnEI,  I  GIE  IT  TIIEM    IX  TI7EIR  FACES  WHEN  THEY'RE   COMIN,'  A!i'  I    PfiUU   IT    ABOUT  THEIR  TAILS  WHEN  THEY'RE  CONE   BT,  JCST 

'  TAE  CIRCUMSTANCES." 


WHEN  THE  DUKES  CAME  BACK. 

IN  1924  there  was  not  a  solitary 
duke  or  millionaire  left  in  the  country. 
( 'apital  had  gone.  There  was  no  money 
save  CHIOZZA  MONKV,  and  this  foreign 
currency  was  considerably  depreciated. 
The  United  States  had  absorbed  every 
duke.  ] ly  a  special  constitutional  amend- 
meiit  dnkes  of  foreign  birtli  were  allowed 
to  I lecome President.  TheDukeof  WKST- 
MIKSTKU  was  just  completing  his  second 
term.  The  Duke  of  NORFOLK,  whose  ad- 
mirable management  of  Tammany  Hall 
was  I  he  envy  of  all  native-born  politicians, 
had  just  secured  the  Democratic  nomina- 
tion for  Presidency.  He  had  delivered  an 
ultimatum  in  a  letter  to  a  leading  sena- 
tor. An  obscuro  politician  named  ROOSE- 
VKLT  had  striven  for  a  special  income- 
tax  (in  dukes,  but  had  been  defeated 
liy  the  Dnke  of  PORTLAND,  who  instantly 
discharged  his  thirteenth  butler,  and 
intimated  that  he  was  prepared  to  take 
even  stronger  steps. 

In  England  the  great  leaders  of  the 
Conservative  Party,  Mr.  JOYNMA linns 
and  Mr.  VICTOR  Guvvsov,  had  striven  in 
v.iin  to  overthrow  the  KKIR  HARIMK 
( Jovermnent.  The  Government  had  the 
.steady  support  of  all  t ho  Old  Age  Pen- 
sioners, and  as  this  included  every  one 


over  forty,  opposition  was  futile.  Even 
a  resolution  of  censure  on  Viscount 
BYLES,  the  Viceroy  of  India,  for  giving 
precedence  at  his  levees  to  (coloured) 
bomb-throwers,  had  been  defeated  by 
624  votes  to  10.  But  one  day,  as  Par- 
liament was  discussing  an  important 
Government  measure  for  giving  free 
meals  to  a.l  married  or  engaged  couples, 
an  armed  mob  appeared  in  the  Lobby. 
The  Press  photographers,  feuilletonis's, 
and  short  story  writers  of  England  had 
risen  en  masse. 

Mr.  SILAS  K.  HOCKING  and  Count 
WILLIAM  LE  QiErx  (of  the  Principality 
of  Monaco)  placed  their  demands  liefore 
the  trembling  House:  — 

"Whereas  we  the  petitioners  have 
derived  our  livelihood  in  the  past  solely 
fromdukes  and  millionaires ;  And  where- 
as some  tens  of  thousands  of  British 
subjects  have  in  the  past  earned  an 
honest  living  by  selling  to  the  papers 
suck  snap-shots  as '  The  Duke  of  Norfolk 
smiles,'  'The  Duke  of  Bedford  puts  up 
an  umbrella,'  '  The  Duke  of  Leeds  tells 
a  friend  a  good  story.'  And  whereas 
the  industry  of  feuilleton-writing  (which 
hitherto  employed  on  The  Daily  Mail 
and  its  allied  papers  alone  one  thousand 
tax-payers)  has  become  extinct  owing  to 
the  public's  lack  of  familiarity  with 


dukes  and  millionaire's  — the  essential 
raw  materials  of  the  feuilleton  ;  And 
whereas  two  million  writers  of  short 
stories  are  driven  to  seek  their  material 
in  the  shim,  tin-  kail-yard,  and  rp|"  r 
Tooting;  Therefore  we  the  petitioners 
demand  that  all  protective  taxes  on  their 
raw  material,  duke*  and  millionaires,  be 
instantly  removed.  And  in  the  event  of 
y.  ur  honourable  House  failing  toromply 
with  this  demand  then  the  members  of 
the  House  will  l>e  forcibly  restrained 
whilst  the  petitioners'  representatives 
read  aloud  typical  feuilletons  of  their 
own  production." 

There  was  a  shriek  of  horror  from  the 
frightened  House.  Mr.  CROOKS,  the 
Secretary  for  War,  fainted.  Then  the 
forms  of  the  House  were  unanimously 
suspended  and  the  veteran  Premier  in- 
troduced a  Bill  providing  that  dukes 
and  millionaires  should  be  exempt  from 
all  taxation  and  become  Old  Age  Pen- 
sioners from  birth. 

Two  days  later  every  illustrated  paper 
in  England  contained  a  snap-shot.  "The 
Duke  of  Norfolk  paying  his  taxiplane 
driver  at  Li\vr|Kx>I  aerogage,"  and  The 
Daily  Mail  announced  a  new  feuilletnp 
by  the  author  of  Isptrs  in  Purple,  entitled 
Tnie  Hearts  in  Tiara*.  England  was 
If  again. 
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A   MORNING   DIP. 

SHE  tripped  down  the  s:in<l 

l'"i)r  ;i  dip  in  the  briny, 
And  cautiously  scanned 
The  breakers  at  hand  ; 
Her  costume  was  grand, 

Her  temerity  tiny. 
She  tripped  down  the  sand 

For  a  dip  in  the  briny. 

The  water  was  blue, 
And  so  was  the  maiden, 

Her  nervousness  grew, 

She  was  shivering  too 

As  she  bobbed  her  way  through 
The  rollers  spray-laden. 

The  water  looked  blue 
And  so  did  the  maiden. 

Her  machine  she  mi-laid, 

And  se.irched  for  it  blindfy  ; 
To  doorways  she  strayed, 
Recoiling  dismayed,  "\ 

For  their  inmates  conveyed 

Their  reproaches  unkindly.      » 
Her  machine  she  mislaid, 
And  searched  for  it  blindly. 

But  she  found  it,  of  course, 

And  tc ok  hours  over  dressing, 
While  the  unbathed,  in  force    • 
On  the  steps,  be:ame  hoarse 
('Twas  their  only  ie-oiuce) 

In — the  converse  of  blessing. 
But  she  found  it,  of  course, 
And  took  hours  over  dressing. 


robbery  at  Pastor's  Hotel  at  Cairo,  in 
which  the  thieves  carried  off  a  dox.en 
of  champagne,  six  bottles  of  I ienei lie- 
tine,  2000  gold-tipped  cigarettes,  100 
Magnifieo  Pomposo  cigars,  valued  at 
£22,  or  exactly  20  times  the  amount  of 
the  goods  abstracted  by  the  readers  of 
Raffles,  they  asked  and  obtained  per- 
mission to  recompense  the  proprietor 
for  his  loss.  "1  leave  all  unprejudiced 
readers,"  Mr.  Halk  Ayne  modestly  adds, 
"  to  draw  the  obvious  inference." 

Miss  Carrie  Mcrelli  writes  to  state  that 
none  of  her  readers  have  ever  been 
prompted  by  the  study  of  her  works  to 
any  confusion  between  meum  and  taum. 


THE  BENEFIT  OF  LITERATURE. 

AT  North  Walsham  on  Saturday 
the  21st  ult,  two  lads  were  charged 
with  stealing  "a  bottle  of  brandy,  a 
bottle  of  Chartreuse,  a  box  of  Sure 
Shot  cigars,  a  box  of  Tortoise-shell 
cigarettes,  seven  boxes  of  Colonel 
Bogey  cigarettes,  a  box  containing  10 
packets  of  Colonel  Bogey  cigarettes, 
a  bicycle  wrench,  10  packets  of 
Player's  cigarettes,  six  packets  of  — 
Woodbines,  and  nine  cigars,  value  in 
all  £1  2s.  Od,"  from  a  hotel  at  Bacton. 
The  prisoners,  one  of  wlurfn  explained 
that  they  had  been  reading  "  a  book 
called  Raffles  which  appears  to  have 
turned  our  luads,"  were  dealt  with 
under  the  Probation  Act  and  were  bound 
over  in  their  own  recognisances  of  ^150, 
and  their  father's  surety,  for  a  like 
amount,  to  come  up  for  judgment  if 
called  upon  within  twelve  months. 

Several eminent  novelists  have  written 
to  us  to  contrast  the  effect  of  the  novel 
in  question  with  that  on  the  ingenuous 
minds  of  the  readers  of  their  own 
beneficial  fictions. 

Mr.  Halk  Ayne,  the  author  of  Tlie 
(Ifetft,  Black  Loss,  informs  us  that 
two  Egyptian  Nationalists  have  been  MI 
moved  by  the  perusal  of  his  romance 
that,  hearing  of  a  recent  regrettable 


MORE    BUDGET    DEBATES. 

'  YCS,  BUT  TOD   JEST   PUT   VOVJRSELF   JN   T11E   DdOK 

WKSTMINSTKU'S  M.ACE." 


On  the  contrary  they  have  led  to  the 
diffusion  of  a  spirit  of  such  boundless 
benevolence  that,  as  recently  published 
wills  testify,  various  charitable  institu- 
tions have  directly  benefited  to  the  extent 
of  many  thousands  of  pounds. 

Meanwhile  the  Scotland  Yard  authori- 
ties are  seriously  considering  the  im- 
portance either  of  enrolling  extra  police 
during  the  forthcoming  run  of  Arscne 
IMI>'III  or  arranging  for  some  dramatic 
antidote  to  that  further  attractive  ex- 
ploitation  of  the  gentleman  thief. 


"Mr.  C.  ]0.  M.,  1'arisU  t'huivh  an.l  Burf-h 
Organist,  resumes  hi*  Professional  iluti.s  on 
Wednesday.  1st  September. 

".Mi-.  \V.  II.,  Oi'Kiiiiixt  and  Choirmaster, 
commences  his  Professional  Duties  OH  Tuesday. 
1st  September."-  Port  Glasgow  Express, 

Tims  there  is  no  clashing. 


»>n;  MERRY  MUSICIANS. 
Xo  surer  indication  of  the  advance  in 
public  musical  taste  could  be  afforded, 
as  The  1  hilly  Mali  justly  points  out,  in  a 
recent  issue,  than  thepopularity  achieved 
nt  the  Promenade  Concerts  by  the  Valse 
Trlstc  of  the  Finnish  composer,  SIBKI.H  s. 
To  quote  from  our  contemporary  :  "  It 
is,  indc<d,  sad  and  ghostly,  written  as  a 
part  oli  the  incidental  music  to  a  drama, 
'  Death,'  by  Arvid  Jarnefelt  (brother-in- 
law  of  Sibelius).  A  sick  and  sleeping 
mother  suddenly  awakens  to  the  sound 
of  soft  musi  •,  which  develops  into  a 
wall/,  refrain.  She  waves-  her  hands  in 
time  to  the  music,  and  strange  vision- 
ary couples  appear  and  dance  to  the 
weird  valso  rhythm.  Then  a  knock 
comes  at  the  door;  the  mother  utters 
a  despairing  cry  ;  the  door  Hies  open, 
and  Death  stands  on  the  threslml  !.'! 

Although  the  Valse  Trlstc,  may  not 
enjoy  the  questionable  distinction  of 
being  whistled  everywhere,  The.  Daily 
Mail  confidently  predicts  that  it  will 
become  very  popular  with  <  relies! nd 
societies,  especially  those  I  aving  a 
limited  but  efficient  band. 

It  is  pleasant  to  know  that  this 
campaign  against  unseasonable  levity 
is  being  carried  on  by  native  as  well 
as  foreign  composers.  Thus  "  The 
Last  Gasp  "  is  the  pleasing  title  of 
a  new-  symphonic  poem  which  Mr. 
Schubert  Coffin  has  undertaken  to 
compose  for  the  Kensal  Green 
Festival  The  scenario  of  this  exhil- 
arating morecau  is  as  follows.  A 
patient  suffering  from  the  sc<iwhv  of 
acute  influenza  is  lying  prostrate  on 
his  couch  when  his  room  is  invaded 
by  two  burglars,  who,  after  garotliiii; 
their  victim,  dance  a  Valse  mneabiv 
round  the  bed.  This  number  cannot 
fail  to  commend  itself  to  orulicstral 
societies  in  the  suburbs,  especially 
during  an  epidemic  of  housebre-akiwg. 
Again,  Mr.  Cyril  Keltic,  noted  for 
his  cadaverous  charm,  has  been  com- 
missioned by  the  Woking  Choral  Society 
to  compose  a  cantata  illustrating  the  hor- 
rors of  premature  burial.  The  orchestra 
is  muted  throughout,  and  the  ordinary 
instruments  will  be  supplemented  by 
a  group  of  four  oboes  d'omre,  two 
screech  owls  and  a  banshee,  and  tin- 
conductor's  desk  at  the  first  perform- 
ance will  be  placed  (n  the  top  of 
a  sarcophagus  specially  constructed  lor 
the  occasion. 

Finally  we  are  rejoiced  to  hear  that 
Messrs.  Mury  and  Tombs,  the  famous 
musical  entrepreneurs,  have  arranged  a 
series  of  lethal  Chamber  Music  Concerts. 
The  full  programmes  will  be  announced 
in  due  course,  but  we  understand  that 
they  will  include  a  charming  cycle  of 
Death-bed  Ditties  and  a  set  of  Skeleton- 
Army  Quadrilles. 
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OLD    JOKES    FOR    NEW. 

As  1  climbed  the  stairs  to  tlic  editor's 
office  I  recalled  inylast  night  in  Ixmdon. 
when  1  s;it  \\iih  pen  and  paper  before 
Jin1,  racking  my  brains  for  a  subject  nn 
which  lo  write,  and  cursing  tho  roar  of 
motor  buses  that  came  in  at  the  window. 
(The  roar  came  iii.)  I  do  not  remember 
the  name  of  the  country,  or  how  I  got 
there  ;  but  I  was  far  from  the  land  of 
my  birth,  in  a  place  where  tho  prospect 
of  a  fresh  start  filled  nio  with  hope. 

I  was  assuring  the  editor  that  I  could 
do  all  the  things  the.  J>oiidoii  editors  had 
mistakenly  decided  tlrat  I  could  not  do, 
when  he  interrupted  me  : 

"  What  we  want  is  something  fresh," 
lie  said,  "  new  treatment,  novel  points  of 
view,  bright  ideas,  and" — with  a  wave 
of  I  lie  hand — "and  so  on." 

"  Exactly,  just  my  line,"  I  said. 

"  Take  my  ''Wit  and  Humour  '  page, 
fm  instance.  It's  so  difficult  to  get  out 
of  the  old  ruts,  away  from  the  old 
.stories " 

"I  know — the  curate's  egg,  and  the 
rest  of  'em,"  1  said. 

"The  curate's  egg?  I  don't  under- 
stand." 

"I  mean  the  story — the  story  of  the 
curate's  egg,  you  know;  'parts  of  it 
excellent,'  you  remember." 

"No,  never  heard  it.  Is  it  a  good 
one?"  he  asked.  So  I  told  it  to  him. 
lie  laughed  loud  and  long,  slapped  his 
leg,  and  summoned  his  assistant,  to 
whom  he  repeated  it.  I  began  to  won- 
der whether  I  was  dreaming.  However, 
1  was  encouraged  to  try  again,  and  I 
recounted  the  incident  of  the  man  who 
attempted  suicide  on  tho  metals  of  a 
slow  line,  and  died  of  starvation  before 
a  train  came,  following  with  the  tale  of 
the  nervous  page-boy  at  the  Bishop's 
bed-room  door.  They  were  convulsed. 

"  Young  man,"  said  the  editor,  wiping 
away  his  tears,  "I'll  pay  five  pounds  for 
a  column  of  stories  like  those." 

"Done |"  I  said.  "And  could  you 
do  with  a  couple  of  thousand  on  the 
Mother-in-law?  " 

"No,  Sir;  humour's  your  line.  You 
stick  to  humour." 

"  But  she  is  humorous,"  I  replied. 

"  Not  in  this  country,"  he  declared 
grimly.  So  I  told  him  a  mother-in-law 
story.  His  face  lit  with  the  light  of  a 
new  discovery,  and  he  ordered  two 
columns,  adding  that  the  boys  would 
enjoy  reading  it.  It  required  great 
restraint  on  my  part  to  reserve  tin.  Scot 
for  a  future  suggestion. 

I  had  reached  a  land  where  the  old 
jokes  were  unknown.  Could  a  humorist 
hope  for  an\  thing  belter  even  in  his 
dreams?  As  1  rushed  back  to  my  lodg- 
ings I  had  visions  of  wealth  and  lame.  1 
wrote  easily  and  rapidly,  page  after  page; 
then  I  sat  back  to  read  whatl  had  written. 


••  NANNV,  N.IS.VY,  co  «>MK  TO  MAX,  at 's  u»r  fl/s  rues  /.v  »BD!" 


But  as  I  read  the  writing  faded  away, 
the  roar  of  motor-buses  came  through 
tho  open  window,  and  the  paper  before 
me  changed  into  the  same  clean  sheet 
that  I  had  meant  to  write  on  before  I 
fell  a>leep  and  emigrated. 


A  BALLAD  OF  THE  SCOT. 

I  LAY  among  the  heath  and  ling. 

Close  as  a  rabbit  'neath  a  root. 
For  I  had  faced  that  fearsome  thing, 

A  Scottish  tenants-shoot ! 
The  beaters  bawled,  the  birds  were  raised, 

And,  heartened  by  his  country's  wine, 
Each  vassal  venomously  blazed 

All  up  and  down  the  line  ! 

The  drive  came  volleying  to  an  end  ; 

1  crawled  from  out  my  shelter  place  ; 
[  heard  a  grey-beard  greet  a  friend — 

0  woeful  was  his  face ! 
The  friend  lie  turned  him  in  his  butt, 

Quoth  he,  "  Whit  ails  ye,  Aliek  Baird ': 
"  0  wae  is  me,  for  I  hae  put 

Twa  pellets  in  the  I^aird  ! 


< )  weary  fa'  the  morn's  ill  work, 
< )  weary  fa'  this  weepon  fell, 
T<>  think  an  Elder  o'  tho  kirk 
Maun  tinker  up  Himsel' !  " 

Out  npake  his  friend  :  "  Awa'  wi'  yc ; 

Nae  maitter  that  for  sic  a  roar, 
Ye  \e  shot  the  Laird,  yo're  tellin'  me, 

But,  fegs,  it  micht  be  waur ! 

"Thank  Hei-ven  that  it  hadna*  been 
Yin  o'  they  feckless  beater  loons  ; 

The  Laird's  Hansel',— a  scarted  wean 
Had  co»t  yc  twa  half-croons!" 

The  Elder  raised  his  drooping  head  ; 

He  dropped  the  dour  and  tragic  mask, 
And,  "  Aiblins  ye  '11  be  richt !  "  he  said, 

And  took  the  proffered  flask. 

"  Incumbent  desire*  cxchanRp.  Country 
paii>l>,  very  healthy  position.  Eicelleiit  train 
service.  Station." — The  Jleeord. 

It  is  a  great  idea  to  have  a  station 
as  well  as  an  excellent  train  service; 
the  difficulty  of  disembarking  vanishes 
altogether. 
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RAILWAYS 


OUR    BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By  Mr.  Punch's  Staff  of  Learned  Clerks.) 

If  novel-readers  ever  go  out  on  strike  ami  break  windows, 
one  of  their  iirst  demands.  I  think,  will  be,  tliat  couples  who 
played  together  during  childhood  must  be  happily  united  in 
the  last  page:  it  is  one  of  the  natural  rights  of  romantic 
sentiment.  The  principle  is  rather  flagrantly  violated  in 
Diana  Dethroned  (L.\M:!,  by  W.  M.  LETTS,  for  the  two  young 
people  who  romped  about  at  the  beginning  of  the  book  have 
only  got  as  far  as  an  engagement,  when  the  arrival  of  an 
unexpected  wife,  supposed  to  have  been  burnt  in  Paris,  and 
belonging  to  Kobin  Daynant'e  recently  discarded  past,  upsets 
their  apple-cart.  The  lady  dies,  but  not  before  1'huite 
Lankcster  has  bestowed  her  hand  on  a  rather  uninteresting 
cousin  who  takes  morphia  and  comes  from  Australia.  The 
author's  mythology  is  not  a  little  puzzling,  for  Phoebe,  or 
"Diana,"  although  passionately  de- 
voted to  horse  and  hound,  is  to  some 
degree  identified  with  Ceres,  being 
supposed  to  reach  the  full  perfection 
of  her  womanhood  after  having 
been  married  for  five  or  six  years. 
Historically,  no  doubt,  certain  local 
Dianas  could  be  identified  with  the 
Syrian  Astarte,  if  one  wished  to  do 
it,  but  where  the  title  of  a  book 
is  concerned  it  is  surely  fairer  to  stick 
to  the  instructions  in  the  Gradus. 
I  am  the  more  concerned  to  make 
this  criticism  because  the  first  purl 
of  the  story  is,  I  think,  much  the 
best  (the  writer  is  particularly  happy 
in  her  sketches  of  children  and 
animals,  and  when  dealing  with  gar- 
den and  wood),  and  I  rather  lost 
interest  in  Phoebe  Lanhester  after  her 
marriage.  Perhaps  "  Diana  JVIater- 
familias "  would  have  been  a  fairer 
indication  of  what  the  reader  had  to 
expect. 

Mr.  HO\VAIU>  PEASE,  who  has  written 
With  the  Warden  of  the  Marches 
(CONSTABLE),  is  at  least  master  of  the 
art  of  chapter-heading.  ''Of  the 
Coining  of  the  Stranger,"  ''Of  the 
Rescue  of  Elfrida,"  and  the  like,  is 
how  he  distinguishes  them,  and  to  one  who  remembers 
the  glorious  AIXSWORTH  thrill  there  is  much  virtue  in  that 
"of."  Truth,  however,  compels  me  to  add  that  the  story 
itself  falls  a  little  short  of  the  promise  thus  implied.  It 
only  fills  half  the  book,  and  without  Mr.  PEASE'S  picturesque 
style,  and  his  store  of  borderland  knowledge  to  quicken  it, 
would  be  decidedly  commonplace,  I  suppose  no  heroine  in 
historical  fiction  ever  yet  swore  a  blood-feud  against  the 
house  of  her  father's  foes  without  promptly  thereafter 
Calling  in  love  with  its  chief.  Anyway  that  is  what  Elfrida 
did,  and  when  the  gallant  Binyon,  having  rescued  her 
in  the  most  approved  style  from  the  clutches  of  false 
(,'lennell,  turned  out  to  be  one  of  her  hereditary  enemies, 
she  evinced  a  surprise  which  1  confess  I  was  unable  to 
share.  Naturally  there  was  nothing  then  for  Elfrida 
but  to  dress  herself  in  doublet  and  hose,  ride  to  warn 
her  lover  of  the  feud,  and  fall  gracefully  into  his  arms. 
All  of  which  she  did,  so  promptly  indeed  as  to  leave  Mr.  PEASE 
with  more  than  a  hundred  pages  of  his  book  to  fill  up.  lie 
achieves  this  by  the  aid  of  some  short  stories,  which  give 
me  the  impression  of  being  early  work,  and  not  particularly 


worthy  of  their  present  form.  Surely  there  were  devices  by 
which  such  a  writer  could  have  kept  the  interest  of  his  longer 
tale  for  the  space  required  to  sell  it  at  six  shillings;  at 
present  the  make-weight  is  a  little  obviou.-.. 


That  Mr.  KmvAith  Now.i;  kuous 

The  ropes,  and  other  things  marine, 
Lords  of  the  Sea  (from  METIUKN)  shows, 

Like  former  books  of  his  I  've  seen  ; 
But  what  this  one  makes  clear  as  day, 

And  what  the  earlier  ones  did  not, 
Is  that  he  also  knows  the  way 

TCI  frame  a  very  powerful  plot. 

Mainly  his  purpose  is  to  paint 

The  ugly  side  of  life  at  sea — 
Fierce  competition,  with  the  taint 
Of  P.  P.  l.'sand  barratry. 

He  does  it  well,  though  not  so  much 

l!y  truth  to  things  as  they  exist, 
A,  by  the  very  human  touch 
lie  gives  to  the  protagonist. 


Londoner  (proud  of  the 
from  tlie  comt'ry].  "  TlIEK 
SEK  '.  ABSOU.TEI.V 


Ti(be   system,   to   friends 
K  's   THE  WHOLE   TIIIXG,   VHP 


1  propose  a  vote  of  sympathy  with 
1 1  ic  heroine  of  Fiona  (Mi  UBAY)  beca use 
her  charm  has  been  eclipsed  by  the 
obtrusiveness  of  her  creator.  It  is  a 
pity  and  more  than  a  pity,  for  it  Lady 
\AriKit  OF  MACILUI.A  would  realise  that 
a  novel  is  not  a  fitting  place  for  the 
airing  of  countless  prejudices  her 
work  would  be  really  delightful.  In 
this  book,  however,  she  is  out  to  tilt, 
and  one  feels  at  last  that  a  rescue- 
party  ought  to  be  formed  to  save 
Fiona  from  such  a  very  wicked 
Pharisaical  world.  The  desire  to 
pillory  snobbishness  is  commendable 
enough,  but  I  cannot  help  thinking 
that  Mr.  Venables  (a  member  of  the 
great  banking  house  of  Veiiablcx, 
Vcnablcs,  Yenables  and  Pickington) 
is  more  of  a  caricat  are  than  a 
character.  I  can  believe  a  good 
deal  of  Mr.  V enables ;  I  canbelie\e 
in  his  mottled  cheek,  his  creaking 
boots,  his  huge  soft  hands  and  his 
self-importance  ;  but  I  cannot  believe 
—  that,  with  so  portentous  an  outward 
curve  to  his  waistcoat,  he  would  spoil  his  social  aspirations 
by  wearing  his  thumbs  in  the  armholes  of  tint  garment. 
Cliapter  IX.  could  be  aptly  named  "  A  Straight  Talk  with 
Smart  Society,"  and  I  hope  devoutly  that  this  mysterious 
set  will  be  more  improved  than  amused  by  it.  Lady  NAFIEB, 
needless  to  say,  is  in  deadly  earnest  and  wholly  on  the  side 
of  the  angels,  but  in  her  wish  to  make  the  world  a  better 
place  she  is  in  danger  of  treating  her  characters  unfairly,  and 
— what  is  worse — of  boring  her  readers. 


"Hospital  Sergeant  Itoyul  Marines,  seeks  Situation  to  faKe  charge 
of  doctor's  surgery  and  accounts,  or  any  place   of   truth."— Northern 

Daily  Eclio. 

He  is  evidently  tired  of  telling  things  to  the  Marines. 


From  the  report  of  a  cricket  match  in  '.'lie  Glasgow  Ilerald: — 
"  W.  White,  thrown  out  93." 

ft  is  no  part  of  the  scorer's  duty  to  comment  on  a  bowler's 

action. 
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MR.  Lcx>Yiv-(JEOiir.K'8  Development  Bill 
provides  the  machinery  for  the  con- 
si  ruction  of  motor  roads  with  no  speed 
limits.  Clearly  another  bid  for  votes, 
addressed  this  tinii  to  the  Medical  and 
Undertaking  Professions. 

,  V 

The  \\ar  Office  is  about  to  issue  a 
number  of  landscape  targets  to  assist  in 
the  training  of  recruits  and  young 
soldier.-.  This  opening  of  a  new  fi?ld 
tor  painters  18  welcomed  in  Art  circles, 
and  it  is  said  that  a  certain  Royal 
Academician  whose  landscapes  are  often 
a  butt  for  the  critics  has  already  brought 
him.-e]f  before  the  notice  of  the  military 
auth  irities.  ^  ^ 


The   K\isi:u    ha-    done   much 
courage     aviation,     but     when 


Zr.rn:i.iN  reached 
on  both  ch  ek-;. 


to  en- 
Count 
Berlin  he  kissed  him 


V 


A  subscriber  to  Tin'  An'///  Mail  has 
been  complaining  of  the  way  in  which 
his  favourite  journal  lias  been  booming 
the  aeroplanes,  which  lie  believes  will 
prove  a  curse  to  mankind.  We  tinder- 


stand  it  to  be  a  fact  that  it  was  only  after 
long  and  careful  consideration  that  our 
contemporary  decided  to  give  its  patron- 
age to  the  new  method  of  locomotion, 
instead  of  letting  it  die  of  obscurity. 

V 

So  few  persons  have  a  good  word  for 
the  rook  that  we  are  pleased  to  find  a 
well-known  writer  whitewashing  that 
much  maligned  bird.  Mr.  HAMILTON" 
FYFE,  in  recounting  his  unpraBiona  of 
the  aerial  week  at  Rheims,  remarks: — 
"  The  Antoinette,  coming  up  towards  one 
high  against  the  horizon,  suggest-  an 
eagle  sailing  on  vast  white  wings — or  a 
rook,  perhaps,  since  eagles  are  not 
white."  ,  *, 

A  representative  of  The  Mirror  has 
Ixvn  interviewing  the  proprietor  of  a 
registry-office  on  the  subject  of  com- 
plaints by  servants.  "  S?rvants  in 
il,"  we  are  told,  "always  cou>i'ln 
thciu-clves  much  aggrieved  in  being 
called  by  their  first  names,  old  as  the 
practice  is,  preferring  the  use  of  the 
surname."  Our  experience  of  menials 
named  Ermyntrude,  Gwladys,  and 
Oaphne  is  the  other  way  round. 


The  new  American  Tariff  im|K«es  a 
duty  of  20  per  <vnt.  on  violin  rosin,  and 
KIDKI.IK  and  MM:II:  HM.I.,  \\lio  had 
already  entered  into  contracts  with 
Yankee  managers,  are  said  to  be  faced 

with  ruin.  *  * 

* 

Judge  \V«K»|I\VAIII>,  of  New  York,  holds 
the  opinion  that,  while  Am  ricaii  jieople 
many  years  ai;o  were  probably  over 
boastful,  the  pendulum  has  now  swung 
the  oilier  way.  and  theavenige  American 
is  too  modc-t  in  a.-MTting  the  glories  of 
his  native  land.  But  this  was  slid  before 
the  Star-  and  Stripe-  had  IK-CH  run  up 

at  the  North  Pole. 

*  * 

The  Kaiwr  Willu-lm  tier  Grotse,  on 
her  way  aero—  the  Atlantic,  cut  clean 
through  a  large  whale  lying  asleep  .  n 
the  top  of  the  water.  For  MMMC  time 
past,  we  lielieve,  the  problto  of  the 
reckless  siiiling  of  the  big  liners— or 
"sea-hogs,"  as  they  are  called  —  has 
been  receiving  attention  in  wliale  circles, 
but  has  not  vet  been  satisfactorily  solved. 
*  * 

More  decadence !    A  shop  in  one  of 

our  be-t    streets    i-    lioldly   advertising 
Fashions  for  the  Fall.' 
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THE    NEW  CORDON    BLEU. 

CROSS-EXAMINATIONS    FOR   THF    KOMP- 

To  DR.  COOK,  OF  TIIK  Xmnn  POLE. 

IF  you  can  swear  upon  your  soul 

Thai,  having  passed  (lie  icy  seas. 
You  liavc  unearthed  the  long-lost  Pole 

(And,  though  vein-  lalo  .sounds  like  a  wheeze 
Told  to  Marines  by  giddy  middies, 
I  must  not  doubt  its  bona  fides)  ; — 

If  it  is  true  that  you  achieved 

The  dash  across  those  dismal  floes 
In  isolation  unrelieved 

Except  by  stuffy  Eskimos, 
Ixit  me,  although  a  mere  land-lubber, 
Anoint  your  head  with  oil  of  blubber. 

On  you  the  general  gaze  is  bent ; 

Our  feelings  even  grow  obtuse 
About  that  other  world-event, 

The  football-gladiators'  "  truce ;  " 
A  deed  like  yours  seems,  after  all, 
More  vital  than  a  game  of  ball. 

And  most  we  marvel  how  you  nursed 

So  long  in  secret  such  a  sprint ; 
I  should  have  thought  it  would  have  burst 

Out  through  your  pores  in  sudden  print ; 
Is  there  a  case  of  such  restraint 
In  Yankee  records  ?  No,  there  ain't. 

Even  The  Mall  was  months  behind 
The  date  of  your  accomplished  fact, 

Nor  should  I  be  surprised  to  find 
Its  Polar  Correspondent  sacked, 

Who  missed  you  in  the  Arctic  night 

Through  an  amazing  oversight. 

Meanwhile  it  weighs  you  ia  the  scale, 
It  puts  you  through  the  critic's  sieve, 

And  finds  The  New  York  Herald's  tale 
"AN  UNCONVINCING  NARRATIVE," 

In  rival  typs  it  almost  looked 

As  if  the  whole  account  was  Cooked ! 

Yes,  there  are  sceptic  eyes  to  face, 
Men  who  will  cry,  "  You  talk  about 

Your  Eskimos  whc  joined  the  chase? 
Well,  let  us  see  'cm  ;  trot  'em  out !  " 

And  others,  "  If  you  reached  the  goal, 

Where  's  the  result  ?    Produce  your  Pole !  " 

Myself,  I  liked  that,  first  report, 

Laconic  as  a  rifle's  crack, 
Which  showed  (without  details  of  sport) 

You  'd  done  the  journey — Pole  and  back, 
Fulfilling  your  tremendous  mission 
"  While  on  a  Polar  expedition." 

In  that  last  line  there  is  the  ring 

Of  Truth  that  proves  your  word  is  good  ; 

Some  might  assert  they  found  the  thing 
While  skating  in  the  neighbourhood  ; 

But  you  located  its  position 

"  While  on  a  Polar  expedition." 

Well,  there  have  been  great  COOKS  before, 

Voyagers  famed  beyond  eclipse — 
JAMKS  who  discovered  many  a  shore, 

And  THOMAS  who  invented  trips, 
Nor  can  there  be,  in  my  poor  view, 
"  Too  many  Cooks  "  like  them  and  JTOU.  0.  S. 


OR,    LITTLE    ARTHUR'S    ROAD    TO    KNOWLEDGE. 
(Little  Arthur,  aged  12;  Papa,  aged  48.) 

Little  Arthur.  Papa  ! 

Papa.  Yes,  my  boy. 

L.  A.  May  I  ask  you  a  question  ? 

Papa.  Yes,  yes.     What  is  it  ? 

L.  A.  Are  you  a  very  plain  man,  Papa? 

Papa.  Am  I  a Well,  I'm  dashed!  What  on  earth 

do  you  mean?  It's  remarkably  good  of  you  to  take  such  an 
interest  in  my  looks.  I  don't  suppose  I'm  better  or  worse 
than  most  other  men  as  far  as  that  goes. 

L,  A.  Oh,  Papa,  I  didn't  mean  your  looks.  I've  never 
thought  about  them.  J'e.-ides,  Mamma  said  we  mustn't 
judge  people  by  their  looks.  She  said  an  ugly  face  often 
concealed  a  heart  of  gold  ;  and  I.  'm  sure  we  all  know 

Papa.  I  daresay,  1  daresay.  You  all  know  I  've  got  a  heart 
of  gold.  Was  that  what  you  were  going  to  say  ? 

L.  A.  Yes,  Papa,  something  like  that.  But,  of  course,  I 

didn't  mean  that  you  'd  got  an  ug I  shouldn't  dream  of 

saying  such  a  thing  as  that. 

Popj.  Well,  we  won't  pursue  that  subject,  if  you  don't 
mind. 

L.  A.  No,  Papa;  but  I  wasn't  thinking  of  that  subject  at 
all  when  we  started. 

Papa.  What  were  you  thinking  about,  then  ?  You  asked 
me  if  I  was  a  very  plain  man. 

L.  A.  Yes,  Papa,  I  did.  I  heard  you  tell  M.  Lagrange 
yesterday  that  yon  were  only  a  plain  Englishman  ;  and  I  've 
heard  you  say  the  same  thing  to  other  people  lots  of  times. 

Papa.  Oh,  that's  what  you're  after,  is  it? 

L.  A.  Yes,  Papa,  that 's  what  I  'm after.  And  M.  Lagrango 
said,  "Quant  a  mo'i,  je  no  suis  qu'un  pauore  Fran^ais, 
moi,"  and  you  said  it  didn't  matter  and  he  wasn't  to  mind, 
or  something  of  that  sort — so  I  thought  I  'd  ask  you  what 
you  meant  by  being  a  plain  Englishman. 

Papa.  Come,  there 's  nothing  so  very  difficult  about  that. 
Anybody  can  see  with -half  an  eye  what  that  means.  It 
means  a  man  who  's  outspoken  and  downright,  a  man  who 
means  what  he  says  and  says  what  he  means,  a  man  who — 
who's  an  Englishman,  in  short. 

L.  A.  Then  are  all  Englishmen  like  that,  Papa  ? 

Papa.  It 's  a  national  characteristic. 

L.  A.  Yes,  Papa,  but  Mr.  Mortimer  is  an  Englishman, 
isn't  he,  Papa  ? 

Pap.-/.  Certainly  he  is -a  very  good  old  English  family, 
the  Mortimers. 

L.  A.  But  Mamma  said  the  other  day  she  never  quite  knew 
what  Mr.  Mortimer  was  up  to — he  never  seemed  to  say  what 
he  really  meant ;  and  you  said  she  had  hit  him  off  to  a  T,  and 
that  you  couldn't  stand  a  man  who  had  always  got  something 
behind  what  he  said  and  was  always  laying  traps  for  you. 
You  said  there  we:e  too  many  men  like  that. 

Papa.  Yes,  that's  true  enough. 

L.  A.  But  then,  if  Mr.  Mortimer  's  an  Englishman,  Papa, 
and  if  he  never  says  what  he  really  means,  he  isn't  a  plain 
Englishman,  is  he  ? 

Papa.  I  never  said  he  was. 

L.  A.  No,  Papa ;  but  if  there  are  too  many  like  him 

Papa.  Foreigners,  my  boy. 

L.  A.  But,  Papa,  you  don't  know  many  foreigners.  You 
only  know  Mr.  Bliukenstein  and  Mr.  Schmitz  and  M.  Lagrauge, 
and  they  're  only  three,  and  I  'ni  sure  they  say  what  they 
mean,  don't  they  ? 

Papa.  What's  Miss  MacBrayne  doing?  Why  aren't  you 
having  lessons  with  her  ? 

L.  A.  She's  got  a  holiday,  Papa.  She's  celebrating  the 
battle  of  Bannockburn  with  some  Scotch  friends  in  London. 
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VARIETY. 

/•oaf  man.  "No,  THERE  AIX'T  MUCH  TO  DO  'KRE  EXCEPT  BATHE.     BIT  SOME  FOLKS,  WHEN  THEY  GETS  TIREO  o'  BATIKS'  moil  THIS  SIDE 

THE    BREAKWATER,  THEY   BATHES   FROM  T'OTHEK." 


/'<//«(.  The  battle  of  what? 

/..  A.  The  battle  of  Bannockbtirn,  Papa,  where  the  Scotch 
heat  the  Knglish.  She  Fa}-s  the  Scotch  always 

/'d/«(.  I  don't  want  to  hear  what  Miss  Macllrayne  says 
about  the  Scotch.  What  were  we  talking  about  ? 

/,.  .1.  I  was  going  to  say,  Papa,  that,  as  you  only  know 
three  foreigners  and  as  they  're  all  plain  men,  you  must 
have  been  thinking  about  Englishmen  when  you  said  there 
were  too  many  like  Mr.  Mortimer. 

1'njni.  Well,  I  wasn't. 

L.  A.  Weren't  you,  Papa  ?  Then  I  wonder  what  kind  of 
people  you  were  thinking  about? 

r«l>u.  You  can  go  on  wondering. 

L.  A.  Yes,  Papa.  But  you  do  think  Englishmen  are  better 
than  foreigners,  don't  you? 

Papa.  Of  course  I  do.     So  docs  every  sensible  man. 

L.  A.  Hut  isn't  M.  Lagrange  a  sensible  man,  Papa? 

Papa.  Oh,  sensible  enough,  I  daresay. 

L.  A.  Well,  he  doesn't  tliink  Englishmen  are  better  than 
Frenchmen.  Me  says  France  is  at  the  head  of  civilisation. 

l'<il'(t.    1  >ocs  hey      Well,  she  isn't. 

L.  A.  No,  Papa.  And  he  says  Frenchmen  have  won  just 
as  many  battles  as  Englishmen — I  tliink  he  said  many  more; 
and  he  said  French  poets 

1'iijni.  What  on  earth  do  1  care  what  he  said  about  French 
poets?  You  needn't  take  every  word  he  sa\.>  for  Gospel 
truth.  After  all,  he's  a  Frenchman. 

L.  A.    Ws,  Papa,  that's  just  what  lie  Slid  alnmt  n-. 


Papn.  Said  we  were  l-'rcnelimen? 

L.  A.  No,  Papa.  Me  said,  after  all,  we  wen-  Englishmen, 
and  we  couldn't  l>o  expected  to  look  at  these  things  fairly. 

Papa.  1  src  1  shall  have  to  give  I^igrange  a  bit  of  my 
mind  if  he  goes  on  talking  to  you  like  that. 

L.  A.  Oh,  I  don't  mind.  Papa.     1  'in  a  plain  Englishman. 

Papa.  Are  you?  Well,  you  can  run  off  into  the  garden 
and  be  a  plain  Englishman  there. 


The  Daily  Mail  has  been  approaching  certain  great 
explorers  with  the  question,  "What  proof  would  you  ask 
from  Dr.  COOK  that  he  had  reached  the  Pule?"  anil  tin- 
following  is  Sir  MAIITIN-  COXNVAY'S  dcci-ive  reply  : 


"Tlic  slMlt-inciit  of  ;i  n>|«itiiblc  rx|ilnriT.  l«n-k«-<l  I')  n  c-on-iM.-nl  si.iry 
and  .sii|>]iort(xl  by  surli  observation-,  as  cirriiin>laiicrs  inaili-  practicable. 
would  IK-  accepted  by  tin-  scientific  world,  if  tin-  »l'>rv  wore  found  on 
examination  tu  •  lianj;'  iciRcllii-r,'  as  proof  that  the  explorer  Jud  reached 
the  point  ho  claims  U>  liavo  readied." 

After  reading  this  definite  pronouncement  we  have  no  longer 

heMt.iiioii  in  saying  that    I'r.  C<»K   ha^  cither  been  telling 
the  truth  or  else  a  lie. 

Mrs.   K  \\is\v  M\<  -ION-AMI  is  reported   by  The  Chronicle  to 

ha\e    .-aid     that    women     should     not     U>     prevented     fnuii 
iM-coming    Fellows  of   the   "Royal   Chemisil   S.,-iety. 
this  he  an  off-shoot  of  the  Anti-i'or.~et  lie-ague  V 
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AN  ENGLISH  CRICKETER'S  LOVE  LETTERS. 

THE    following    correspondence    was 

thrust  in  our  letter-box  last  week  with 
the  demand  that  it  should  be  printed  in 
our  next  issue.  We  have  not  the  least 
doubt  that  it  is  unauthentic — or  pre- 
mature, at  any  rate ;  but.  at  the  same 
time  it  certainly  seems  to  convey  the 
atmosphere  of  the  authorised  letters.  It 
may  be  of  coarse  that  our  contributor 
has  only  got  hold  of  the  rough  drafts. 

Dec.  21,  1908. 

Mic  DEAR  CRAWFORD, — A  merry  Christ- 
mas to  you.  I  hope  you  are  keeping  fit 
for  next  season ;  we  must  try  to  beat  the 
Australians.  Can  you  possibly  drop  iu 
to  tea  to-morrow  ? 

Yours  affectionately, 

ALVERSTONE. 

July,  1909. 

MY  DEAR  CRAWFORD,  —  We  are  all 
horrified  at  your  conduct  in  refusing  at 
the  last  moment  to  play  against  the 
Australians,  when  you  had  promised 
LEVESON-GOWEU  to  do  so.  Unless  you 
can  see  your  way  to  making  a  public 
apology  to  the  Committee,  in  the  presence 
of  AITED  and  the  other  groundsmen,  it 
will  be  our  painful  duty  never  to  let  you 
have  the  Saturday  half-holiday  again. 
Yours  very  truly, 

ALVEBSTQHE. 

MY  DEAR  LORD  ALVERSTONE, — All  I  said 
was  that  I  wouldn't  accept  the  responsi- 
bility of  captaining  a  team  which  con- 
sisted entirely  of  HARRISON,  PLATT  and 
DUCAT.  No  reason  was  given  to  me  why 
the  others  weren't  asked,  and  I  think  I 
ought  to  at  least  have  been  consulted, 
seaing  that  it  was  entirely  owing  to  my 
captaincy  that  we  won  tlie  last  match. 
A  lot  of  people  look  upon  me  as  a  sort 
of  professional,  instead  of  being  a  very 
young  man  with  an  experience  and 
knowledge  of  the  game  unrivalled  even 
by  W.  G.  GRACE. 

Yours  sincerely, 

JOHN  N.  CRAWFORD. 

MY  DEAR  Puof  uno — I  mean  CRAWFORD, 
— My  instructions  are  to  the  effect  that, 
anyhow,  you  are  quite  old  enough  to 
know  why  all  the  Surrey  professionals 
except  three  are  in  disgrace ;  if  you  didn't 
know,  you  ought  to  have  guessed.  The 
fact  that  they  are  playing  to-day  against 
Middlesex  has  nothing  to  do  with  it.  If 
the  wicket  had  been  so£t  some  of  them 
would  have  b^en  left  out.  Will  you 
apologise  ?  Yours  faithfully, 

AJ.VEKSTONE. 

MY  DEAR  LORD  ALVERSTONE, — It  is 
awfully  nice  of  you  to  write  me  such 
jolly  letters.  The  official  captain,  which 
I  won't  sully  my  pen  with  his  name,  only 
told  me  that  Honus  wasn't  good  enough 
for  Surrey,  and  never  said  anything  a!  KM  it 
the  others.  Under  the  circumstances  1 


don't  see  why  I  should  apologise  to  him 
or  anybody  —  except  NOBLE. 
Yours  sincerely, 

JOHN  N.  CRAWFORD. 

MY  DEAR  JACK,—  Awfully  sorry  I 
hadn't  time  to  nod  to  you  when  I  saw 
you  to-day,  but  the  Committed  have 
ordered  me  to  cut  you.  1  will  write 
you  a  nice  long  letter  when  I  get  home. 
Yours  ever, 

II.  D.  G.  LEVKSOX-(  i 


MY  DEAR  JACK,  —  I  am  amazed,  re- 
volted and  disgusted  at  your  conduct. 
To  think  that  you  should  refer  to  me  in 
this  way  in  your  letters  to  Lord  ALVER- 
STONE, when  you  know  how  good  I  have 
always  been  to  you  !  You  bad  boy  !  I 
shall  tell  STRUDWICK  how  wicked'  you 
have  been.  Under  the  circumstances  1 
shall  have  to  cancel  your  season  ticket 
to  the  White  City  —  and  KIRALFY  quite 
agrees  witli  me  in  this.  It  is  also 
obviously  impossible  that  we  should 
both  go  with  the  M.C.C.  team  to  South 
Africa,  and  SD  I  have  asked  the  South 
Africans  to  choose  which  one  of  us  they 
would  rather  played  against  them  in 
Test  Matches.  They  have  unanimously 
chosen  me.  Yours  ever, 

H.  D.  G.  LEVESON-GOWER. 

DEAR  CRAWFORD,  —  At  a  meeting  of 
Surrey  stockbrokers  it  was  decided  that 
the  following  resolution  ba  sent  to  you  :  — 

"That  in  view  of  young  CRAWFORD'S 
refusal  to  play  against  the  Australians, 
and  the  bad  stylo  anil  construction  of 
his  letters  to  Lord  ALVERSTONE,  he  be 
asked  never  to  play  cricket  again.  And 
a  jolly  good  riddance." 

Yours  sincerely, 

W.  FINDLAY. 

DEAR  FINDLAY,  —  Why  I  should  be 
practically  branded  as  a  criminal  for 
refusing  to  take  the  field  eight  short, 
when  you  might  at  least  have  thanked 
me  for  past  services,  I  'm  sure  I  don't 
know.  Anyhow,  I  hope  that  others  will 
do  the  same. 

Yours  for  the  last  time, 

JOHN  N.  CRAWFORD. 


The  Manchester  Evening  News  on  the 
Brighton  walk  : — 

"Edwards  bag  made  great  strides  this  si.-a- 
BOH,  and  if  his  improvement  has  been  main- 
tained during  the  last  few  weeks  the  distance 
between  Payne  and  himself  should  be  consi- 
derably lessened." 

He  certainly  couldn't  do  better  than  to 
keep  011  with  his  great  strides. 


Dogget's  Cap  and  Jersey. 

"The  entry  for  Jerseys  c<:li|>-.ed  ncything 
liiiown  before,  no  fewer  than  147  names  being 
included  iu  the  catalogue.  Mr.  Pocock  was 
not  able  to  go  himself." — North  Wilts  7/eruW. 

A  pity  that  he  couldn't  have  had  a  shot 
for  the  jersey— he  might  have  won  it. 


CONCERNING  THE  CAUSES  OF  THINGS. 

I. — KISSING. 
I  Kissicii  HIM  : — 

Because  he  told  me  he  was  an  orphan. 

Because  lie  looked  so  unhappy. 
Because  he  gave  me  a  bull-pup. 
Because  Elizabeth  kissed  him. 
Because  it  was  Bank  Holiday. 
Because  he  was  going  away  for  ever. 
Because  he  came  back  for  ever. 
Because  he  had  such  nice  curly  hair. 
Because  he  was  an  anti-vivisectionist. 
Because  lie  joined  the  Territorials. 
Because  he  didn't  like  Dorothy's  hat. 
Because  the  light  went  out. 
Because  he  dared  me  to. 
Because  he'd  been  bitten  by  a  linn  in 

Somaliland. 

Because  he  made  a  hundred,  not  out. 
Because  he  was  a  sailor. 
Because  ;  well,  just  because. 

I  kissed  HER:  — 

Because  she  said  no  man    had   ever 

kissed  her. 

Because  she  was  so  kind  to  her  mot  hi  r. 
Because  our  Christian  names    begun 

with  the  same  letter. 
Because  we  both  loved  MARIE  COREU.I. 
Because  she  had  red  hair. 
Because  it  was  the  first  chance  I M  had. 
Because  it  was  the  last  chance  1  Yl  get. 
Because  she  was  so  sensible. 
Because  I  always  had  kissed  the  girls 

in  that  family. 
Because  it  was  the  first  time  I  'd  seen 

her  with  her  hair  up. 
Because  it  was  the  first  time  1  'd  seen 

her  with  her  hair  down. 
Because  she  had  a  dimple. 
Because  she  dared  me  to. 
Because  she  began  to  cry. 
Because  I  heard  someone  coming. 
Because  I  couldn't  hear  anyone  coming. 
Because  ;  well,  on  general  principles. 

II. — MARRIAGE. 
I  married  HIM  : — 

Because  he  said  I  was  the  only  girl  he 

had  ever  loved. 

Because  he  was  a  veget  irian.  :\  total- 
abstainer,  and  a  non-smoker. 
Because  I  didn't  want  Beatrice  to  get 

him. 

Because  I  was  tired  of  living  at  home. 
Because    he    thought    lie    understood 

women. 

Because  I  thought  I  understood  men. 
Because  he  didn't  know  what   1  wa* 

aiming  at,  until  it  was  too  late. 
Because  he  was  a  clerk  in  the  War 

Office. 

Because  I  wanted  to  reform  him. 
.Because  my  people  forbade  me  to. 
Because  he  had  a  thousand  a  year. 
Because  I  thought  he'd  be  easy  to 

manage. 
Because   he  was   the  first   man    that 

proposed  to  me. 
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Because     his     In-other     \v;is     already 

married. 

1 '.realise  lie  read  A  I  II:!  H.\T     UN'-  poems 

80  beautifully. 

Because  he  looked  so  romantic. 
IVeaii.se  I  was  thirty-four. 
lieeatise;     well,    I    often    ask     myself 

why  I  did  it. 
I  married  lli.i; :  — 

Because  she  \va  |  the  first  white  girl  I 

met  afier  three  year.,  in  Xululand. 
Because  J  loved  her. 
lleeanse    I    didn't   meet   her  mother 

before  we  were  married. 
l'« -cause  she  had  live  thousand  a  year. 
Beeausc  she  was  tho  daughter  of  a 

( 'aliinet,  Minister. 
Because  I  proposed  to  her  one  night 

on  the  river. 
'Because  she  didn't  talk  silly  rot  about 

Art  and  Music. 

1  Waiise  she  was  such  a  jolly  good  sort. 
Because  I  wanted  to  settle  down. 
I'M vaiise  I  wanted  to  settle  up. 
Because  a  fellow  can't  help   himself 

with  that  kind  of  girl. 
Because  I  thought  she  understood  me. 
Because  I  thought  I  understood  her. 
Because  she  was  beautiful. 
liecauso  Kate  jilted  me. 
Because    I  ^  wanted   to   put   that  ass 

Blankley's  nose  out  of  joint. 
Because  she  told  me  she  wasn't  of  a 

jealous  disposition. 
Because  ;  well,  hang  it  all,  I  really 

don't  know  why  I  did. 


.      LOCOMOTIVE  DRAMA. 

WE  are  delighted  to  hear  that  the 
example  eet  by  M.  MAKTKUUNOK  in  his 
recent  production  of  Macbeth  is  to  be 
emulated  in  the  operations  of  the  new 
l/K-omotivc  Theatre,  Ltd.,  which  will 
shortly  open  with  an  extensive  classical 
and  romantic  repertory. 

It.  will  be  remembered  that  at  the 
Abbey  of  St.  Wandrillc  at  Catulebec-en- 
Caux  the  tragedy  was  "lived"  rather 
than  acted,  the  witches  dancing  in  the 
moonlight  round  real  cauldrons,  the 
spectators  who  followed  the  actors  from 
point  to  point  having  to  travel  a  mile  or 
two  in  pursuit  of  the  dramatis  persona. 

The  directors  of  the  Locomotive 
Theatre,  realising  to  what  an  extent 
exercise  conduces  to  the  well-being  of 
the  spectators,  have  arranged  that  in 
every  one  of  their  productions  the  various 
scenes  shall  be  represented  in  the  actual 
places  indicated  by  the  authors. 

Arrangements  have  accordingly  been 
made  for  a  production  of  .Marlx'tli  in 
Scotland,  where,  with  the  aid  of  motor- 
cars, dirigible  balloons  and  other  means 
of  rapid  transport,  the  audience  will  be 
able  to  cover  several  hundred  miles 
during  the  progress  of  the  drama,  tra- 
velling from  Forres  to  Fife  and  the 


Mm^^- 


•VI- 


"WlI.VT  ARE  TOD  DOING   IS  HT  OKCIUBD  ?  " 

"!F  YOD  rr.EASE,  M.V'AM,  I  JCST  CAME  TO  SEE  IF  TOO  worm  I.ESD  ME  n  FEW  JUTLES." 


English  border  with  the  utmost  rapidity 
and  convenience. 

The  claims  of  realism  will  be  rigorously 
consulted  in  a  variety  of  ways.  Not  only 
will  real  cauldrons  be  provided  ;  but  real 
brindled  cats,  hedgepigs  and  other  ani- 
mals will  take  part  in  the  witches'  orgies. 
The  cast  will  include  the  Earl  of  CAWIKHI, 
who  has  kindly  placed  his  eastle  at  the 
disposal  of  the  company,  the  ghost  of 
Baiiquo  and  other  apparitions  will  be 
supplied  by  the  Society  of  Psychical 
Research,  and  Sir  JAMKS  CRIOHTON- 
BROWNE  will  ofliciato  as  the  Scotch 
Doctor. 

Arrangements  are  also  being  made 
for  the  production  of  Otlidlo  on  similar 
lines.  As  students  of  the  immortal 
bard  are  well  aware,  the  First  Act  takes 
place  in  Venice,  while  the  scene  for  the 
rest  of  the  play  is  laid  at  a  seaport  in 
Cyprus.  Negotiations  are  accordingly 
on  foot  with  the  Italian  Government  and 
the  Colonial  Oflice  with  a  view  to  ful- 
filling the  dramatist's  intentions,  but  it 


has  not  yet  been  decided  whether  the 
transference  shall  be  effected  by  the 
North  German  Lloyd  steamers  or  a  8eet 
of  dirigible  balloons.  The  cast  is  not 
yet  complete,  but  it  is  hoped  to  wvurr 
EL  ROGHI  to  impersonate  the  M<x>r,  the 
Duke  of  the  Awn  z/.i  the  I>\tl;e  of  Venice, 
and  Miss  EI.KINS  /  k'sdemona. 


"  In  another  instance  tli.-y  tlirt- \v  the  carter's 
load  about  in  TibSirert,  unliiinicsmil  ilir  lmr>«-, 
and  put  the  animal  bai-k  in  the  shafts  tail  first." — 
Daily  Ditpateh. 

This  is  reported  as  being  an  "amusing 
feature  of  the  picketing  operations." 
Next  time  they  must  put  th?  animal 
back  head  first  and  be  really  funny. 


"  The  trained  eye  knows  how  to  di 
tlu-  ]  ili  >p  i  if  a  water  ral  as  it  drops  off  the  bank 
ami  disappears  from  sight  from  the  sound  made 
by  a  fish  rising  under  the  bank." 

The  Staffordthire  Sentinel. 

Cf.  Chapter  XXI,  p.  314,  of  that  anony- 
mous masterpiece,  Plops  I  hare  .Seen. 
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A  TRUE   STORY. 

TIM-;  Autlior  feels  quite  justified  in 
publishing  the  following  correspondence, 
if  only  to  show  up  to  the  Editor  (us  being 
the  only  man  not.  directly  implicated)  the 
detestable  character  of  a  person  who  has 
hitherto  traded  upon  a  false  reputation 
for  fair  and  honest  judgment. 

The  Author  to  the  Man  in  the  Street. 

DEAJI  SIR, — I  beg  to  inform  you  that 
I  intend  to  tell  you  a  story  concerning 
The  Classification  of  John,  and  wish 
particularly  to  call  your  attention  to  the 
fact  that  it  is  a  true  story. 

Yours  faithfully,        THE  AUTHOR. 

27te  Man  in  the  Street  to  the  Author. 
30th  Aug.,  1909. 

DEAR  SIR, — I  am  in  receipt  of  your 
letter  of  what  (in  the  careless  omission 
of  a  date)  I  assume  to  be  the  29th  hist, 
the  contents  of  which  are  duly  noted. 
In  reply  I  have  to  inform  you  that  1 
have  no  interest  whatsoever  in  the  affair, 
and  that  it  is  a  matter  of  complete  in- 
difference to  me  whether  the  story  con- 
cerning The  Classification  of  John  is  a 
true  one  or  a  mere  fabrication. 
Yours  truly, 

THE  MAN  IN  THE  STREET. 

The  Author  to  the  Man  in  the  Street. 
31st  Aug.,  1909. 

DEAR  SIR, — Yours  of  the  3Uth  hist  to 
hand.  I  must  confess  that  I  am  sur- 
prised at  the  attitude  you  adopt.  I 
cannot  recollect  a  previous  instance  in 
which  I  have  met  with  such  an  unblush- 
ing confession  of  indifference  to  the 
truth.  However,  I  may  at  once  state 
that  I  adhere  to  my  intention  of  telling 
you  the  story  concerning  Tlie  Classifica- 
tion of  John,  and  that  no  amount  of 
prevarication  oil  your  part  shall  deter 
me  from  my  purpose.  In  your  reply 
please  refer  to  "  J.  1909  (T.  S.)" 

Yours  truly,        THE  AUTHOR. 

Tlie  Man  in  the  Street  to  the  Author. 
1st  Sept.,  1909. 
J.  1909  (T.  S.). 

DEAR  SIR, — In  spite  of  the  fact  that 
you  most  improperly  failed  to  lick  the 
flap  of  the  envelope  containing  your 
impertinent  communication  of  the  31st 
lilt.,  I  am  in  receipt  of  the  same,  and 
have  handed  it,  together  with  your  other 
letter,  to  my  solicitors.  Anything  further 
you  may  have  to  write  on  the  matter, 
you  will  kindly  address  to  them. 
Yours  truly, 

THE  MAN  IN  THE  STREET. 

The  Author  to  the  Solicitors  of  the 
Man  in  the  Street. 

2nd  Sept.,  1909. 

DEAR  SIRS, — After  a  long  and  fruitless 
correspondence  with  the  Man  in  the 
Street,  I  am  now  referred  by  him  to  you. 
Briefly  to  recapitulate  the  circumstances, 


I  have  the  fixed  determination  of  telling 
in  Mimeone  (1  do  not  care  to  whom)  a 
story  concerning  The  Classification  of 
John,  particularly  emphasising  the  fact 
that  the  story  is  a  true  story.  I  under- 
stand that  yon  will  accept  service  of  the 
same,  and  shall  be  glad  to  hear  from 
you  at  your  early  convenience. 

Yours  truly,        THE  AUTHOR. 

The  Solicitors  to  the  Atdhor. 

3rd  Sept.,  1909. 
He  Classification  of  John. 
DEAR  SIR, — We  are  in  receipt  of  your 
letter  of  yesterday's  date,  but  are  at  a 
loss  to  understand    its   contents.      We 
make   a   point,  in   the   interests  of  our 
clients,  of  being   in  receipt  of  letters, 
but  being  at  a  loss  to  understand  their 
contents.      This    is   of   course    without 
prejudice.  Yours  truly, 

THE  SOLICITORS. 

The  Author  to  the  Solicitors. 

(Don't  Know.) 

DEAR  SIRS, — I  am  flabbergasted  at 
the  attitude  yon  choose  to  adopt.  In 
the  face  of  such  discourteous  treatment 
I  shall  say  no  more,  but  proceed  to  tell 
the  story,  merely  changing  the  name  of 
the  hero  to  satisfy  the  general  lust  for 
falsehood.  Yours  truly, 

TUB  AUTHOR. 
[1  Enclosure.] 

THE  CLASSIFICATION  OF  WILLIAM. 

William,  though  not  himself  of  an 
adventurous  nature,  was  ever  ready  to 
oblige.  When  first  his  brother  asked 
him  to  come  out  to  West  Africa  and 
look  for  lions,  William  answered  with 
considerable  accuracy  that  he  did  not 
think  that  he  had  lost  any.  Later,  in 
order  to  avoid  argument,  he  consented 
to  go,  and  together  they  set  off  to  West 
Africa,  or,  if  there  are  no  lions  in  West 
Africa,  then  to  East  Africa. 

Arrived  there,  they  equipped  them- 
selves with  rifles,  food  and  a  negro 
servant  apiece,  and  started  forth  in  their 
search  for  ungotteu  lions.  Very  soon, 
however,  William  and  his  negro  got 
lost  in  the  desert.  Possibly  there  are 
no  deserts  in  East  Africa,  in  which  case 
this  all  took  place  in  any  country  you 
like  where  there  are  lions,  negroes  and 
deserts,  but  no  signposts.  Anyhow, 
they  wandered  about  for  some  weeks 
together,  managing  to  subsist  by  some 
means  best  known  to  themselves.  There 
were  discomforts  and  little  awkward- 
nesses in  the  situation,  but  they  managed 
to  scrape  along  all  right  until  the  negro 
took  it  into  his  head  to  run  amok.  His 
idea  of  running  amok  was  to  dance 
round  William  with  a  long,  naked  knife. 

William,  roused  to  argument  at  last, 
disputed  the  propriety  of  this,  and  told 
his  negro  servant  to  go  away  and  be 
quiet,  but  the  latter  merely  replied 
irrelevantly : — "  If  you  had  not  been  a 
good  master  to  me  I  would  murder  you." 


"  Go  away,"  said  William  ;  and,  think- 
.ing  the  matter  was  at  an  end,  "Don't 
make  a  fool  of  yourself." 

The  negro  ceased  his  dancing  sud- 
denly, and  regarded  William  with  a 
fixed  eye.  "I  am  not  so  sure,"  he  said 
slowly,  making  a  humorous  grimace, 
'  that  you  hacc  been  a  good  master  to 
me." 

The  Solicitors  to  the  Author. 

Gth  Sept.,  1909. 

,  DEAR  SIR, — Referring  to  The  Classi- 
fication of  John  (alias  William},  we 
withhold  comment  until  we  have  com- 
municated with  our  client  upon  the 
matter.  Meanwhile  we  may  say  that,  it 
reminds  us  of  a  little  incident  which 
happened  to  ourselves  only  the  other 
day.  We  will  write  you  to-morrow  with 
full  details. 

Yours  truly,  '    THE  SOLICITORS. 

The,  Author  to  the  Solicitors. 
DEAR  SIRS, — This  correspondence  must 
now  cease.  Yours  firmly, 

THE  AUTHOR. 


Till':  SUN"  AND  THE  SINGER. 
Tin:  sky  is  absolutely  bald, 

No  cloudlets  spoil  its  iridescence, 
The  heat  wave  has  begun  to  melt 
The  butter,  and  is  being  felt 
By  persons  having  what  is  called 

A  presence. 

This  is  the  day  when  those  who  choose 
To  make  the  god  of  sport  their  fetish 
Are  found    on   golf-links  and    on 

lawns, 

With  faces  of  the  tint  of  prawns, 
And  growing  ever,  as  they  ooze, 
More  pettish. 

But  not  the  bard,  whose  tuneful  shell 
Is  evermore  Apollo's  servant : 

He  shall  not  roam  the  fields  and  prod 
Alluvial  strata  from  the  sod 
Until  his  hide  becomes  too — well, 
Too  fervent. 

He  shall  not  wave  (to  suit  your  whim) 
The  ineffectual  tennis  racket, 

Nor  leave  to  some  indignant  fair, 
Who  muffs  it  with  a  mute  despair, 
The  lob  that  came  too  high  for  him 
To  whack  it. 

Here  on  the  lawn  I  mean  to  sit 

While    you    indulge    your    gambols 

yonder; 

Roofed  by  a  tent  of  waving  boughs, 
My  handkerchief  across  my  brows, 
And  murmur  to  the  Muse  a  bit, 
And  ponder. 

Thus  1  believe  those  pastoral  men, 

Watching   their   tender    goatlets    eat 

thyme, 

The  bards  of  old  were  wont  to  lie 
And   weave   their   songs, — and    so 

will  I, 

If  one  of  you  will  wake  me  when 
It 's  tea-tiuie. 
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LABOUR    LOST. 

Symputhelii:  Fust  Boirh-r.  "WHAT!  HAS  IT  KXOCKKD  A  TOOTH  OUT,  OLD  CHAP?    HABU  USES!' 
Injured  liatgman.  "Yts,  AND  I'VE  OXI.Y  JUST  HAD  IT  STOPPED  TOO!" 


THE    IDLEfl. 

I  AM  a  keen  motorist.  I  have  got  no 
nerves  ;  they  were  all  destroyed  years 
ago.  I  am  very  fond  of  driving  ;  indeed, 
I  spend  the  best  part  of  my  day  driving 
the  largest  ear  that  is  at  present  made. 
You  may  be  very  proud  of  your  own 
car,  but  it  is  not  nearly  so  large  as 
mine.  When  I  say  that  I  can  take  six- 
teen people  inside  and  eighteen  on  the 
top.  you  will  see  that  this  is  no  vain 
boast. 

I  Iwve  come  to  look  upon  myself  as  a 
fairly  busy  man.  True,  I  do  not  start 
work  much  before  eight  and  rarely  con- 
tinue after  midnight,  but  while  I  am  at 
it  I  have  one  or  two  little  matters  of 
some  importance  to  attend  to  constantly. 
At  a  rough  computation  I  should  say  that 
1  have  seven  hands.  I  have  never  actu- 
ally seen  more  tli:in  two  of  these,  but  I 
knowthatl  can  manage  my  steering-wheel, 
my  gears,  my  lubrication,  my  hand-brake 
and  my  throttle  all  at  the  same  time, 
and  yet  have  one  hand  to  spare  to  wave 
at  intending  pancngen  Bad  another  for 
my  cigarette.  But  then,  of  course,  the 
steering  is  not  really  difficult  All  I 
have  to  do  is  to  realise  at  the  very  tirst 
that  it  is  impossible  to  get  my  little  lot 


through,  and  to  hope  for  the  best.  Now 
and  then  there  does  seem  to  be  a  spare 
foot  or  two  of  unoccupied  space  in  the 
road,  but  that  is  generally  filled  by  half- 
a-dozen  taxicabs  before  I  gel  there. 

Bless  you,  I  am  quite  used  to  these 
taxicabs,  for  there  are  always  three 
pressing  me  on  my  right,  three  on  my 
left,  two  nipping  across  in  front  of  me, 
and  six  running  into  me  behind.  Very 
likely  lots  of  them  go  underneath  me, 
and  I  should  not  be  surprised  to  learn 
that  one  or  two  jump  over  me. 

I  get  plenty  of  time  for  quiet  medita- 
tion, because  the  passengers  always  take 
great  care  to  give  me  enough  oppor- 
tunities for  stopping.  They  feel  that 
the  hills  tire  me,  so  they  generally 
arrange  to  get  on  and  off  when  I  am 
halfway  up.  I  appreciate  the  kindness 
with  which  they  determine  among  them- 
selves that  no  two  of  them  get  off  at  the 
same  time.  If  this  seems  likely  to  occur. 
one  of  them  stays  behind,  waits  till  I 
have  got  four  or  live  yards  further,  and 
then  makes  me  stop  again.  These  little 
occasions  I  use  for  philosophic  contem- 
plation. The  chief  object  that  I  con- 
template philosophically  is  a  ruined 
engine,  the  position  from  which  I  do  so 
being  usually  on  my  back  in  the  road. 


But  there  is  always  the  inotnr-bua  above 
me  to  keep  the  sun  off.  Of  course  I 
lo  e  money  en  these  delays,  but  one 
cannot  have  one's  holidays  for  nothing. 
Si  much  for  myself.  If  you  would 
only  condescend,  I  should  Ixj  delighted 
to  see  you  any  time  you  cared  to  come 
for  a  little  jaunt  on  my  motor.  Choose 
a  really  wet  day,  stop  me  as  suddenly  as 
you  am,  and  then  watch  me  skidding. 
If  we  are  lucky  in  our  day,  I  und  my 
'lius  will  l>e  carried  into  a  private  car- 
riage driving  on  the  wrong  side  of  the 
road.  TI.e  coachman  will  al.use  me  and 
the  occupant  of  the  carriage  will  alm-e 
me.  Then  we  shall  all  gather  round 
and  have  a  chat  with  a  policeman,  who 
also  will  abuse  inc.  You,  of  course, 
will  abuse  me  too,  and  (if  you  don't 
mind  my  giving  you  a  little  hint  about 
the  etiquette  of  these  occasions)  you 
will  be  doing  the  proper  thing  if  you 
tell  the  policeman,  and  see  that  he  lakes 
it  down  in  liis  notebook,  that  it  was 
entirely  niy  fault. 


"Lord  Lan-il'>«m\   speaking  at  Calne  last 
night,  denounced  the  Bridget." — The  Pioneer. 

One  hears  all  sorts  of  stories  about  this 
lady. 
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District  Visitor.  "Clooo   MORNING,   Mus.  PERKINS.    I  HOPE  YOU  ARE  COMING  TO  THE   UNIONIST   ASSOCIATION   GARDEN   PART?  AT  SIR, 
ARCHIBALD'S  THIS  AFTERNOON,  TO  HEAR  ouit  I-AMUHATK  SPEAK?" 

Mrs.  Perkins.  "  WELL',  so;  YOU  SEE,  MUM,  MY  NEIGHBOUR,  MRS.  'OPKINS,  SHE  BELONGS  TO  THAT,  so  I  JOINED  THE  LIBERAL  GOVERNMENT, 

SO   WE    CAN    LOOK  AKTEIt    ONE    ANOTHER'S    BABIES    WHILE   T'oTIIEIt '.S    AT    MEETINGS." 


THE  TRUTHFCL  ANGLER. 
(A  Confession  lo  his  Host.) 

No,  it  was  not  with  cunning,  not  with  guile, 

Not  with  the  "  far-flung  buttle  line  "  of  "  Zulus," 
Threshing  the  stream  for  ninny  a  weary  mile, 

Waving  my  arm  like  one  that  hath  a  screw  loose,— 
Not  thus  that,  while  the  midges  murmured 
Their  mournful  incantations  round  my  head, 
I  took  this  monster  from  his  ancient  bed 
Of  cool  ooze. 

He  did  not  leap  all  panther  to  the  litre, 

Rush  at  the  hint  of  steel  like  Wall  Street  buyers, 

Struggle  for  ages  ere  I  had  him  sure, 

And  seek  to  foul  me  underneath  the  briars  ; 

Jones  would  have  told  you  that  or  some  such  myth, 

So  would  a  hundred  of  his  craft,  and  kith  ; 

But  I  am  WASHINGTON',  where  Jones  and  Smith 
Are  liars. 

No,  with  a  leaded  line,  deliberate,  calm, 
Standing  behind  a  bush  as  I  was  bidden, 


There  in  an  evening  hour  of  bats  and  balm, 

When  all  the  swollen  flood  was  flotsam-ridden, 
I  towed  him  to  his  meritorious  doom, 
I  and  a  fat  red  worm  the  undergroom 
Had  garnered  over-night  from  (1  presume) 
The  midden. 

Heavy  he  came  and  bloated  to  his  end, 

A  sheer  dead  lump  to  pull,  and  not  a  skilled  haul, 
Like  some  stout  City  merchant  wko  must  wend 

(After  the  speeches  and  the  wine  have  thrilled  all) 
His  way  to  villadoin,  from  where  he  sat, 
Doing  his  duty  by  the  turtle  fat, 
Helping  to  feast  some  high-souled  hero  at 
The  Guildhall. 

(I  lomeric  simile.)     But  ere  I  close 

Observe  once  more  the  triplex,  aes  ct  rolur 

Of  this  stout  rodsman  as  compared  with  those 
Who  lie  from  early  March  to  late  October  ; 

Though,  had  I  not  observed  (with  some  chagrin) 

That  Jack,  your  son,  was  standing  near  the  scene, 

My  story  too  had  very  likely  been 
Less  sober. 
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DEUS   CUM   MACHINA. 

LORD  ROSEBERT  (emerging  once  more  from  his  retirement).  "ANOTHER   OF  MY  PSYCHOLOGICAL   MOMENTS!" 
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ESSENCE     OF     PARLIAMENT. 

tin  m   INK  Duiiy  UK  Tuny,   Ml'. 


"B.WBURY  PROBED  THK   DEPTHS   OF   RARE   IIISTORICU.    LORE  TO  FIND   PAR  \M.EI,  TO  PRESIDENT  OF  TIIE   LoCAI.  G'lVKKVMI.Sr   BOARD." 

(Rt.  Hon.  John  Hums,  as  si-rn  by  Sir  Frederick  Banhury.) 


House  of  Commons,  Monday,  A  ugu»t  30. 
— A  uight  of  discursive  conversation, 
punctuated  by  the  Closure.  Housing 
and  Town  Planning  Bill  comes  up  for 
Committee.  Runs  to  seventy-three 
clauses  and  six  schedules.  House 
allotted  two  days  for  Committee  stage. 
Seems  ou  face  of  it  inadequate.  Fact  is 
last,  year  Grand  Committee,  microcosm 
of  I  louse,  sat  for  weeks  shaping  the  ends 
of  measure  rough-hewn  by  Local  Govern- 
ment Board.  \Vliat  's  the  use  of  a 
Grand  Committee  if,  after  this,  House  is 
to  go  all  through  the  work  again  ? 

Opposition  small  but  expansive.  In 
Division  Ixjbby  mustered  thirty-six. 
Clnyoed  paper  with  amendments.  Met 
Bill  on  threshold  of  Committee  with  no 
few  i  'Mlian  ten  Instructions.  I  lad  a  single 
one  been  in  order,  the  whole  sitting 
might  have  been  appropriated  for  dis- 
cussing it.  SPEAKER,  Closure  incarnate, 
made  short  work  of  the  group.  It  was 
the  old  story  of  the  Ten  Little  \i--rr~. 
Nine  ruled  out  on  point  of  Order  "and 
then  there  was  one."  This  also  the 
ruthless  Si'EVKKii  smothered  ;  "and,"  he 
added,  "  all  the  Instructions  being  out  <>!' 
order,  I  will  now  leave  the  Chair." 

Which  he  forthwith  did,  spending  a 
pleasant  evening  in  his  library  with 
IVuo,  whilst  Committee  wrestled  with 


FREDERICK  BAXDTRY,  who,  in  absence  of 
PitiNiT.  Ainm  i!,  undertook  to  lead  Oppo- 
sition. 

He  probed  the  depths  of  rare  historical 
lore  to  find  parallel  to  PRESIDENT  OK  I>H  u. 
GOVERNMENT  BO.UID.  Came  to  conclu- 
sion that  he  was  ''a  kind  of  Ji  I.K  s 
C.KSAH."  JOHN  BURNS,  blushing  modestly, 
disclaimed  honour  thrust  upon  him. 

WAITER  GnxxEss  made  excellent  start. 
Seconding  amendment  for  omission  of 
Clause  1,  which  compulsorily  endows 
Local  Authorities  with  power  to  deal  with 
unhealthy  areas,  he  remarked  : 

"If  this  clause  be  adopted,  ]/>cal 
Authorities  will  put  up  houses  without 
assurance  that  they  can  make  both  ends 
meet." 

.Ion*  BRIGHT  once  talked  about  impos- 
sibility of  turning  his  back  on  himself. 
An  easy  achievement  compared  with 
problem  here  suggested.  As  MEMT.I  it 
FOR  SAIIK  points  out.  it  is  only  during 
earthquakes  that  lx>th  ends  of  a  house 
ever  meet. 

Hardest  ease  of  all  DtCKSOX-l'oYXDEIl's. 
On  Clause  30  conversation  drifted  into 
comparison  between  sanitary  arrange- 
ments of  continental  cities  and  London. 
At  end  of  hour's  talk  D.-P.  interposed. 

"I  think,  Mr.  KM \torr,"  lie  >aid,  ad- 
dressing the  Chair,  "it  is  time  to  come 


kick  to  Kngland  from  Paris  and 
Berlin." 

The  moment  he  hail  landed,  so  tosjx'ak, 
on  his  native  shore,  prepared  to  enjoy  its 
many  privileges — to  speak  by  the  card 
having  workrd  off  the  first  sentence  of 
what  promised  to  be  lengthy  and  inter- 
esting speech,  Chairman  rose  and  put 
the  question.  D.-P.  abruptly  subsided. 

lUsm  UY,  making  further  study  of  the 
PRESIDENT  OK  WAI.  GOVEHXMLM  BOARD, 
desires  to  supplement  his  previous 
similitude.  JOHN  BMINS  is  not  only 
"a  kind  of  .ln.iis  C .»-.-» AR";  in  his 
i  ItvNiit  i:\'s)o]iinion,  lie  further  resemlil.  s 
a  Star  Chamber  President  or  (alterna- 
tively) an  anonymous  personage  attached 
to  the  Court  of  Lous  XVI. 

More  blushes  from  .1.  B.  Has  long 
Ijcen  accustomed  to  being  called  names. 
Acknowledges  that  no  effort  in  that 
direction  equals  fertility  of  resources  of 
Member  for  the  City. 

Itusiness  done. —  Between  3.30  and 
ll.r.O  fifty-two  clauses  of  Housing  and 
Town  Planning  Bill  passed  through 
Committee. 

Tuesday.  NYvcr  since  Doyberry  de- 
livered his  charge  to  the  watch  patrolling 
the  streets  of  Messina  has  there  been 
nearer  parallel  to  the  situation  than  is 
found  in  the  case  of  the  outraged  House 
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FBA  Sureo  SLIPPI  AT  WOKK. 

"  He  would  like  to  know  whether  the  Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer  and  the  President  of  the 

Board  of  Trade  had  reached  those  unapproachable  heights  of  public  morality  in  which  they 

could  use  language  which,  though  it  seemed  absurd  and  almost  hypocritical  in  the  case  of 

ordinary  men,  became  natural  and  excusable  in  the  mouths  of  llicac  political  saints." 


of  Commons  and  the  peccant  Duke  of  | 
NORFOLK.  Some  weeks  have  elapsed 
since  His  Gracs  wrote  encouraging  mis- 
sive to  "  My  dear  Profumo,"  Unionist 
candidate  for  the  High  Peak.  In  it 
SWIFT  MACNEILL'S  quick  eye  detected 
breach  of  Privilege.  Is  there  not 
solemnly  passed  at  the  opening  of  every 
Session  an  order  forbidding  Peers  to 
interfere  in  Parliamentary  Elections? 

Long   experience  has  shown  that  in-  j 
cvitable  result  of  flaunting   Breach  of  I 
Privilege  flag  is  to  place  Commons  in 
ridiculous  position.     As  sometimes  hap- 
pens, action  of  august  assembly  was  in 
this   case   directed   at  level  of  wisdom 
of  least   discreet    Member.     Committee 
of    Privileges    appointed,    with    PHI  MI; 
MINISTER  in  Chair,  to  consider  the  alleged 
naughtiness   of   NORFOLK.      Decided   to 


invite  His  Grace  to  make  any  observations 
that  might  occur  to  him.  Hinted  at 
desirability  of  his  attendance  in  person. 
Duke  wrote  polite  note  to  say  he  couldn't 
conceive  what  information  the  Committee 
required  beyond  what  was  common  pro- 
perty. As  to  walking  into  their  parlour, 
he  presumed  application  would  have  to 
be  made  to  the  House  of  Lords. 

This  afternoon  enquiry  addressed  to 
Treasury  Bench  elicits  reply  that 
PREMIER  is  not  yet  in  position  to  present 
report  on  case. 

Here  the  matter  stands,  and  here 
comes  the  quotation  from  Dogberry's 
discourse,  with  a  single  verbal  variation 
suited  to  the  political  times  : — 

Dogberry. — This  is  your  charge.  You 
are  to  bid  any  man  stand  in  the  Prince's 
name. 


'2  ^Yntclt. — How  if  a'  will  not  stand? 

Do/jbcrry. — Why,  then,  take  110  note 
of  him  but  let  him  go,  and  presently 
call  the  rest  of  the  Watch  together  and 
thank  God  you  are  rid  of  a  Duke. 

Business  done.- — Another  night,  in 
Committee  on  Town  Planning  Bill. 
With  the  regularity  proverbially  attri- 
buted to  clockwork,  blade  of  guillotine 
fell  at  seven  and  again  at  10.30.  At 
latter  hour  150  amendments  chopped 
off.  Soon  after  midnight  Bill  through 
Committee. 

Thursday. — It  would  not  be  true  to 
speak  of  Captain  CRAIG'S  martial  spirit 
as  being  subdued.  It  is  certainly 
saddened  by  recent  extraordinary  pro- 
crdure  of  Post  Oflice.  House  has 
already  by  frequent  questioning  been 
made  familiar  with  fact  that  accom- 
modation for  His  Majesty's  Post  Office 
in  Collinstown  is  located  in  a  pig.sty. 
Liter  information  has  reached  the 
Captain  which  seriously  aggravates  the 
.situation.  Submitted  it  to  1  louse  to-day 
in  form  of  further  question  addressed  to 
POSTMASTER-GENERAL. 

"  Can  the  right  lion,  gentleman  state," 
the  gallant  Captain  asked,  fixing  t he-- 
hapless Minister  with  glowing  eye,  "  if 
the  pigsty  has  a  chimney?  " 

As  everyone  knows,  this  convenience 
is  common  to  pigsties  in  Ireland.  In 
the  West  there  frequently  are  in  addition, 
SARK  tells  me,  a  fireplace,  fire-irons,  and, 
in  some  cases,  settles  within  the  spacious 
chimney  upon  which  "  the  gintlemas 
who  pays  the  rint"  may  on  winter  even- 
ings repose  and  mentally  review  the 
events  of  the  day.  If  Captain  CRAIG  has 
been  well  informed — and  on  these  matters 
he  has  established  an  enviable  character 
for  accuracy — the  pigsty  at  Collinstown, 
wherein  His  Majesty's  mails  are  received 
and  distributed,  has  not  even  a  chimney. 

Painful  to  see  POSTIIASTEU-GENERAL 
shuffling  with  the  question.  At  the 
end  of  conversation,  animated  on  the 
gallant  Captain's  part,  House  was  left  in 
doubt  as  to  whether  the  pigsty  has  or 
lias  not  a  chimney.  Captain  CKAIG  may 
be  relied  upon  to  remove  uncertainty. 
In  his  hands  it  has  become  the  Irish 
Question.  SYDNEY  BCXTOX  may  just  as 
well,  sooner  rather  than  later,  make  xvp 
mind  frankly  to  answer  it. 

Business  done. — Lochabcr — I  mean. 
the  Budget  Bill,  once  more. 


"It  was  generally  recognised  in  aviation 
circles  last  week  that  either  I  lie  claims  of 
Wembley  Park  must  be  sacrificed  to  Blackpool 
or  that  Wembley  Park  must  give  way  to 
Blackpool." — Daily  IJispalelt. 

It  is  a  knotty  question  which  will,  we 
hope,  be  decided  without  blood. 


A  thought  for  to  clay  : — 


"Miss   B.    Fish 
lilaeltpool  Herald. 


looked  nice   in    cream." — 
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TIIK    hON'KKYS'    I'ACKANT. 
llv     kind     permission     nl'     llir     Kar 
of    Ifbkehampton,    K.'l'.,   the    iNmkeys 

I'ageanl.  which  li;is  been  MI  eager!) 
anticipated,  will  1"'  lidd  in  his  grounds 
nest  week.  The  author  of  the  Ixiok  is 
Mr.  I-.  Ascelles. 

Tableau  I.  —  Ewun  inventing  hi; 
EornouB  side-splitting  I 'mi:,  Asinoruni. 

Ta))le;iu  II.  The  Old  Kent  1,'oad 
(irand  procession  <il'  costers  :md  theii 
donahs,  each  with  bis  little  moke,  S  'lec- 
tions from  his  repertoire  by  Mr.  G 
KI.MV,  including  a  new  song  written  for 
the  occasion,  beginning — 

0  I  toll  you  VK  ;i  treasure. 

Is  Ilial  artful  lilll 
\Ve  call  'iin  Heddychadnezzar 
( '.is  lie  V  stieli  a  king  at  grass. 

Von  should  sec  'iin  in  the  K-irrer 

( in  an  August  'oliday, 
Tnils  to  Kpping  like  an  arrer, 

Heats  St.  Martin  all  the  way. 

lint   \vlien  lie  starts  a-liraying  you  should  'ear 

iin     well,  I  'm  Mowed, 
You  can  'ear 'iin  from  the  Carding  right  away 
to  Mile  Knd  Itond. 

I  dunno  wot 'e does  it  for,  I  dnnnov.-ot  it  mean-, 

Hut    it    stands    the    onions'     'air    on    end    and 

petrifies  the  greens. 

And  so  on. 

Tableau  III.  —  The  Ifallie  Tx-agne 
Itestaurant.  Congress  of  rootarians, 
aeedariana,  messarians,  cabbagarians  and 
other  reformers  at  a  thistle  soup  orgy. 

Tableau  IV. — The  invention  of  the 
Donkey-Engine.  This  intensely  inter- 
esting episode  will  lie  graphically  im- 
personated by  the  entire  staff  of  the 
Arinanm, 

Tableau  V. — The  apotheosis.  Bottom 
the  weaver  in  his  ass's  head  sings  "The 
\  i<  in-  of  /Jrat/,"  surrounded  by  all  the 
famous  asses  of  hist.ory,  from  the  Golden 
Ass  of  An  I.KII  s  to  Sir . 


TWO  FABLES 

T. — TlIK   SrOITKH   Cl/XK. 

ONCI:  upon  a  time  there  was  a  dis- 
.  credited  |ioli(ician  whose  nostrums  no 
j  longer  took  anyone  in.  And  Ix-ing 
thrown  out  of  oflicc  he  wandered  aliout, 
seeking,  like  many  men  before  him, 
for  comfort  and  consolation  among 
his  inferiors.  These,  however,  failing 
him,  he  passed  on  to  the  lower  animals, 
ami  from  them  to  the  inanimate,  until 
he  came  one  day  to  a  clock  which,  the 
works  having  been  removed,  consisted 
Only  of  a  Case,  0  faiv,  and  tuo  hands. 

"  lla,"  said  the  politician,  a-  he  .stood 
before  it,  "at  last  I  have  found  some- 
thing beyond  question  and  argument 
more  useless  thai:  myself.  h'or  you,  my 
friend,  are  done.  I  at  any  rate,  still 
have  life  and  movement.  I  can  speak 
and  act  ;  I  hau-  a  function  still  to 
1-erform  in  the  world  ;  whereas  you  are 
a  m  .ickervand  a  sham." 


HINTS    TO    BEGINNERS. 

IP,  HAVING   BENTED  A   l>EEtt  FOREST,  YOU    ARE    COXTISl AI.I.V    STORM-STATEO,   IT  PASSM  THE  TIMB 
ASH    IS   A   GOOD    MENTAL    KXKIICISE   TO    CAKl'UTE     K\.V(  1 1  V     HOW     Mt'CH    THE    AMUSEMKXT    Is 
YOU    I'Elt    MIVI   IK. 


"Kindly,"  the  clock  replied,  "refrain 
from  associating  me  with  yourself.  I 
decline  the  comparison.  Lifeless  1  may 
be,  but  not  useless.  For  two  separate 
moments  every  day  I  am  absolutely 
right,  and  for  some  minutes  approxi- 
mately right ;  whereas  you,  Sir,  are, 
have  been,  and  will  be,  e< insistently 


wrong. 


II— Tin:  S.U.K. 


A  City  was  once  besieged   by  a  large 
nnd  powerful  army,  and  the  Inhabitants 

were  reduced  to  severe  straits  and  starva- 
tion. At  length  they  were  saved  by  an 
iged  man  who  discovered  a  secret  method 
if  converting  \u«>d  and  stone  into  food 
iv  soaking  it  in  a  fluid  of  his  own  iuveu- 
ion.  So  they  ate  up  their  hoii-e- 
el'l  only  the  walls  of  the  city,  and  in 
•oiirscof  time  they  wen- relieved  by  rein- 
'orcemeuts.  Then  (lie  chief  men  of  the 
•ity  sei/ed  the  aged  man  and  charged 
lim  with  the  destruction  of  their  IIMH-, •, 


and  public  buildings,  and  demanded  of 

him  thai  he  should  tell  them  what  they 
should  do  to  restore  their  prosperity. 
"Continue,"  said  he,  "the  use  of  the 
magical  fluid,  and  devour  now  also  the 
walls  of  your  city.  Then  you  m-ed  have 
no  fear  of  conquering  armies,  U-rau.se 
there  will  be  no  citv  for  them  to  attack." 


The  very  Farthest  North. 

"  Dr.  Cook's  telegram  to  M.  Ix>eointe  sl.ilc» 
definitely  that  lie  rpachrd  the  North  I'oleon  the 
date  mentioned  above,  and  thai  he  diirf-overwl 
land  to  the  northward."  l><iily  Telegraph. 

\\"e  should  like  to  hear  what  Kn  Kisii.mK 
thinks  of  the  country  north  of  the  North 
Pole. 


Advt.  in  Tlie  Birmingham  Pout : — 

"The  Committee  earnestly  appeal  to  the 
pulilie  fur  increased  SnlxieriptionK,  «o  that  the 
Stil.-rriplion  IJst  may  be  greatly  increased." 

You  see  the  idea? 
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AT   THE    PLAY. 

"Mll)-('lIAX\EL." 

I  AM  not  sure  that  Sir  ARTHUR  Wise 
PJNEKO  is  quite  innocent  of  false  pretences 
in  the  matter  of  the  title  of  his  new  play. 
Mid-Cliamiel  might  have  meant  so  much. 
It  might  have  mount  collisions  in  a 
fog,  collapsing  swimmers,  submerged 
Lathams,  or  at  least  a  touch  of  mal-de- 
mci;  but  it  meant  none  of  these  things  ; 
any  more  than  the  POET  I.AUUEATE  meant 
them  when  he  composed  his  batch  of 
sonnets  on  the  same  marine  neighbour- 
hood. What  the  author  meant  was 


COMFORT     IN    MlD-CllANNKL. 

Theodore  Bluiidell    .    .    Mr.  Lvs  HARDING. 

that  halfway  between  Folkestone  and 
Boulogne  there  is  a  shoal  where  even  in 
weather  of  the  most  halcyon  the  waters 
are  ruffled.  It  is  an  allegory.  It  illus- 
trates a  certain  type  of  marriage.  •  Sir 
WING  has  noticed  that  after  a  cduple 
have  been  married  about  fourteen  years 
or  so,  and  all  has  hitherto  been  smooth 
sailing,  there  comes  a  period  when  the 
waters  of  conjugal  union  are  troubled 
and  the  two  feel  a  bit  sick  of  one  another. 
Get  over  this  period,  by  sitting  tight 
or  holding  on  patiently  to  the  nearest 
iixed  object,  and  you  will  soon  be  in 
quiet  water  again,  with  a  clear  run 
before  you  on  a  calm  course  of  progres- 
sive jubilees.  On  the  other  hand,  jump 
overboard  and  you  will  regret  it,  for  at 
the  best  you  may  lose  your  hat  and  are 
sure  to  get  your  other  clothes  wet,  and 
at  the  worst  you  will  be  drowned,  for 
the  shoal  is  not  so  shallow  that  you  can 
stand  on  the  floor  of  it  with  any  comfort. 
All  this  takes  a  lot  of  explanation  in 
a  play,  and  the  only  Haw  in  the  smooth- 
ness of  the  author's  construction  was 
when  he  stopped  Peter  j\lottram  in  the 
middle  of  an  exit  and  dragged  him  back 


by  the  hair  for  the  express  purpose  of 
tin-owing  off  a  solution  of  the  titular 
allegory.  Mr.  LOWXK,  who  played  the  con- 
genial part  of  Peter  (a  friend  of  both 
parties)  with  a  very  perfect  felicity,  had 
in  his  repertoire  a  large  assortment  of 
excellent  advice,  part  earnest,  part 
bunier,  including  several  hallowed 
platitudes,  on  whose  antiquity  the 
author  was  the  lirst  to  remark ;  but 
when  he  had  to  work  off  this  homily  on 
the  title  for  general  future  referenca  I 
nearly  mistook  him  for  a  prig  and  a 
bore. 

Before  leaving  the  Mid-Channel  theory, 
which  doesn't  quite  hold  water  when 
you  look  at  it  clcsely,  let  me  say  that 
the  lady  ultimately  throws  herself  over- 
board. I  am  glad  that  Sir  Wixn  had 
the  courage  to  make  her  do  this,  for  an 
early  scene  made  it  clear,  and  the  lurid 
course  of  subsequent  events  made  it 
clearer  still,  that  even  if  she  and  her 
husband  had  weathered  the  shoal  there 
would  have  been  some-dread  fully  choppy 
water  waiting  for  them  between  thero 
and  Boulogne. 

The  play  must  rank  with  the  author's 
best.  Its  dialogue  did  not  err  on  the 
side  of  terseness,  but  it  was  so  brilliantly 
rendered,  and  nearly  always  so  natural 
in  its  fluency,  that  our  attention  never 
faltered.  Less  interest  was  to  be  got 
out  of  the  fate  of  the  three  leading 
characters  (two,  if  not  more  of  them, 
seemed  tainted  with  a  rather  superfluous 
vulgarity),  but  the  sneaking  tenderness 
which  husband  and  wife  retained  for 
one  another  in  the  course  of  their  sepa- 
ration and  mutual  iulidelities  made  us 
hope  forlornly,  against  our  better  judg- 
ment, that  they  might  patch  up  their 
quarrel.  Still,  I  am  afraid  1  was  not  as 
much  "purified  by  pity"  as  I  should 
like  to  have  been,  for  the  estranged 
pair  were  hardly  worth  it,  and  I  could 
not  get  myself  to  worry  properly  about 
the  girl  whose  lover  was  nearly  sacrificed 
to  the  married  woman.  Somehow  she 
failed  to  contribute  her  right  share  to 
the  irony  of  things. 

Miss  IRENE  VANBRUGH  was  almost  better 
than  herself,  especially  in  the  quick  play 
of  light  and  shade  in  the  earlier  scenes, 
when  there  was  more  chance  for  the 
contrast  of  emotions. 

Mr.  Lra  HARDING,  as  the  husband,  was 
not  supposed  to  be  too  refined  for  the 
Stock  Exchange,  but  there  was  no  need 
for  him  to  look  so  much  like  a  profes- 
sional bruiser.  Now  and  then  he  was 
perhaps  a  little  lacking  in  finesse,  and 
hovered  on  the  verge  of  melodrama  ;  but 
it  was  a  good  performance  iu  a  vein  not 
quite  his  own. 

Mr.  MATURIN,  as  the  lover,  a  part  which 
was  just  a  little  beyond  him,  was  too 
angular,  but  lie  also  did  some  good 
things.  Miss  NINA  SEVENING  was  the 
erring  Mrs.  Annerly,  and  had  one  very 


nice  speech: — "I'm  sure  I  don't  want 
to  get  into  the  Divorce  Court  again.  I 
hate  the  hole."  But  she  is  not  built 
for  an  adventurers. 

As  for  Lena,  the  lady's-maid,  I  nmsl 
suppose  that  she  said  and  did  what  Sir 
ARTHUR  meant  her  to,  but  most  of  it 
looked  and  sounded  very  improbable. 
I  speak  without  peculiar  knowledge, 
having  never  made  more  than  one  care- 
ful study  of  this  type  ;  but  1  suspect  that 
my  inexperience  is  shared  by  the  author. 

To  whom,  and  to  his  interpreters,  and 
to  Mr.  GEORGE  ALEXANDER,  who  schooled 
them,  my  best  compliments  on  a  fine 
piece  of  work.  0.  S. 

"  AHSENE  LUPIN." 

Arscne  Lupin  was  a  very  bad  boy.  In 
the  Fourth  Act  we  are  told  that  he 
began  his  career  of  crime  at  quite  an 
early  age  by  stealing  sugar  and  jam. 
It  must  have  been  quite  an  early  age,  for 


SENTIMENT  AMONG  THIEVES. 

Arscne.  "  Souia,  you  have  stolen  my  heart" 
Sonia..  "  Well,  what  else  was  there  to  take? 
You  should  have  worn  a  tie-pin." 

Son'ui Mias  ALEXANDRA  CARLISLE. 

Due  dc  Charmcrate    Mr.  GER.U.D  uu  MAUUIKK. 

I  have  read  e'sewhere  that  when  only 
six  he  stole  a  diamond  necklace,  and  (as 
the  vulgar  say)  popped  the  stones.  Yet 
do  not  judge  him  harshly.  Remember 
that  he  had  the  artist's  love  for  the 
beautiful,  the  politician's  desire  that 
wealth  should  be  properly  distributed. 

Amene,  masquerading  as  the  Due  de 
Cliarmerace,  was  betrothed  to  Germalne 
Gournay-Martin,  but  fell  in  love  with  her 
hired  companion,  Sonia.  Sonia,  as  it 
happened,  was  also  a  thief ;  but  again  I 
must  ask  you  to  reserve  your  judgment. 
Sonia,  with  the  necessity  for  living 
staring  her  in  the  face,  had  had  the 
choice  of  selling  her  honour  or  some- 
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body  else's  jewels,  and  rightly  chose 
the  latter.  That  was  a  long  time  ago; 
but  even  as  recently  as  the  First  Act  she 
took  Germaine's  pearls.  Tin*  reasons  she 
gave  the  Due  in  the  next  Act  for  her 
conduct  were  unconvincing;  still  more 
Unconvincing  her  assurance  that  she  had 
stolen  nothing  since  she  loved  him;  at 
he>t  -In-  w..uld  duly  have  had  time  to 
pinch  his  watch.  Yet  there  can  be  no 
doubt  that  both  lie  and  she  were  good 
at  heart,  and  that  thieving  is  a  line 
prolc-si-  n. 

Having  swept  away  the  moral  diffi- 
culty we  may  now  settle  down  to  enjoy 
the  play.  '''I'1'  lirst  'wo  Acts  are  merely 
to  prepare  you  [or  the  last  two,  when  the 
great  duel  of  wits,  revolvers,  handcuffs, 
and  bombs  takes  place  between  Ars<:ne 
/.n/'in,  the  world-famous  gentleman 
tine!',  and  <!u<  n  lnn-iJ,  the  world-famous 
detective.  In  the  First  Act,  for  instance, 
some  quite  ordinary  thieves  come  ou 
with  the  object  of  deceiving  you  as  to 
the  identity  of  the  real  burglar.  It  had 
that  effect  on  the  small  boy  behind  me, 
for  I  overheard  him  betting  that  it  was 
Aiinxlnxt-.  It  didn't  deceive  me;  I 
knew  it  \\as  (!i-.i;\i.n  Du  MAURIK.R.  Mr. 
I'r  MM  i;ii;u  was  pluving  tlie  part  of  the 
Due  itc  Charmeraee?—  then  the  Due  \vas 
Ars<  nc  I.uptn. 

But  the  Third  and  Fourth  Acts  are 
properly  thrilling,  llevolvers  are  pulled 


out,  handcuffs  are  burst  open  ([  didn't 
know  that  this  was  done  much.  Neil  her, 
by  the  way,  did  Guerchard — I  never  saw  a 
man  so  surprised),  bombs  are  threat'  n--d. 
and  secret  passages  disclosed.  Through 
it  all  go  Mr.  Du  MAURIER  and  Mr.  DKNMS 
EADIE  as  cool  as  you  please  ;  and  when  in 
the  end  Arsene  escapes  in  (.litfivhanl's 
own  motor  with  Sonia  (Miss  AUKAIDU 
CAHI.ISLE)  at  his  side  the  cheering  is 
ten-ific.  "  By  Raffles,  a  proper  pair  of 
villains." 

Only  it  is  a  mistake  to  try  to  white- 
wash your  villains.  M. 


<!I!KAT  INTERNATIONAL  POLITE- 
NESS TOURNAMENT. 

WE  are  glad  to  be  able  to  announce 
that,  as  a  result  of  the  recent  corre- 
spondence on  the  subject  in  The  Dnil;/ 
Error  and  other  leading  journals, 
arrangements  are  now  on  foot  for  a 
grand  International  Politeness  Congress 
and  Tournament,  which  will  be  held 
in  London  some  time  during  the  next 

rammer. 

From  a  rough  prospectus  which  has 
been  kindly  forwarded  to  us  by  the 
promoters,  we  gather  that  a.  series 
of  searching  tests  will  be  instituted, 
amongst  which  we  may  specially  notice 
the  "Post  Office  Ordeal"  and  a  coule-t 
in  courtesy  between  Iwoking-oluYe  clerks. 


Another  very  interesting  and  oppor- 
tuno  competition  will  be  restricted  to 
Radical  and  Socialist  Politicians.  A  n-.il 
live  Duke, of  the  most  atrodoun  cliaract.  r, 
will  be  placed  on  a  platform  wearing  the 
insignia  of  his  oidcr,  and  the  competitors 
will  bo  c.dled  upon  to  vie  with  each 
other  in  a  conte-.t  of  delicate  eulogy. 
Mr.  LLOH)-<;I.OIU;I:  and  Mr.  \Vr 
(.'iintnm.1.  have  kindly  consented  to  act 
as  adjudicators. 

The  ( '<  >rn  -  stampers'  Test  will  also 
impose  a  severe  strain  on  the  equanimity 
of  the  contestant.-!,  who  will  only  IK> 
allowed  to  wear  sand-shoes,  while  the 
stamping  will  In-  done  by  specially  w- 
lected  operators  weighing  not  less  than 
17  fitonc  and  equipped  with  hobnailed 
boots  of  several  hmse-jmwer. 

Pri/.i  s  will  also  lx>  given  to  the  most 
tactful  Tax-collivtor.  the  perfect  police 
man,  the  most  benevolent  'bus-conductor, 
and  medals  for  gentleness  to  jostlers  and 
courtesy  to  cat*. 


"Cries    for    a    speech    from    MIIIIP   »f    the 

Au<tr.iliuus    wore    raised;    but   the    Colonials 

remain    moilestly   in    the  _b«ck- 

•1;    the  croinl   would    not  be   wUisfied, 

,.  iniiil  .Mr .  CivKory  and  Mr.  Rirdsley 

li.nl  CMIIIO  f.irwar.1  and  bowled  their  acknow- 

>.  i  iltj  Xeic«. 

We  undci.-tand  that  they  bowled  them 
with  a  strong  swerve  from  the  leg. 


180 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


[SElTEMIlKIt    8,    .1000. 


OUR    BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(%  Me.  Punch's  Staff  of  Learned  Clerks.) 


Mr.  HAMILTON  DKUMMOMV'S  treatim-nt  of  Slioes  of  Gold  (RUT) 
it  is  impossible  to  be  captions.  Monsieur  tie  Saintonge,  the 
]i('Hiiilcss  nephew  of  a  rich,  parsimonious  uncle,  fared  ill  at 
the  Court  of  Louis  XV.  Too  poor  to  dre.-s  himself  be- 
IT  is  some  time  since  Mr.  BASIL  LUBBOCK  published  Round  eomingly,  he  was  the  butt  of  Versailles,  where  "the  one 
lie  Horn  before  the  Mast,  a  book  which  was  welcomed  mime-  unforgivable  sin  was  to  be  ridiculous."  Despatched,  how- 
diutely  as  the  work  of  one  of  those  rare  authors,  such  as  |  ever,  to  Russia  on  what  I  will — by  stretching  the  truth  to  its 
Mr.  JOSEPH  COXIJAD  and  Mr.  FHAXK  T.  BCLLKN,  who  mix  their  [  limits — dignify  with  tlie  name  of  a  diplomatic  mission,  and 
colours  with  real  sea-water,  as  distinct  from  those  who  merely  dressed  110  longer  in  tatters,  he  filled  a  position  which, 
:lrop  a  pinch  of  salt  into  the  paint-pot.  With  Deep  Sea  although  extremely  precarious,  was  infinitely  preferable  to 
Warriors  (METHCEN)  Mr.  LUBBOOK  justifies  his  earlier  welcome.  •  his  former  post.  Ordinary  stuff,  110  doubt,  but  it  is  very 
It  is  the  log  of  an  English  officer  who  for  a  wager  ships  as  a  !  well  served.  The  minds  of  men  are  exercised  as  well  as 
seaman  and  spends  his  furlough  on  a  voyage  from  India  to  their  muscles,  and  the  movement  of  the  story  is  not  accom- 
the  Gape.  He  poses  as  a  novice,  with  just  that  amount  of  panied  everlastingly  by  the  music  of  clashing  weapon*. 
nautical  experience  which  belongs  to  the  enthusiastic  amateur,  Indeed,  Mr.  DRUMMOXH  has  so  nice  a  sense  of  style  and  his 
yachtsman,  but  every  page  proclaims  the  man  to  whom  the  I  reflections  upon  life  are  so  sane,  that  I  think  he  is  wasting 
•all  of  the  sea  is  irresistible.  Mr.  LUBBOOK,  of  course,  writes  his  time  in  dealing  with  Court  intrigues. 


from  personal  experience  of  the  life  which  he  has  himself 
gone  out  of  his  way  to  adopt.  Much  of  the  interest  of  the 
narrative  lies  in  the  author's  portrayal  of  sea  life  in  its  effects 
on  a  number  of  widely  different  types  of  character.  He 
describes  a  ship  - 
which  has  a  reputa- 
tion for  bad  luck  and 
worse  food.  Such  a 
ship  attracts  for  the 
most  part  seamen 
who  cannot  pick  and 
choose,  and  the  crew 
consequently  a 
very  mixed  company. 
The  captain  is  an 
opium  -  smoker,  the 
first  mate  a  Yankee, 
hard  as  nails,  yet 
with  tender  spots 
in  places ;  and  the 
rest  are,  in  the 
mate's  words,  "half 
babes,  half  savages," 
among  whom  the 
hardest  hitter  gets 
fewest  knocks.  The 
book  is  a  record  of 
their  doings,  and  a 
record  so  vivid  that 
to  read  it  is  almost  as  good  as  to  live  through  it.  Indeed, 
for  a  landsman,  I  'm  not  sure  that  it  isn't  better. 

In  Fancy  O'Brien  (from  CHAPMAN  AND  HALL) 

Miss  ELLA  MACMAHON  has  written 
A  tale  which  is  like  to  be  wormwood  and  gall 

(More  or  less)  to  the  average  Briton. 

A  youth  of  Old  Ireland  exhibits  a  bent 
As  a  bounder  unblushing  and  thorough — 

Result,  in  the  main,  of  a  holiday  spent 
In  Blackpool's  salubrious  borough. 

His  thoughts  and  his  doings  are  sordid,  and  end 
In  a  climax  that's  fitting,  though  gory — 

A  sombre  recital  in  spite  of  the  blend 
Of  Hibernian  wit  with  the  story. 

Take  a  liberal  amount  of  love  and  a  small  quantity  of  licence, 
serve  with  Court  sauce,  add  a  flavouring  of  Royalty  and  season 
to  taste, — this  seems  to  be  the  usual  recipe  for  the  making  of 
historical  novels.  But  if  there  is  little  scope  for  originality  in 
this  kind  of  fiction,  the  maker  of  the  historical  dish  can  still  find 
his  opportunity  in  the  mixing  of  his  ingredients,  and  with 


THE   CIVILISATION 


Excuse  me,  Mr.  RICHARD  MAit-ar,  but  may  I  just  have  a 
word  with  you  about  The  Girl  in  the  Blue  Dress  (LoNi;!? 
I  don't  know  whether  you  have  read  her  ;  anyhow,  yon  have 

written  her,  and  that 
is  good  enough  for 
me.  In  the  first 
plac:-.  is  not  the  short 
story  used  too  much 
nowadays  as  a  make- 
shilt  for  overworked 
novelists,  rather  than 
as  a  medium  of  a 
peculiar  art  V  In  the 
second  place,  if  you 
mind  my  say- 
ing so  (and  even  if 
you  do),  are  you  not 
growing  a  little  too 
free  with  your  stolen 
necklaces  and  your 
apt  coincidences? 
In  the  third  place, 
however,  is  there  not 
a  sufficient  combina- 
tion of  excitement 
i  and  quiet  humour  in 
these  stories  to  justify 
me  in  recommend- 
as  being  of  at  least 


don't 


AFRICA— THE   LAST   LION. 


them  to  ardent  magazine  reader 


ing 

as 

illustrated 

recommendation.     But  farther  than   that  I  cannot  go.     No, 

not  au  inch.     Good  morning,  Mr.  MARSH. 


good  a  quality  as  anything  they  will  find  in  the  current 
istrated  monthlies  ?    There  is,  indeed,  and  I  make  the 


The  Daily  Chronicle  has  conceived  the  idea,  brilliant  in 
its  novelty,  of  publishing  a  parody  on  FITZGERALD'S  version  of 
OMAR.  It  is  entitled  "  The  Budgai'at  of  I'm  a-Khrying." 
This  remarkable  word-play  (for  the  striking  similarity  between 
the  sounds  of  Omar  Khayyam  and  I'm  a-Khryiug  can  escape 
no  sensitive  ear)  still  leaves  us  imchanged  in  our  opinion  that 
The  Daily  Chronicle's  humour  is  at  its  best  when  unintentional. 


From  Abcrdour  Notes  in  the  Fife  Five  Press: — 

"Excellent   weather   conditions    favoured   the   uiud   annual    rr^aila 
held  at  Abcrdonr  on  Saturday,  and  there  was  a  large  exodus  of  visitors." 

The  regatta  doesn't  seem  to  have  been  very  popular ;  unless, 
perhaps,  "  exodus  "  is  a  mistake  for  "  Numbers." 


"I  do  not  claim  to  possess  the  key  to  the  problem  of  life  and  thought, 
or  the  secret  of  evolution." — II.  Bnnwx  in  The  Daily  Mail. 

The  modesty  of  our  great  men  is  proverbial. 
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"Poi.K  reached.  Roosevelt  .safe," 
cabled  Commander  PKAIIY.  Big  Game  in 
Africa  seems  to  have  got  wind  of  this 
new  triumph  of  the  American  flag,  and 
to  1)0  treating  tin:  cx-IYoident  with 
ineiva  cil  jv.-iiect. 

V 

Last  week  a  party  of  Suflra 
scaled  the  walls  at  Lympno  Cattle, 
llythe,  where  Mr.  ASQUITH  was  residing, 
broke  the  windows,  and  did  other 
damage.  Yet  Mr.  ASQUITU  still  refuses 
to  give  them  the  vote.  This  surely  is 
sheer  obstinacy.  *  * 

Mr.  BimtiXL  describes  the  Budget  as 
"a  tooth-extracting  machine."  We  can- 
not help  thinking  that  some  members  of 
the 'Government  are  using  an  excessive 
amount  of  gas.  *  * 

Mr.  ALFRED  MOM>,  M.P.,  says  that  he 
feels  it  almost  a  disgrace  to  belong  to  a 
class — the  rich — who  take  such  short- 
sighted, selfish  views  of  our  national, 
communal  needs.  Cheer  up,  Mr.  MOKD. 
It.  won't  be  for  long.  The  next  Socialist 
Government  will  do  its  best  to  relieve 

vou  of  the  source  of  your  bitter  shame. 
*  '* 

Proof  is  at  last  forthcoming  of  the 
statement  that  the  rate  at  which  Ger- 
many could  have  her  Dreadnoughts  ready 
for  action  has  been  grossly  exaggerated. 
The  Westjalen  has  found  it  impossible 
to  make  the  passage  down  the  Weser 
from  the  construction  yard  to  the  op?n 
sea,  and  will  be  obliged  to  remain  in 
dock  for  fully  four  weeks  until  the  next 
spring  tides.  ,,  * 

As  the  result  of  diplomatic  representa- 
tions MULAI  HAFID  is  to  treat  the  Pre- 
tender with  greater  leniency,  and  it  is 
rumoured  that,  instead  of  being  hanged, 
drawn,  and  quartered,  the  distinguished 
prisoner  will  only  be  drawn  and  quar- 
tered. *  * 
* 

Tobacco,  it  is  said,  is  gradually  being 
ousted  by  sweets.  We  fancy,  however, 
that  it  will  be  some  little  time  before  it 
will  Ix:  a  common  sight  to  see  men  about 
town  walking  down  Pall  Mall  with  a 
mgar-stick  in  the  mouth  instead  of  a 
I'i.H'arette.  *  * 

"The  male  sex,  as  a  whole,  r-hows  far 
independence  about  clothing  itself 
thantlie  Female,"  says  The  Lady.  ''Even 
in  the  matter  of  colour  men  bow  slavishly 
to  the  fashion."  Black  men,  for  instance, 
are  rather  out  of  fashion  just  now. 

V 

The  People  s  Friend  advocates  that 
motorists  should  now  and  then  give 
pedestrians  a  lift,  as  a  means  of  abating 
prejudice  against  motor-cars.  And  yet 


Servant  (ic/io  liae  been  sent  to  chastise  a  stray  cat  for  atalkiny  cliickent).  "I — cwi.i- 
CATCH  'm— MUM— FOR  THE  NEAKKR  I— GOT  TO  'in— THE  FCHIIER  'E  nor  AWAT." 


our  experience  is  that  it  is  just  those 
persons  who  have  been  picked  off  their 
feet  by  a  car  who  become  the  most  rabid 
opponents  of  this  method  of  locomotion. 

* 

"Brain  work,"  says  The  Family  Doc- 
tor, "should  be  forbidden  after  dinner." 
A  well-known  author,  who  never  writes 
except  in  the  evening,  has  long  antici- 
pated this  advice. 

V 

The  house-surgeon  was  surveying  the 
newly  arrived  out-patient.  One  eye  was 
bandaged  and  the  other  blackened, 
there  were  ugly  scars  on  his  forehead, 
and  a  piece  was  missing  from  his  left 
ear.  "Had  a  fair  knocking  about?" 


remarked  the  house  surgeon.  The 
sufferer's  face  lighted  up.  "T'other 
bloke  's  a  frin-patient,"  he  said. 

Extract  from  a  pathetic  letter  in  a 
country  paper : — 

"  Ever  since  1  have  known  starlings,  I  have 
noticed  that  their  habits  seem  to  have  dete- 
riorated." 

The  society  of  the  writer  seems  to  have 
1)  rn  too  much  for  them. 

From  an  Edinburgh  paper's  report  of 
a  shooting-match : 

"  At  luncheon  time  the  Iloval  Scots  led  bjr 
19  pint-"." 

We  can  only  faintly  imagine  what  they 
led  by  at  the  end  of  lunche  m. 


VOL.  OliXVll. 
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THE    BATTLE    OF    THE    POLE. 

To   Djt.    C<X»K  ONCE   JIOKIC. 

LAST  week  tlie  world  was  at  your  beck  ; 

We  saw  you  feted,  mobbed  and  fed  ; 
'Tvvas  roses,  roses  round  your  neck, 

And  Copenhagen  off  its  head, 
And  Princes  putting  bumpers  down 
To  murk  their  sense  of  your  renown. 

To-day  the  baked  meats  are  off, 

The  streams  of  medals  cease  to  flow, 

And  maflicker.s,  remain  to  scoff, 

Saying,  "  W«  always  told  you  so  ;  " 

And  just  because  Commander  PEAKY 

Adds  to  your  claims  an  awkward  query. 

He  too,  it  seems,  surveyed  the  place, 
And,  though  he  made  a  careful  search 

For  tubes  and  footprints,  found  no  trace 
Of  you  about  the  Pole  (or  perch) ; 

Indeed  he  hints  our  Arctic  flier 

Is  little  better  than  a  liar. 

'Twas  lie  who  fared  through  glacial  fogs 
And  nailed  "  Old  Glory  "  to  the  Pole  ; 

You  merely  went  and  pinched  his  dogs 
And  took  a  trifling  northward  stroll ; 

(I  fear  ETUKISHOOK  and  Co. 

Have  been  and  given  away  the  show). 

So  far  from  having  reached  the  spot 
Where  he  put  in  a  recent  call, 

He  says  you  never  even  got 

Anywhere  near  the  scene  at  all ; 

That 's  his  account ;  it  only  shows 

How  leaky  are  the  Eskimos. 

He  wires  to  Mrs.  P.  to  say, 

"  I  have  him  nailed  "  (another  clou !) 
Omitting  in  his  kindly  way 

To  mention  what  he  'd  nailed  you  to ; 
It  cost  his  generous  heart  a  pang 
To  use  this  piece  of  Polar  slang. 

For  me,  I  leave,  with  great  content, 
The  task  of  telling  black  from  white 

To  partisan  arbitrament — 

The  Cookster  and  the  Pearyite : 

Let  them  decide— it's  their  dispute — 

Which  gets  the  bulge  and  which  the  boot. 

At  worst  it  means  a  civil  feud — 
This  lot  alleging  you  have  lied, 

While  that,  becoming  almost  rude, 
Heaves  carrion  at  the  other  side, 

And  calls  your  rival  record-breaker 

A  fetid  tough,  a  champion  faker. 

Meanwhile  at  home  we  well  may  thank 
Our  stars  that  it  did  not  occur 

To  one  of  you  to  be  a  Yank, 
And  one  by  birth  a  Britisher ; 

U.  S.  would  now  be  arming  for 

A  long  and  bloody  Polar  War. 


0.  S. 


"  Miss  Sylvia  Paukhurst,  Suffragist,  was  struck  off  Division  3,  at 
Chelsea,  which  contains  the  Local  Government  list,  on  the  ground  that 
she  had  removed  from  Cheyne-walk." — Daily  Paper. 

"  Sylvia,  this  day  I  will  disfranchise  thee,"  as  SHAKSPEAIIE 
very  nearly  said  in  Two  Gentlemen  of  Verona,  Act  IH.,  Scene  1. 


THE    IDEAL    DENTIST. 

["Tin-:  idea  behind  the  construction  of  the  ideal  dentist's  surgery 
shown  at  the  International  Kxhibition  of  the  Society  of  Extractor-  and 
Adapters  of  Teeth,  now  "being  held  at  the  Horticultural  II. ill, 
Westminster,  is  to  charm  the  senses  of  a  patient,  and  to  keep  out 
of  sight  anything  that  would  suggest  a  dentist's  operating-room. 
Tasteful  picture*  hang  upon  the  art-papered  walls ;  footsteps  are 
deadened  by  a  thick  pile  ear|»-t ;  finely  inlaid  furniture  fills  tl.< 
with  a  luxurious  easy-chair  in  this  centre.  Every  instrument  is  hidden. 
Tlie  paraphernalia  of  the  profession  repose  in  a  mirrored  cabinet,  which 
opens  noiselessly.  .  .  .  The  usual  drilling  machine  is  absent.  In  its 
place  is  a  suspended  silvered  globe,  from  which  hangs  a  flexible  tube, 
which  is  worked  by  an  electric  motor  secreted  in  the  wall,  with  even 
die  switch  hidden.  No  customary  dentist's  basin  is  there,  but  a  Imwl 
like  a  pedestal  rose-bowl.  Even  the  anaesthetic  bag  appears  di--gni>ed 
as  a  large  silk  handkerchief."—  Daily  Mail.'] 

Which  is  all  quite  charming,  so  far  as  the  ideal  operating- 
room  is  concerned.  But  if  the  Ideal  Dentist  is  to  live  up  to 
his  surroundings  lie  will  surely  require  some  appropriate 
small  talk  for  professional  purposes. 

Mr.  Punch  begs  to  submit  some  specimen  sentences  which 
he  trusts  will  be  found  suitable  to  any  ordinary  requirements. 
He  makes  no  charge  for  them. 

"  How  do  you  do,  my  dear  Sir  ?  Most  friendly  of  you  to 
look  in  on  me  like  this.  .  .  .  You  lind  me  quite  "alone,  ;is 
you  see.  .  .  .  No,  I  am  not  particularly  busy — at  present.  .  . 

"  This  is  what  I  call  my  '  Snuggery."  .  .  .  You  are  very 
kind  ;  I  have  done  my  best  to  make  it  a  really  pleas-ant 
apartment.  .  .  . 

"  A  '  New  Art '  wall-paper,  you  observe.  The  pattern  !« 
perhaps  just  a  trifle  wriggly,  but  it  grows  on  you.  I  see  you 
are  struck  by  that  view  of  the  '  Dent  du  Midi.'  Magnifi- 
cently drawn,  is  it  not  ?  .  .  .  Yes,  I  have  attempted  it  myself 
many  a  time  witli  a  pick,  though  I  must  confess  that  hitherto 
it  has  resisted  all  my  assaults.  .  .  .  On  the  whole  I  con- 
sider the  Losfiing  more  accessible,  while  the  Milchzahn  is,  of 
course,  tlie  merest  child's  play.  But  evidently  you  are  not 
an  enthusiast.  .  .  . 

"  That  cabinet  ?  Yes,  it  is  an  antique.  Beautifully  inlaid 
with  ivory  and  steel.-.  .  .  Inside  it?  Oh,  well,  nothing 
particular,  bric.-a-brae  of  sorts.  ...  I  shall  hope  to  have 
the  pleasure  of  showing  you  one  or  two  of  them  before  you 
go.  ...  No,  I  shouldn't  call  myself  a  connoisseur,  precisely. 
If  I  have  a  hobby,  it 's  collecting  objects  in  ancient  ivory — 
if  you  know  what  I  mean.  .  .  .  No,  it  is  not  difficult  to  get 
hold  of  them—  if  you  arc  anything  of  an  expert. 

"  Pardon  me,  that  is  not  a  basin.  I  should  rather  describe 
it  as  a  '  Hose-bowl,'  supported,  as  you  perceive,  on  an 
ornamental  pedestal  of — let  me  see,  now,  is  it  Jasper '.-  No, 
I  'm  wrong— Bloodstone,  of  course.  .  .  .  Perforated,  is  it  ? 
Why,  bless  me,  now  I  come  to  look  at  it,  so  it  is!  I  wonder 
why. 

"Do  sit  down.  I  am  sure  you  must  need  a  rest.  This  is 
not  a  chair  which  I  am  in  the  habit  of  occupying  myself,  but 
still  I  trust  you  will  lind  it  fairly  comfortable. 

"  Believe  me,  I  fully  understand  that  you  have  come  here 
on  serious  business,  not  merely  to  gossip.  You  have  only  to 
open  your  mouth,  my  dear  Sir,  and  you  will  find  me  all 
attention.  .  .  . 

"  Why  have  I  attached  an  electric  searchlight  to  my  fore- 
head ?  Well,  really,  I  hardly  know.  Habit,  I  suppose. 
From  110  idle  curiosity,  I  assure  you.  Nor  yet  conceit, 
though  you  must  admit  that  it  is  a  decorative  form  of  head- 
dress. And  you  would  hardly  believe  how  it  amuses  the 
children ! 

"H'm — dear  me— tut-tut-tut !  Excuse  me  a  moment. 
.  No,  I  am  merely  going  through  my  cabinet  of 
curios.  .  .  .  Isn't  this  one  charming?  Such  a  delii  .'.:>• 
feeling  in  it ! 

"  Eh  ?  That  little  silvered  globe  suspended  there  ?  Ah,  I 
thought  that  would  appeal  to  you.  '  Cinque-cento '  work, 
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Absent-minded  Detective.  "SpKAK  fi-,  PLEASE!" 


that  is — engraved  with  a  classical  subject  in  low  relief,  '  Cad- 
mus sowing  the  dragon's  teeth.'  Singular  fancy,  is  it  not  ? 
Wonder  what  on  earth  put  it  into  the  artist  fellow's  head.  .  .  . 
Allow  me  to  bring  it  a  little  closer.  .  .  .  Really,  I  think  you 
must  be  mistaken.  It  can't  be  causing  you  any  really  acute 
discomfort,  because  it's  quite  impossible  to  see  the  switch 
that  turns  on  the  motor.  .  .  .  Drilling  a  hole  in  your  front 
tooth,  is  it?  You  don't  say  so  !  How  very  odd  !  But  these 
limits  H-i/Zhappen  occasionally — and  after  all,  my  dear  Sir, 
what  you  lose  ill  ivory  you  will  gain  in  gold.  We  Adapters 
of  Teeth  arc  the  modern  alchemists,  if  you  '11  excuse  the 
flight  of  fancy.  .  .  .  Pray  consider  yourself  at  perfect  liberty 
to  sing  out  if  you  feel  so  inclined.  .  .  .  You  cannot  out-sing 
my  canary. 

"  And  now  let  me  recommend  you  to  take  one  more  look  at 
the  Rose-bowl.  .  .  . 

"Ha!  here  we  come  to  the— ah — fons  et  origo  malt.  Do 
you  know,  my  dear  Sir,  I'm  afraid  I  must  ask  you  to  leave 
this  entirely  in  my  hands.  .  .  .  Let  me  introduce  you  to  my 
medical  assistant.  You  will  find  him  excellent  company.  .  .  . 
What  is  he  showing  you?  Oh,  merely  a  silk  handker- 
chief. The  design  is  quite  artistic,  is  it  not?  What 
people  used  to  call  'aesthetic,'  do  you  think?  You  may 
be  perfectly  right  — still  I  should  have  said  myself  that  it 
w;is  quite  the  reverse.  But  deliciously  perfumed.  Try  it — 
just  one  sniff.  .  .  . 

"  I  will  detain  you  no  longer,  my  dear  Sir.  I  have  enjoyed 
our  little  tcle-a-tfte  immensely.  .  .  .  Pray  don't  think  of  it ! 
1  am  moiv  than  repaid  already  by  the  pleasure  of  your 
society.  .  .  .  However,  of  course,  if  you —  Forgive  me, 
?io/  three  guineas — four.  You  are  doubtless  unaware  of  it, 
but  in  the  first  stage  of  recovery  from  the  anesthetic  you 
blacked  my  medical  assistant's  eye  and  knocked  me  flat 
under  the  Elizabethan  buffet.  .  .  .  Oh,  not  at  all.  Don't 
mention  it.  We  were  only  too  delighted  to  observe  any 
symptoms  of  returning  animation.  .  .  .  Goorf-bye.  You 
mustn't  let  so  long  a  time  pass  before  you  pay  me  your  nexi 
visit.  And  do  notice  the  umbrella-stand  on  your  way  out — 
pure  fourteenth-century  Gothic  !  "  F.  A. 


ARCTIC    ITEMS. 
(From  "  The  North  Pole  Daily  Fnwt.") 

TOURIST. — The  tourist  season  opened  early  this  year,  our 
first  visitor  arriving  on  April  G.  It  will  be  reinenilx-red  that 
last  year  the  rush  for  the  Pole  commenced  on  April  21. 

To  LET. — The  North  Pole  (just  off)  old-fash ioned  snow- 
bungalow  standing  on  its  own  floe.  One  kitchen-bed- 
sitting-room.  Suit  family  of  nine.  Southern  expo-un-  »n 
four  sides. 

WANTED. — Great  Northern  Hotel,  Peary  Avenue,  night- 
porter;  hours  September  to  March.  Six  months'  holiday 
annually.  Protestant,  sober,  sleep  out ;  salary  to  suitable 
man  two  walrus  tusks  and  eight  drit-d  ]>engiiin  IKT  month. 

CAN  any  Lady  recommend  single-handed  housemaid  for 
small  family  in  ice-cave,  must  help  with  fur-repairing,  but  all 
thawing  sent  out. 

BLUBBER. — For  indigestion  try  our  Pasteurised  Jersey 
Whale  Blubber.  No  cooking  required.  Sold  only  in  two- 
pound  blocks. 

WHY  eat  cold  food  when  one  bear-tooth  will  buy  you  a 
pound  of  our  patent  THERMOXO  ? 

CAMH.KS. — The  most  suitable  Christmas  pre.nent  for  a  Lilly- 
is  a  package  of  our  carefully  matured  tallow  candles.  If 
used  as  an  illuminant  one  of  our  caudles  will  maintain  a 
one-candle-power  light  until  consumed ;  if  used  as  a  con- 
diment it  will  supply  more  than  three  times  as  much  nourish- 
ment as  an  equal  milk  of  whale-bone. 

FOR  SALE. — One-third  share  in  the  smell  of  a  musk-ox, 
healthy  young  animal,  whose  scent  can  be  perceived  at  a 
distance  of  five  furlongs  in  the  face  of  a  six-mile  bre< 

LECTURE. — On  December  12  Professor  K«*platiiik,  the 
famous  equatorial  explorer,  will  deliver  an  open-air  address 
uixm  "How  I  nailed  the  North  Pole  flag  to  the  Equator." 

LoR.  A  metal  cylinder  containing  a  record  of  the  dis- 
covery of  the  North  Pole.  Suitable  reward  offered  by  the 
owner. 
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THE  UNEARNED  INCREMENT. 

PEOPLE  pass  me  in  the  street  without 
a  second  glance  ;  sometimes  even  —  I 
can't  say  why — witli  a  slightly  amused 
smile.  And  yet,  did  they  but  know  it, 
1  am  no  common  man.  I  have  done 
what  no  one  ever  did  before — what,  in 
all  human  probability,  no  one  will  ever 
do  again. 

It  happened  this  summer,  when  I 
was  staying  in  the  country  with  the 
Plimpleys.  (Quite  a  respectable  family. 
At  least,  they  have  gryphons  on  their  gate- 
posts.) When  I  had  been  there  three 
days,  and  had  beaten  them  all  at  golf- 
croquet,  I  asked  if  there  was  such  a 
thing  as  a  Bradshaw  in  the  House. 
"Oh,  but,"  they  said,  "you  must  stop 
for  our  Church  Bazaar  to-morrow.  Sucfi 
fun."  It  seemed  that  the  parishioners  of 
Market  Shortwayte  had  recklessly  built 
a  Gothic  cottage  for  their  sexton,  and 
now  owed  £429  13s.  Id.  for  it.  So  I 
stayed. 

When  we  got  into  the  marquee  the 
Plimpleys,  to  a  woman,  deserted  me,  and 
I  stood  stranded  in  a  circling  throng  till 
a  girl  came  up  to  me  with  something 
large  and  smooth  and  round,  worked 
all  over  with  white  cauliflowers. 

"  You  will  buy  it,  won't  you  ?  "  she 
said. 

"What  is  it?"  I  asked. 

"  Only  ten  shillings." 

"  Yes,  but  wluit  is  it  ?  "  I  persisted. 

"  Why,  a  cushion,  of  course,"  said  she. 

"  Sorry,"  said  I,  "  but  my  size  is 
nines."  So  I  lost  her,  and  went  and 
stood  by  a  lucky-tub,  where  a  female 
bevy  was  fishing,  with  loud  shrieks,  for 
parcels,  at  a  shilling  a  bite:  sheer 
gambling  —horrid  !  I  turned  to  a  grim, 
military-looking  person  who  was  watch- 
ing with  apparent  disapproval,  and 
said,  "Tut,  tut,  this  sort  of  thing"— I 
had  met  him  the  day  before  at  the 
Squire's  but  hadn't  a  notion  who  he 
was — "  this  sort  of  thing  makes  one 
almost  sigh  for  Dis-establishmeut — 
what  ?  " 

It  was  a  bad  effort,  because  lie  hap- 
pened to  be  the  patron  of  the  living, 
and  vicar's  warden,  and  all  that.  So  I 
lost  him  ;  and  then  a  girl  came  up  to  me 
with  a  sort  of  camp-bed — same  girl  and 
sjiiie  cushion,  in  fact. 

"  Won't  you  change  your  mind  ?  "  she 
said. 

"I  have  changed  it,"  said  I;  "I 
thought  they  were  cauliflowers,  and  now 
I  believe  they  are  pine-apples." 

"  Oh  !  you  're  horrid,"  she  said.  So 
we  parted  again,  and  I  drifted  up  to  the 
end  where  the  band  (brass)  was  playing 
a  selection  of  ecclesiastical  music.  At 
least,  "The  Gadabout  Girl."  But,  the 
breeze  from  a  bombardon  setting  in  too 
stifily  for  me,  even  with  my  collar  up, 
1  won  through  to  the  Art  Gallery.  You 


know  the  sort  of  thing— a  franiyd  receipt 
for  overweight  luggage  labelled  "The 
Last  Charge  at  Waterloo,"  and  £O  on. 

"  Tut,  tut,"  I  said  to  the  curate-show- 
man, "if  the  Church  encourages  you  to 
do  this,  my  boy,  I  shall  have  to  think 
about  voting  for  Dis-estab —  And 

then  I  found  the  patron  of  the  living  be- 
side me,  eyeing  me  suspiciously  askance. 
Real  Pan- Anglicans  rather  terrify  me — 
I  always  suspect  them  of  a  hankering 
after  thumbscrews ;  so  I  went  out  again ; 
and  site  came  round  for  the  third  time. 

"It's  getting  shop-soiled,''  I  said. 
"  Better  have  your  Summer  Sale,  and  let 
it  go  at  half-price." 

"  Oh  !  you  are  horrid,"  she  said  ;  but 
she  smiled  (such  a  kind  face),  and  I 
wandered  away  upon  a  disconsolate 
search  for  Plimpleys. 

Next  time  she  came  round  it  was 
green  ;  it  had  been  red  before. 

"  This  is  the  other  side  of  it,"  she 
explained. 

"Heavens!  . . .  Well,  atany  rate  I  know 
tb.3  worst  nowr,"  said  I.  And  then  the 
arrival  of  a  plethoric  gentleman  in  gaiters 
and  a  black  apron  threw  the  tent  into  a 
state  of  seething  excitement,  and  we  had 
to  look  to  ourselves.  By  the  time  I  had 
straightened  my  collar  and  tie  and 
recovered  my  hat  she  stood  before  me 
once  more. 

"  Look  here,"  I  said,  "you  're  the  ninth 
girl  with  a  cushion — Oh  !  it 's  you  !  No, 
not  to-day,  thank  you."  But  the  next 
time  we  met,  as  I  couldn't  think  of  any- 
thing more  to  say,  I  bought  it  for  ten 
shillings.  "And  will  you  kindly  put  it  in 
paper  for  me  ?  "  I  said. 

"Hold  it  while  I  go  and  look  for 
a  Telegraph,"  she  commanded,  and 
straightway  deserted  me. 

Shortly  afterwards,  catching  sight  of 
a  Plimpley  at  last,  I  made  towards  her 
eagerly,  to  ask  if  I  might  go  home  and 
have  a  quiet  cry.  Without  a  sign  of 
recognition  she  turned  from  me  and 
deliberately  got  lost  again !  I  tried  to 
approach  others ;  I  thirsted  for  human 
companionship ;  but  I  had  become  an 
outcast.  People  thought  I  wanted  to 
sell  It,  Cowards !  Oh  !  the  cowards ! 

When  I  was  at  my  very  lowest  a  voice 
sounded  mockingly  in  my  ear:  "Aren't 
you  glad  you  came  ?  " 

I  scowled  fiercely,  and  she  passed  on 
with  a  pink-and-purple  tea-cosy. 

The  slow  minutes  wore  on,  and  (hen1 
seemed  nothing  in  all  the  world  to  do 
but  cast  my  cushion  down  on  some 
unoccupied  spot  and  sit  f  n  it.  I  was 
debating  whether  to  do  this,  or  to  jam  it 
suddenly  into  the  trumpet  of  the  gramo- 
phone that  had  opened  fire  on  my  left, 
raise  the  wild  war-cry  of  my  clan,  and 
make  a  dash  for  freedom,  when  a  lady 
in  front  of  me  put  up  her  lorgnette  and 
studied  my  cushion  witli  a  cold  and 
passionless  gaze. 


"  Mildred,1'  she  said  to  her  daughter, — 
who  was  old  enough,  as  even  Miss  SUTTON 
would  admit ;  but  no  matter — "Mildred, 
ask  that  young  man  the  price  of  hii 
cushion." 

At  that — perhaps  it  was  something  in 
the  tone  of  her  voice — an  inexplicable 
longing  to  show  my  independence 
assailed  me  ;  to  look  her  straight  in  the 
eyeglasses  and  say:  "No,  madam,  no. 
Take  your  paltry  money  elsewhere. 
Civil  Komanus  sum, — and  it's  my 
cushion.  A  large  thing,  but  mine  own." 
But  as  I  stood  there,  bowed  down  like  a 
man  grown  prematurely  old,  holding  up 
my  incubus  desperately  with  both  hands 
by  a  fold  of  its  skin,  my  spirit  weakened. 

"  What  is  the  price  ot  that  cushion, 
please?"  said  Mildred  frostily. 

"Fifteen  shillings  spot  cash,"  I 
replied.  "  Thank  you." 

They  took  it  from  me.  Somehow  they 
took  it  from  me,  and  I  stood  erect  again, 
a  free  man.  Oh  !  the  blessedness  of  that 
moment!  Free,  free,  and  with  the 
best  years  of  my  life,  perhaps,  still 
before  me.  I  plunged  gaily  into  the 
thick  of  the  crowd,  I  laughed  aloud, 
I  no  longer  minded  the  band.  .  .  . 

Then  came  a  fleeting  vision  of  purple- 
and-piuk,  and  an  anxious  voice  in  my 
ear :  "  Good  gracious  !  whatever  have 
you  done  with/t?" 

"Sold  it  again,"  I  said  triumphantly, 
"  for  fifteen  shillings." 

"No!  The  Vicar  will  be  pleased," 
she  exclaimed. 

"  I  don't  see  why  he  should  be,"  I 
answered  coldly,  and  so  pushed  on, 
heedless  of  the  troubled  wonder  in  her 
eyes. 

Well,  others  may  fly  the  Channel  or 
wander  hungrily  in  absurd  realms  of 
ice.  I  will  not  belittle  their  achieve- 
ments. But  I  am  the  only  man  who 
ever  walked  out  of  a  Church  Bazaar 
richer  than  he  entered  it. 

That  is  my  title  to  Fame.  I  am 
content  to  let  it  rest  at  that. 


From  a  circular  distributed  by  the 
School  Board  of  Glasgow  : 

"Arrangements  have  been  made  to  form 
('hisses  in  which  special  attention  will  lie  given 
to  English,  Qremmer,  and  Composition," 

For  the  moment  let  us  confine  ourselves 
to  spelling. 

Modern  English. 
"  Aviation  "  is  vexation, 

"  Dirigible  "  is  as  bad, 
The  "monoplane"  is  quite  insane, 

And  "  aero  "  drives  me  mad. 


The  Journalistic  Touch. 

"  At  th'iH  time  of  year  wasps  are  a  subject  oi 
perennial  interest." — The  Daily  Telegraph. 


MIIKII  15,  1909.] 


PUNCH,   OR  THE  LONDON   CII.MMVARI. 


HUBERT     WRENCH. 

AN  ESSAY  IH  I'xcnos. 

[AVitli  in-kiimvli'ilsniiriit.-t  to  Mr.  l!uM"Si> 
BLATEWAYT'I  appreciation  of  Mr.  Human  TIIKXIII 
:n  11  contemporary.] 

OF  all  the  figures  who  have  recently 
swum  into  the  histrionic  ken,  none  is  more 
arresting  tlian  Mr.  Hcr.KiiT  WKKNCII,  the 
new  tenant  of  the  Pall  Mall  Theatre. 
His  is  truly  a  luminous  personality,  with 
his  Titanir  Mieheliingelesque  torso,  and 
those  piercing  velvety  black  eyes  which 
remind  one  by  turns  of  the  aquiline 
optics  of  the  Ancient  Mariner  and  the 
meet  powerful  BLEBIOT  acetylene  lamp. 
As  a  youth  he  was  a  famous  athlete, 
renowned  for  tossing  the  caber  and 
heaving  the  hundredweight — he  repre- 
sented the  University  of  Oxford  in  both 
of  these  events,  and  established  a  record 
in  his  last  year  by  hurling  the  caber 
amongst  the  spectators  and  seriously 
injuring  the  Prime  Warden  of  New  Col- 
lege. Viewed  from  an  anthropometric 
standpoint,  again,  he  is  a  nnn  of  singu- 
lar and  massive  proportions,  measuring 
no  less  than  two  inches  more  round  the 
head,  six  inches  round  the  chest  and 
four  round  the  calf,  than  Mr.  HALL  CAIKE. 

But  enough,  of  externals.  It  is  the 
exuberant  mentality  of  the  new  director 
that  lends  him  his  chief  charm.  Bred 
up  on  the  classics  he  liad  translated 
PKRSIUS  into  Maeso-Gothic  before  he 
entered  his  teens,  and  had  set  the  para- 
digms of  TIHTTO  to  music  before  he  left 
them.  On  leaving  Oxford,  where  he 
was  one  of  the  most  notorious  "  bloods" 
of  the  Bullingdom  Club,  and  took  a 
double  First,  HUBEBT  WHENCE  studied 
bombination  at  Barcelona,  Esperanto  at 
the  Cape  of  Good  Hope,  double  bass  at 
Burton,  and  jiujitsu  at  Tokio.  For 
many  years  a  highly-placed  official  on 
the  Board  of  Education,  he  had  a  third 
of  England  under  his  control,  and  ruled 
it  with  a  rod  of  iron.  Indeed  he  is  said 
to  be  the  only  man  in  the  world  of 
whom  the  redoubtable  Sir  ROBERT 
MODANT  was  thoroughly  afraid.  So  it 
has  come  to  pass  that  he  combines  the 
spiritual  intensity  of  a  Bollandist  with 
the  athleticism  of  a  C.  B.  FRY  ;  the  elas- 
ticity of  an  Archimandrite  with  the 
austere  iconoclasm  of  a  Doukhobor.  . 
lie  i-<,  in  short,  a  histrionic  aviator  who 
mi  the  In-plane  of  a  centrifugal 
enthusiasm  far  into  the  empyrean  of 
choriambic  hallucination.  A  hero-wor- 
shipper of  the  most  catholic  temper,  it  is 
hard  to  say  whether  he  cherishes 
deeper  devotion  for  SIDNEY  WEBB  or 
SIIWEY  LEE,  for  ALCIBIADES  or  Dr.  CLIF- 
ioia>,  for  SEMIRAMIS  or  Mrs.  PANKIII'RST. 
An  academic  Socialist  of  the  most 
advanced  type  he  nevertheless  con- 
descends to  associate  with  members  oi 
the  hereditary  aristonaey,  and  with 
eliararK-ristie  heroism  has  gone  so  far 


S      j 


Ethel  (findiny  the  sermon  leJiona,  and  thinking  it  h'ujli  time  for  Hie  collection).  "  On,  MoTHEt. 

nil   PAY  THE   MAN,  AND   LET'S  OO   I1OUK." 


as  to  offer  a  small  non-speaking  part  to 
a  ducal  enthusiast  in  one  of  his  forth- 
coming productions. 

But  this  spiritual  anarchy,  this  cosmic 
antinomiauism  runs  right  through  his 
sumptuous  and  sonorous  nature.  He 
will  present  SHAKSPKAKK  with  the  same 
relentless  impartiality  that  lie  will  deal 
out  to  PAUL  RUBENS,  TOLSTOI,  Lord 
Itnssi.YX,  STHINTHIEIIG,  CECIL  RALEIGH, 
MOLIEKE  and  Lord  SAFFROX  DF.  WALK*. 

Much  more  might  be  said  of  this  brave, 
this  beatific  hierophant  of  the  higher  his- 
trionics, but  the  utmost  exploits  of  un- 
bridled eulogy  must  always  fall  far  short 
of  the  transcendental  reality.  Indeed, 
it  is  difficult  to  speak  of  him  without 


screeching.  For  HUBERT  (as  he  graciously 
permits  me  to  call  him)  is  already  en- 
rolled amongst  that  hierarchy  of  elect 
souls  whose  pellucid  purpose  and  higli- 
souled  enthusiasm  for  the  reformation  of 
social  conditions  make  them  "  lovely  and 
endurable  [tie]  in  the  sight  of  man  and 
ultimately  secure  them  the  conquest  of 
the  world." 
[Ought  I  to  put "  Advt."  ?— ED.  Punch.] 

"The  Rev.  T.  T.  BlockJey,  a  tourist,  was 
suddenly  approached  by  some  young  men  and 
asked  to  marry  a  couple  inside  the  church.  Mr. 
Blockley  did  as  he  was  requested,  and  made 
tin-  liride  happy."— Daily  Mail. 
What  about  the  bridegroom's  feelings? 


INS 
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AN    UNCONVINCING    NARRATIVE. 

[Yet  a  third  claimant  to  the  Polo  has  arisen.  We  print  his  state- 
ment with  reserve,  and  must  request  our  readers  to  await  the  necessary 
scientific  proof  before  giving  credence  to  his  story.] 

COME,  gather  around,  my  'earties,  and  listen  awhile  to  me, 

For  I  "ave  a  yarn  to  spin  you,  a  yarn  of  the  Polar  Sea  ; 

It  'B  as  true  as  I  'm  standing  here,  lads,  as  true  as  it  blows 

a  gale, 
That  I  was  the  first  as  nearly  burst  a-finding  the  Great  Big 

Nail- 
As  sworn  to  by  ETUKISHOOK,  GAUKRODGER,  J.  C.  CLEGO,  Sir 

FORTESCUE  FLANXERY,  and  the  Cardinal  MEKRY  DEL  VAL. 

It  was  all  of  a  parky  morning  that  wunnerful  4th  of  March, 
When  I  put  on  a  hextry  weskit  and  made  for  the  Marble 

Arch; 

So  I  sez  good-bye  to  my  country,  "  Lunnon,"  I  sez,  "adoo ! " 
And  I  up  and  strode  down  the  Edgware  Road  athirsting 

to  see  it  through, 
Followed   by    ETUKISHOOK,    GAUKBODGER,    J.  C.  CLEGG,   Sir 

FORTESCUE  FLAKXERY,  and  the  Cardinal  MERRY  DEL  VAL. 

I  'adn't  no  blooming  gum-drops,  I  'adn't  no  polar  bears, 
I  'adn't  no  sextant  neither,  but  I  thinks  to  myself,  "  'Oo 

cares?" 
And  I  waggled  my  watch-chain  jaunty,  which  was  jewelled 

in  every  hole, 
"I  can  always  steer  by  my  cumpas  'ere,  it's  pointing 

straight  to  the  Pole." 
"  So  it  is ! "  said  ETUKISHOOK,  GAUKRODGER,  J.  C.  CLEGG,  Sir 

FOHTESCUE  FLANNERY,  and  the  Cardinal  MERRY  DEL  VAL. 

I  walked  for  the  'ole  of  that  morning,  then  I  sez  to  myself, 

"  Old  son, 
This  here  is  a  dash-for-the-Pole  like,  and  it  'a  darn  little 

dash  you  've  done." 
So  I  enters  an  'anxly  station,  and  I  sez  to  the  man  in  the 

'utch, 
"  'Ere,  gimme  a  ticket  as  goes  to  Wick- — no,  a  first-return 

— 'ow  much  ? 
Ah,  and   five  third  singles  for  ETUKISHOOK,  GAUKRODGER,  J.  C. 

CLEGG,   Sir  FORTESCUE  FIANTTERY,   and    the    Cardinal 

MERRY  DEL  VAL." 

We  sailed  from  Wick  to  the  northward  for  'undreds  of  days 

and  nights, 
Till  we  came  at   last   to   the   ice-floes  and   followed   the 

Northern  lights, 

The  Horroreo-boreo-balis,  which  it  turned  us  all  'orrible  pale, 
And  I  sez  to  my  men,  "  To-morrow  and  then  we  shall  land 

at  the  Great  Big  Nail." 
"  'Ooray !  "  said   ETUKISHOOK,  GAUKRODGER,  J.  C.  CLEGG,  Sir 

FORTESCUE  FLANNERY  and  the  Cardinal  MERRY  DEL  VAL. 

'Twas  the  cumpas  as  went  and  found  it — it  seemed  to  have 

turned  its  head, 
It  would  spin  like  mad  for  a  minute  and  then  it  would  lay 

like  dead ; 
It  took  on  just  like  a  wild  thing,  you'd  almost  'a  sworn  it 

cried, 
Till  at  last  it  shot  through  the  glass  and  got  right  up  on 

its  end  and  died. 
"  That  proves  it,"  cried  ETUKISHOOK,  GAUKRODGER,  J.  C.  CLEGG, 

Sir  FORTESCUE  FLANSERY,  and  the  Cardinal  MERRY  DEL 

VAL. 

We  gave  three  cheers  for  ole  England  and  we  up  witli  (he 

Union  Jack, 
And  we  plugged  our  pipes  and  we  smoked  'em  and  we 

thought  about  getting  back  ; 
But  a  wunnerful  pride  so  tilled  us  as  we  sat  on  top  of  the 

Ball, 


That  innocent  tears  (the  first  for  years)  rolled  out  of  the 

eyes  of  all, 

Partikerlarly  out  of  those  of  ETUKISIIOOK,  GAUKRODGER,.].  < (. 
CLEHC,  Sir  FORTESCI  i:  FLAXNERY,  and  the  Cardinal 
MERRY  DEL  VAL. 

Then  I  called  for  a  pen  and  paper,  and  I  wrote  to  the  KING, 
"  Dear  King, 

I  've  found  the  Pole,  and  I  'm  tying  a  piece  of  it  up  with 
string ; 

I'll  send  it  round  in  the  morning  for  your  Majesty's  grace 
to  see ; 

•I  ust  drop  me  a  wire,  if  you  like  it,  Sire,  and  I  '11  collar  the 

lot!     Signed:  ME. 

Witnesses :  ETUKISHOOK,  GAUKRODGER,  J.  C.  CLEGG,  Sir  FOR- 
TESCUE FLANNERY  and  the  Cardinal  MERRY  PEL  VAL.  ' 

So  that's  how  it  'appened,  my  'earties,  no  matter  what 

others  may  say. 
(Did  they  see  the  Pole  ?     They  didn't !     That  proves  I  'ad 

took  it  away.) 
It 's  as  true  as  I  'm  standing  here,  lads,  as  true  as  The 

Daily  Mail, 
That  I  was  the  first  as  nearly  burst  a-finding  the  ( Ireut 

Big  Nail.  A.  A.  M. 


ON    MAKING    A    BEGINNING. 

A  CORRESPONDENT  of  The  Daily  Telegraph  complains  of  the 
"  leave-me-aloneness "  prevailing  among  business  men  in 
City  restaurants.  He  would  like  "  to  alter  the  existing  state 
of  things  so  that  one  might  exchange  a  few  friendly  remarks 
to  lighten  the  burden  of  the  day."  "I  wonder  what  would 
bring  about  such  an  agreeable  change  in  the  deeply  insular 
and  absorbed  ways  of  the  Londoner?  "  he  asks. 

Well,  there  is  of  course  the  weather  with  which  to  start 
friendly  conversation.  A  common  mistake  with  those  who 
use  this  topic  is  to  make  some  obvious  remark  that  can  be 
dismissed  with  a  monosyllabic  reply  of  polite  agreement.  But, 
properly  used,  the  subject  can  be  made  to  lead  to  discussion. 
On  a  bright  autumn  day,  for  instance,  remark  to  your 
neighbour,  "  Very  snowy,  isn't  it  ? "  He  will  give  you  a 
discourteous  look,  and  say,  "I  beg  your  pardon."  Your 
reply  should  be,  "Very  snowy,  I  said — not  here,  of  course, 
but  at  the  North  Pole  "  ;  and  there  you  are  with  the  subject 
of  the  day  before  you. 

Another  way  of  getting  into  conversation  is  to  call  the 
manager  and  accuse  your  neighbour  of  picking  your  pocket. 
After  the  disturbance  is  over  the  exchange  of  profuse 
apologies  and  genial  assurances  that  it  is  nothing  may  be 
the  beginning  of  a  life-long  friendship. 

A  method  that  has  rarely  Tailed  is  that  of  asking  for  the 
honour  of  paying  for  your  neighbour's  lunch.  This  generally 
brings  a  reply  of  some  kind,  and  as  often,  as  not  the  bright 
chat  which  follows  can  by  tactful  management  be  made  so 
interesting  that  the  offer  that  began  it  is  quite  forgotten  by 
both  parties. 

A  further  graceful  introduction  to  conversation  we 
witnessed  in  a  City  restaurant  only  last  Friday.  Two 
strangers  were  lunching  at  a  table,  one  an  Englishman  and 
the  other  apparently  a  Frenchman.  Suddenly  the  latter, 
with  all  the  charm  and  abandon  for  which  his  race  is  noted, 
filled  his  glass  from  the  Englishman's  bottle,  and  heartily 
drank  his  health,  afterwards  addressing  a  few  felicitous  and 
well-chosen  words  of  admiration  and  esteem.  It  was  an 
exceedingly  pretty  incident. 


"  It  was  also  rumoured  that  the  Pole  was  surrounded  by  ice." 
This  startling  report  is  being  circulated  by  a  Shetland  paper; 
and  still  awaits  denial. 
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FRR   A   PLICE?" 


intitfatliuj  Molorwt  ir/io  has  brusquely  refused  offer  of  liia  uaret.)   " 'EflE  T'ARE!     NORK  PULE  STIIES!      "Oo'u,  BACK 


"THOSE  DUKES,  HOW  THEY  HARASS  US!" 

.l/i1.  UotjdrGeorge. 

A  VIVID  commentary  on  the  above 
historic  phrase  is  furnished  by  two 
events  recorded  in  the  same  issue  of  The 
Daily  Chronicle. 

First  of  all  we  read  with  ever  growing 
indignation  how  "  Silverlands,"  the 
bijou  and  appropriately  named  Surrey 
residence  of  Sir  JOHN  BRISKER,  M.P., 
•tending  in  its  well-wooded  grounds  in 
a  lonely  spot  a  mile  and  a  half  from 
Chertsey,  was  entered  by  burglars,  who 
succeeded  in  getting  away  with — 

Two  enamel  boxes. 

Four  small  silver  ships. 

Bottom  of  a  large  ship  in  silver. 

Several  silver  vases. 

Small  silver  (able. 

Tun  small  silver  Jan. 

Small  silver  cradle. 

.Silver  knives  and  forks. 

Foreign  neck  collar  studded  with  jewels. 

Old-fashioned  ring. 

Small  silver  piano. 

Silver  photo  frame. 

Four  Indian  ornament*. 

Twi>  (luted  silver  va  • 

Sihcr  card-case. 

Anlii]iie  French  clock. 

And   iinully   twelve    silver    trowi-ls    and 
silver  keys  presented  to  Sir  JOHN  Hiit  NNKR 


when  opening  institutions  or  laying 
foundation  stones  in  different  parts  of 
the  country. 

The  calamity  which  has  befallen  Sir 
JOHN  BRLNNKR  is  grievous  enough  in  itself, 
but  its  severity  is  enhanced  a  thousand- 
fold by  its  coincidence  and  contrast  with 
a  similar  visit  paid  to  a  notorious  re- 
presentative of  that  class  now  generally 
admitted  to  consist  of  the  enemies  of  the 
human  race. 

While  the  Duke  and  Duchess  of 
NORTHUMBERLAND  were  in  residence  at 
Syon  House,  some  burglars  carried  a 
ladder  a  quarter  of  a  mile  across  Syon 
Park  and  effected  an  entry  into  the 
library.  The  Duke's  private  desk  was 
forced  open  and  his  papers  tumbled 
about.  But  with  a  cowardly  consideration 
that  cannot  be  too  severely  reprobated 
the  burglars  did  not  touch  the  valuable 
silver  articles,  inkstands  and  other  orna- 
ments, which  were  lying  about,  while  the 
priceless  collection  of  portraits  of  the 
Seymour  and  Somerset  families,  in  a 
corridor,  which  might  easily  have  been 
cut  from  their  frames,  were  not  inter- 
fered with. 

Of  the  silver  opportunity  thus 
neglected  we  say  nothing,  but  that 
burglars,  presumably  equipped  with 


suitable  weapons,  should  have  thrown 
away  the  golden  chance  of  purloining 
the  pictorial  family  records  of  a  ferocious 
despot  gives  rise  in  Radical  bosoms  to 
thoughts  that  lie  too  deep  for  tears. 

We  have  good  reason  to  believe  that 
when  the  news  wan  broken  to  the 

CHANCELLOR  OF    THE    Kxi  IIKQUKR  and   Mr. 

WINSTON  Ciirnciin.i..  their  anguish  was 
something  painful  to  witness. 

The  theory  that  the  burglary  at  Syon 
House  was  committed  by  Sir  HOWARD 
GREY  in  his  desire  to  possess  himself  of 
the  originals  of  his  correspondence  with 
the  Duke  has  met  with  credence  in  <•  r- 
tain  quarters,  and  Mr.  BELLOC,  M.P.,  will 
probably  ask  a  question  of  the  Foreign 
Secretary  at  an  early  opportunity. 


"  Congratulations  are  to-duy  due  to  the  Rev. 
A.  A.  Dauncey  and  Mrs.  Dunce?,  who  are 
celebrating  their  'silver  wedding.  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Dauncey  were  married  on  September  3rd, 
1184. 

"  On  Sunday  last  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Elias  Keel, 
of  21,  Maze-hill,  East  Greenwich,  celebrated 
their  '  golden  wedding,'  they  baring  been  mar- 
ried on  August  29th,  1895." 

The  Kentith  Mercury. 

After  all,  the  day  of  the  month  is  the 
great  thing. 
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FOOTBALL    RESULTS. 

AMID  THE    RUSH  AND    ROAR   OF   OUR   MOHERN    BABYLON,   IT    IS    ALWAVS    BEAUTIFUL    TO  GO  APART 
AND  COMMUNE   WITH   SOME  TWIN   SOUL   WON   THE   THEMES   WHICH   GIVE   A   MEANING  TO  LIFE. 


THE  NEW  HEAVY  PATERNITY. 

[Wiffc  acknowledgments  to  the  Editor  of 
"  The  Wonder  Box."] 

MY  DEAREST  TOILETS, — We  can  never 
say  quite  what  we  want  to  say  in  this 
imperfect  world  of  ours.  And  as  I  sit 
in  my  old  armchair  in  my  dear  old  den 
and  think  of  all  the 

BILLIONS  OF  BRIGHT-EYED  BAIUOS 

who  will  take  this  letter  out  of  our  first 
BILGE  TUB,  heart  and  voice  fail  me  and 
the  foolish  tears  will  flow.  In  the  really 
great  moments  of  life  words  are  of  little 


use.  We  can  only  ladle  out  the  slush  of 
sentiment  from  the  slop-pail  of  a  full  heart. 
Thus  it  is  that  at  this  supreme  moment 
I  wish  I  could  divide  myself  into  a  billion 
pieces  so  that  we  could  gaze  into  each 
other's  billion  eyes  and  wallow  in  the 
undiluted 

SLOB  OF  MUTUAL  ADMIRATION. 

I  long  to  come  into  your  lives,  to  share 
your  infantile  joys  and  ailments,  to  whoop 
with  you  in  the  whooping  cough,  to 
mumble  with  you  in  the  mumps — in  a 
word  to  help  you  and  to  have  your  help, 
financial  as  well  as  moral,  as  we  meander, 


hand  in  hand,  through  the  good  old 
maudlin  world. 

For  although  I  am  overflowing  with 
the  oleo-margarine  of  pure  benevolence 
I  want  you,  my  dearest  Toilets,  distinctly 
to  understand  that  I  cannot  afford  to 
provide  you  with  all  these  chunks  of 
cheerfulness,  all  these  rivers  of  joy,  all 
these  bright  and  brainy  puzzles,  without 
a  modest  recompense.  I  want  your  love, 
but  I  want  your  pennies  as  well.  I  can- 
not catch  sunshine  for  nothing.  It  is 
too  arduous  and  heating  a  pursuit. 

I  count  on  you  therefore,  even  while 
I  am  bathed  in  the  devr  of  Christian 
superiority  and  universal  benevolence, 
not  only  to  buy  the  BILGE  TUB  yourselves 
bill  also  to  recommend  it  to  everyone  you 
know.  My  best  wishes  for  you  always. 

Your  affectionate  Friend,  THE  EDITOR. 


FROM  A    STOCKBROKERS 

.   HOLIDAY  DIARY. 
Stubbleton-super-Mare.     Monday. 

TO-DAY'S  business  opened  somewhat 
unfavourably  on  a  rumour  that  bad 
weather  would  prevail,  occasioning  post- 
ponement of  yachting  option.  Wife's 
temper  flat,  but  reviving  on  change  in 
weather  conditions  allowing  the  cruise 
to  be  made.  Self  suffered  severe  de- 
pression, on  the  water,  an  1  after  many 
fluctuations  finished  up  slightly  above 
the  worst  of  the  day. 

Tuesday. 

Wife  and  self  maintained  healthy  tone 
throughout  day.    Fish  in  strong  demand , 
but  no  rise  recorded.     Pierrots  dull. 
Wednesday. 

Shopping  brisk.  Strong  buying  by 
wife.  Anticipate  heavy  withdrawals  of 
gold  from  bank.  Saturday  is  Settling- 
lay,  when  reaction  is  certain. 

Thursday. 

To-day  promised  to  be  generally  1111- 
iventful — with  nothing  doing,  and  wife's 
mood  very  uncertain  on  my  inability  to 
offer  anything  brilliant  in  the  way  of 
a  suggestion.  Rally  brought  about  by 
loan  of  a  car.  Wife  buoyant.  lu.te 
well  maintained  on  the  road,  but  re- 
duced in  places  on  signals  from  scouts. 
In  spite  of  "  bear "  opposition  (her 
description  of  my  warnings)  wife  insists 
on  taking  the  wheel,  and  chauffeur's 
spirits  drop  17  points.  Anticipated 
crash  takes  place,  followed  by  something 
like  panic.  Wife  flung  across  ditch  and 
hedge  into  field,  where  bulls  are  ai-tive. 
Runs  to  cover.  Carry-over  successfully 
accomplished. 

Friday. 

Heavy  slump  at  bridge. 

Sat  H  rday — Settling-day. 

In  view  of  last  night's  disastrous 
break,  have  been  compelled  to  sell  back 
portion  of  wife's  Wednesday  purchases 
at  considerable  loss  on  balance. 

Hammered  by  wife. 
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AN   UNDISPUTED   CLAIM. 

AMF.RIOAX  EAGLE.  "  MY    POLE,    ANYWAY!" 
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ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 

mn  F.I)  FROM  THE  DIARY  OF  TOBY,  M.P. 
Hun.;-  nf  Common*,  Mondnn,  >V'/i'f»/- 
1,1 1-    i'i.      Ki-iiiarkublc    how    closer    and 
closer  tin-  manner  i)t'  l!i-:i-:s  w  HINIH  81  \\ 
interpolating  a  qncstiun  resembles 
of    torpedo.     The    MKMIIKII    Knit 
SAKK'S  most  vivid  recollection  of  the  M-;I 

|>.i:;i-allt   at   Portsmouth  was  tile  torpedo 

attai -k  on  the  Dreadnought.  The  haiile- 
ship  lay  at  anchor,  a  line  of  swiltly- 
si (Mining  black-painted  ships  passing  at 
a  distance  of  something  under  a  mile. 
As  one  after  another  steamed  by, 
lookers-on  observed  something  leap  from 
a  porthole  into  the  sea.  It  sank  beneath 
ilic  water,  its  deadly  course  marked  by 
1  .at  li  way  of  bubbles  tumultuously  floating 
on  the  surface.  Swiftly  it  advanced, 
and  as  it,  finally  struck  the  guard  of  the 
battleship's  hull  there  rose  to  the  surface 
what  looked  like  head  of  a  dull-eyed 
tisli  with  indication  of  a  body  shaped 
like  a  dolphin. 

The  passing  ships  were  destroyers; 
these,  torpedoes  launched  with  unerring 
aim  at  the  mighty  target.  Against  the 
steel  network  that  protected  the  hull 
they  dashed  impotently.  There  was  an 
almost  human  look  of  despair  about  the 
fish  heads  as  again  and  again  they  beat 
against  what  bluejackets  call  the  ship's 
crinoline  in  frantic  attempt  to  get  at  the 
hull. 

Thus,  or  uncannily  like  it,  is  action  of 
RKKS  OF  HINDUSTAN  at  Question  hour. 
Someone  having  put  Question  on  paper, 
he  rises  with  craftily  devised  counter- 
blast designed  to  bring  the  inquirer 
to  ignominy.  As  soon  as  Irish  Mem- 
bers catch  sight  of  him  they  raise  a 
shout  of  contumely.  In  low  clear 
voice,  making  the  most  of  pauses  in 
uproar —the  torpedo  trying  to  make  its 
way  through  the  steel  netting — REES 
persists.  Again  and  again  he  is  beaten 
back,  till  sometimes,  as  happened  this 
afternoon,  the  SPEAKER  interposes  with 
suggestion  that  notice  should  be  given 
of  the  question. 

It  was  Chinese  pork  that  brought  the 
torpedoes  into  action  to-day.  Dr.  FELL, 
momentarily  turning  his  attention  aside 
from  naval  matters,  dragged  the  alien 
on  to  the  stage.  O'&UIKJHSESSY,  burn- 
ing with  patriotic  jealousy,  put  sup- 
plementary question  indicating  that 
pork  recently  imported,  tastily  coloured 
in  ochre  or  vermilion  according  to  the 
predisposition  of  the  purchaser,  pertains 
to  an  animal  which,  prior  to  decease, 
fulfilled  in  its  native  town  or  village  the 
function  of  street  scavenger.  JULIUS 
('.is  MI  Mi'iiss  met  this  allegation  by 
recitation  of  an  idyll  for  which  he 
quoted  authority  of  Consul-General  at 
1  lankow.  The  rainbow-hued  pork  \v  1 1  id  i 
of  late  illuminated  Smithficld  Market 
has  (so  he  sang)  its  parentage  in  a 


1)B.   l-'KI.I.   DBAG8   IN   TlIK   CillM..-i.    Pin. 


special  tribe  of  pig  which,  fed  on  rice 
scrupulously  selected,  roams  flower- 
decked  through,  the  fair  valley  of  the 
Yangtse. 

It  was  at  this  juncture  that  the  torpedo 
discharged  from  the  corner  seat  above 
Gangway  on  Ministerial  side  was  observed 
on  its  relentless  course.  The  attack  was 
marked  by  a  peculiarity  that  added 
interest  to  the  episode.  The  first  tor- 
pedo was  launched  with  unerring  aim 
from  the  lion.  Member's  usual  seat 
below  Gangway.  Probably  with  object 
of  getting  better  aim,  possibly  on  prin- 
ciple of  alderman  at  City  feast  who, 
feeling  the  pangs  of  repletion,  took  a 
cool  chair,  REES  for  his  second  shot 
stepped  across  the  Gangway,  firing  away 
from  adjoining  corner  seat.  Effect 
the  same.  Torpedo  foiled,  the  baffled 
dest  royer  steamed  out  into  the  silent  sea. 

Business  done.  — Development  and 
Road  Improvement  Funds  Bill  read 
-ei'oud  time  by  overwhelming  majority. 

\\','ilncgday,  1  A.M.  Mr.  YKHXKY,  wak- 
ing up  just  now,  having  suffered  nine 
hours'  talk  round  Clause  30  of  Budget 
Bill,  found  himself  famous.  The  Opposi- 
tion were  at  his  feet.  It  seemed  as  if  he 
needed  but  tolifta  finger  and  they  would 
crown  him  Leader  of  a  finally  united 
Party.  SuENSTONE,  comfortable  under 
care  of  mine  host  at  Henley,  recorded 
how  he  "  found  the  warmest  welcome 
at  an  inn."  The  burst  of  enthusiasm 


that  this  morning  broke  on  VERXRY'S 
astonished  head  greeted  him  on  leaving 
an  inn. 

Debate  turned  on  new  version  of 
ancient  jape.  "  When  is  an  inn  not  an 
inn?"  was  the  question  put.  Answer: 
When  it's  a  restaurant."  After  long 
wrangling,  VERNEY  in  voice  trembling 
with  emotion  told  a  story  about  "a  small 
well-conducted  country  inn  "  threatened 
with  ruin  by  the  Budget. 

"  I  know  that  inn,"  he  said.  "  I  have 
often  been  there." 

The  note  of  pathetic  memory  that 
made  musical  this  last  remark  touched 
a  sensitive  Opposition. 

"Vote  with  us,"  they  cried,  meta- 
phorically mopping  the  moist  eyes  of 
the  Member  for  North  Bucks. 

Idea  caught  on.  Here  was  a  good 
Liberal,  moved  by  personal  experience. 
in  revolt  against  the  Budget.  If  they 
could  only  get  him  into  the  Divi-ion 
Lobby  with  them  it  woidd  not  turn  out 
the  Government,  but  it  would  be  a  use- 
ful object-lesson.  The  BOY  SAMIU, 
scenting  danger,  moved  the  Closure. 
Hereupon  what  had  been  a  ripple  of 
genuine  sympathy  meandering  through 
Opposition  camp  bounded  over  Treasury 
Bench  a  cascade  of  indignation. 

"  Why  don't  you  answer  your  own 
side?"  WINTER-TON,  always  eager  for 
information,  shouted. 

Turning  upon  VERSEY,  who  began  to 
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"TiiE  BOY  SAMUEL,  SCENTING  DANGER,  M<>VI:I> 

THE  CLOSUBE." 
(Rt.  Hon.  Herbert  Samuel.) 

grow  alarmed  at  the  turmoil,  Opposition 
with  one  voice  (and  that  loud)  besought 
him  to  come  over,  help,  and  be  helped. 
Scene  was  in  its  way  reminiscent  of  the 
crisis  in  the  war  between  North  and 
South  America,  when  Maryland  hung 
trembling  in  the  balance.  Someone — 
was  it  Lord  ROBERT  CECIL? — hummed 
the  old  war-song  : 

"  The. despot's  heel  is  on  thy  shore, 

Maryland,  my  Maryland ! 
His  torch  is  at  thy  temple  door, 

Maryland,  my  Maryland ! 
Revenge  the  patriotic  gore 
That  stained  the  streets  of  Baltimore, 
And  be  the  battle  queen  of  yore, 

Maryland,  my  Maryland !  " 


"MABY'BONE,  MY  MARY'BONE!" 

" Someone  —  was    it    Lord   Robert   Cecil? — 
hummed  the  old  war-song." 

(Gen'ral  Robert  K.  Cecil,  U.S.A.) 


Like  Maryland,  VF.RNEY  was  wavering. 
LEIF  JOKES  seated  himself  by  his  side 
with  evident  intent  of  bucking  him  up. 
Hereupon  a  perfect  howl  of  execration 
rose  from  Opposition.  A  little  mixed 
in  moment  of  excitement,  one  shouted 
across  the  floor : 

"  Lief  him  alonn,  LEAVE  JONT.S." 
lint  everybody  knew  what  \\as  meant. 
Amid  the  din  the  CHAIRMAN  mutely  put 
the  Question.  Tellers  named  and  the 
order  given  to  clear  the  Lobby,  the 
Opposition  remained  seated,  watching 
the  champion  of  the  country  inn. 

"  Vote  with  us,  VERXEY  ! "  they  shouted. 

"  Come  along,  now 's  your  chance  !  " 

Slowly  VERNEY  uplifted  his  columnar 

form.     There  was  a  look  of  anguish  on 

his  face  as  he  glanced  first  at  door  of 

Opposition  Lobby,  then  at  that  through 


"VERNEY  WAS  WAVERING." 
(Mr.  F.  W.  Vernejr.) 

which  Ministerial  host  streamed.  As  he 
finally  turned  in  latter  direction,  an 
agonised  cry  of  "  Oh !  "  went  up  from 
the  Opposition,  rising  and  falling  like 
the  moaning  of  the  wind  in  bleak  pine 
forest  on  a  winter  night. 

But  VERNEY  voted  with  his  party  only 
on  the  Closure.  On  the  consequential 
division,  dealing  with  the  hostile  amend- 
ment, Maryland  went  with  the  South. 

Business  done. — At  3.25  A.M.  House 
adjourned,  having  passed  Clauses  30 
and  31  of  Budget  Bill. 

Thursday. — LLOYD-GEOKGE  laments  the 
turn  of  fate  that  placed  the  North 
Pole  under  a  foreign  flag.  Had  it  been 
added  to  British  Territory  it  would  have 
brought  with  it  illimitable  opportunity 
of  fresh  taxation.  What  countless  miles 
of  undeveloped  land  surround  it  at 
respectful  distance  !  What  unparalleled 
richness  of  ungotten  minerals  the  dark 


unfathomed  caves  of  ocean  beneath  it 
bear  !  But  there  is  no  hope. 

GILBERT  PARKER,  with  untameable 
instinct  for  added  Empire,  asks  the 
PREMIER,  Who  owns  the  Pole  ?  Assum- 
ing it  be  true  that  Commander  Pi  :AKY 
has,  as  he  affirms,  nailed  the  American 
Flag  to  the  concrete  projecting  spar, 
will  the  action  give  the  United  States 
right  of  possession  over  the  region  ? 

PREMIER  not  easily  drawn.  You  can't 
touch  him  up  with  a  Pole,  however  long, 
howsoever  far  north. 

"  The  question,"  he  said,  "  involves 
too  much  hypothetical  matter  to  justify 
a  definite  answer." 

The  CHANCELLOR  OF  THE  EXCHEQUER'S 
eyes  now  turn  hopefully  to  Antarctic 
regions.  If  the  American  eagle  has 
swarmed  up  the  North  Pole,  the  British 
Lion  must  fold  his  tail  round  the  South 
Po^.  In  that  region  also  there  is  un- 
limited land  undeveloped,  ungotten 
minerals  galore.  . 

Business  done. — Licensing  Clauses  of 
Budget  Bill  through  Committee. 


FOR  ALL  TIMES  AND  SEASONS. 

MESSRS.  Press,  Button  &  Co.,  the 
enterprising  American  firm,  whose  object 
in  life  is  to  save  time  and  labour,  have 
just  issued  a  most  admirable  skeleton 
article  for  the  use  of  magazine  editors, 
which  it  is  claimed  will  reduce  the 
expenses  very  considerably,  while  doing 
everything  that  the  public  requires.  As 
is  well  known,  the  reader  to-day  of  maga- 
zines or  weekly  papers  has  but  one 
desire,  and  that  is  to  learn  all  he  can 
about  his  heroes  on  the  stage,  in  politics, 
or  in  literature,  and  he  is  especially 
pleased  when  they  describe  what  they 
consider  their  best  achievement.  There 
must  be  the  personal  touch.  He  does 
not  mind  how  familiar,  how  hackneyed 
the  setting,  provided  there  are  enough 
new  gems  in  it.  In  any  capable  inter- 
view the  gems  are  of  course  supplied  by 
the  celebrity  ;  the  setting  is  the  work  of 
the  interviewer.  It  is  slight  enough 
work,  but  it  costs  something,  and  the 
thanks  of  all  editors  should  be  given  to 
Messrs.  Press,  Button  &  Co.  for  saving 
them  even  that  something.  The  invention 
takes  the  form  of  a  skeleton  interview 
with  a  number  of  spaces  to  be  filled  up 
by  the  celebrity,  to  whom  it  is  posted— 
with  a  stamped  envelope  enclosed.  That 
is  Kot  particularly  novel;  the  striking 
thing  about  this  patent  is  the  fulness  of 
the  directions,  very  American  in  their 
minuteness  and  clarity,  which  accom- 
pany it.  It  begins  thus  : 

WHAT  WAS  MY  BEST  WORK? 

It  was  a  beautiful  morning  on  which 
our  representative  wended  his  way  to 
[here  insert  address,  or  name  of  town]. 
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\vitli  the  pleasing  purpo.-e  in  view  of 
calling  ii|)'Hi  i/'or  iiixi-i'l  ininii'"  the  well- 
known  and  popular  j//''iv  iiimTt  luifof 
,"i'iiilni :  iirlitr,  pnlilin, in,  nrli.il.  <nil/i«r, 
'•Hi],  the  record  of  a  chiit  \\  ith  whom, 
he  knew,  wonlil  prove  BO  ac'-eptahlc  to 

I  lie  readers  of  l/inv  insert  name  of 
pi'i'iinlieaL]  Mr.  [ndim1],  who  had  just 
i-eiiinied  t'roiii  \liere  insert  hie  occupa- 

I'iil'ni'i,  si>in  in  his  motor,  rehearsal, 
r'mil  t/>  I'rrniiei;  orii'hati'rer  h  U\gaeoeA 
liis  hand  with  cordial  warmth  and  a 
bright  smile  of  welcome  and  courteously 
led  the  way  to  his  sumptuously  up- 
holstered |  here  insert  studio,  den,  library, 
uluilij,  garage,  or  whatever  it  ix  ,  where, 
waving  him  to  a  seat  and  producing  the 
cigarettes,  lie  asked  what  lie  could  do 
for  him.  j  \<ite :  there  is  also  a  form  of 
(hi  a  article  in  which  spaces  are  If  ft  for  the 

nf  the  maker  of  the  car,  upholsterer, 
bnnxl  nf  cigarette,  and  so  forth."]  "I 
make  a  point,"  Mr.  [name]  began,  "of 
never  being  interviewed,  but  I  have 
received  so  much  kindness  at  the  hands 
ol'  I  he  [name  of  periodical]  and  I  have 
so  much  sympathy  with  its  outlook  that 
1  cannot  refuse  a  few  words  for  the 
readers  of  such  an  admirable  [paper  or 
magazine].  You  want  to  know  what 
]  consider  the  best  thing  I  have  ever 
done?  It  is  not  an  easy  question  to 
answer,  but  I  will  try.  I  think  that 
|  liri-e  insert  the  partic ulars :  name  of 
picture,  title  of  hook,  rale  in  a  play,  or 
whatever  it  is]  is  the  best  thing  I  ever 
\l>n'nited,  -wrote,  played.]  I  think  so  be- 
cause it  fulfils  the  greatest  number  of  the 
conditions  required  of  the  highest  canons 
of  art.  There  is  a  story  connected  with 
this  [mature,  book,  performance]  which, 
though  to  recount  it  may  lay  me  under 
the  charge  of  vanity,  I  must  do  myself  the 
pleasure  to  repeat.  The  late  [duke  or 
earl]  of  [title]  told  me  not  long  before 
he  died  that  he  had  derived  extraor- 
dinary comfort  from  it.  'That  [picture, 
book  or  performance,]'  he  said  to  me, 
'  is  unique.  I  maintain  that  you  are  the 
only  man  in  Knropc  who  could  have 
\l>a'nitc(l,  written,  or  performed]  it.'  Very 
grati lying,  was  it  not?  The  conversa- 
tion took  place  at  the  [name  of  club],  and 
I  remember  that  there  were  also  present 
[  n<; we]  and  [name]  and  [name]  the  wit, 
and  poor  old  [wame],  one  of  the  kindliest 
of  Bohemians." 

Mr.  [na?ne]  was  interrupted  at  this 
point  liy  the  entry  of  his  beautiful  wife, 
who,  linking  her  arm  affectionately  into 
liis,  joined  in  the  conversation  will 
vivacity  and  charm. 

There  is  a  lot  more,  but  enough  has 
he, MI  given  to  illustrate  the  extreme 
value  of  the  article.  The  price  is  so  low 
that  no  editor  can  afford  to  be  without  ; 
parcel  of  them,  and  no  journalist  can 
alTord  to  compete  with  it.  And  snrel 
that  is  one  of  the  ends  of  American 
enterprise  ! 


I'Mf.man    (Baffin,,   l'e»»,<»,fr).     "  TllKY    TELL   HE.   KESSr,  THAT   ALL  W«    OLO-AOE    FMWM 
il-s    IX   DRINK."  „ 

Kenny.  "No,  HAM,  so'  A  PESKY  o1  Mt  PENSION  AM  I  mmtf  < 
PMwMO*.  -WHEHK  DO  YOU  GET  THE  MONEY  FOE  WHISKY,  ' 

Kenny.  "Juar  FBOM  HEAL  OESTI.EMES  I.IKE  TEBSEL'." 


BAYAUD  AND  PUSS  IN  BOOTS. 

DEAK  MR.  PUNCH,— Who  says  that  the 
age  of  chivalry  is  dead? 

Listen  to  the  following  unvarnished 
tale  of  rescue  by  a  modern  knight- 
errant  : 

"  I  was  on  the  pier  at  a  large  seaside  rwtort 
thp  oilier  evening,  and,  happening  to  go  down 
.111  to  ill,'  l.inilini;  Mii.ui',  T,  in  a  remote  part  of  it, 
OHM  !i|»'n  a  >i'iing  lady  i"  great  dictiv".  in 
fact  .-he  uas  on  the  verge  of  hysteria.  She  tuhl 
me  that  cur  "I  her  heels  had  l>ecome  fixed  in 
the  graling.aml  in  trying  to  release  it  the  other 
liail  also  jammed,  and  she  had  lieen  a  primmer 
for  over  an  hour.  I  unlmttdiuHl  her  bootsu^ 
a.^iMed  her  to  get  out  of  them,  and  then  with 


some  difficulty  MIC. ceded  in  n-M-uing  them  from 
the  grating  in  a  more  or  less  tlnmagrd  omdi- 
tion.  I  fonnil  them  to  be  a  i«ir  of  »erj'  "marl 
patent  leather  boots,  with  heels  very  little  short 
of  four  inches  in  height.  It  would  of  conrw 
have  Wii  <piite  simple  for  her  to  have  got  out 
of  her  IKK.!*  U-fore,  but  !ij'|>arently  her  wawt 
was  so  pinched  and  her  dress  HO  tight  that  »he 
was  unable  to  stoop  down  to  unbutton  them." 

Surely  the  hero  of  this  poignant  in- 
cident, who  recently  vouched  ft*  iti 
veracity  over  his  own  name  in  The 
Chroni'cle,  would  be  a  fitting  recipient  -.f 
the  Order  of  Merit 

Cordially  yours, 

MOBDGCAI    Srt:TTBB8. 
Paradise  Lodge,  Southend. 
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ONE  BETTER. 

DEAR,  when  I  gaze  into  your  eyes, 
Whose  light — I  give  my  word — outvies 

The  very  sun, 

Show  me,  I  say,  a  pair  as  blue, 
As  deep,  as  clear,  and  so  forth — pooh ! 

There  isn't  one. 

And  when  beneath  the  friendly  trees 
I  give  your  hand  an  ardent  squeeze 

Down  in  the  wood 
I  feel,  whate'er  of  ill  may  be, 
It  is  the  solid  fact  to  me 

That  this  is  good. 

When  coyly  on  my  heaving  breast 
You,  in  expansive  moments,  ivst 

Your  head  and  hat, 
Why,  then  to  all  the  world  I  cry, 
Take  it  or  leave  it,  what  care  I  ? 

You  won't  beat  that ! 

But  when  the  failing  day  is  low, 
And  love  (inversely)  seems  t)  grow 

Ever  more  fond  ; 

When,  somewhat  nervously,  I  press 
Upon  your  lips  a  chaste  caress, 

And  you  respond  ; — 

I  am  as  one  that 's  blind — I  reel — 
I  don't  know  what  to  say — I  feel 

A  swift  shock  strike 
My  whole  soul  through ;  and  in  my  bliss, 
"  This,"  I  remark  with  fervour,  "  this 

Is  something  like." 

DuJi-Duii. 


A  SLUMP  IN  NICOTINE. 

MANY  are  the  insidious  and  far-reach- 
ing effects  of  the  present  Budget,  and 
now  we  have  to  note  an  especially 
poignant  and  olfactory  outcome,  of 
which  we  trust  that  the  CHANCELLOR  OF 
THE  EXCHEQUER  will  take  due  notice — and 
mend  his  ways.  The  Goddess  Nicotine 
is  in  a  fair  way  to  be  dethroned  by 
My  Lady  Lollipop.  It  appears  that  an 
increasing  class  of  smokers,  unable  to 
meet  the  enhanced  price  of  tobacco,  are 
finding  a  substitute  in  sweets.  A  large 
proportion  of  football  enthusiasts,  it  is 
said,  are  being  obliged  to  steady  their 
nerves  and  control  their  hysteria  with  the 
soothing  acid  drop,  vice  the  more  full- 
flavoured,  but  ruinous,  fag.  The  next 
step  will  be  to  provide  Peppermint 
Compartments  in  railway  trains. 

We  shudder  for  Mr.  BARRIE,  forced  to 
bring  out  his  next  successor  to  Peter  Pan 
under  the  influence  of  brandy-balls. 
Ourselves,  at  the  present  moment,  are 
trying  to  light  a  chocolate  cigarette  with 
a  tandstickoT  and  have  laid  in  a  stock 
<>J'  Edinburgh  rock  to  the  confusion  of 
Mr.  LLOYD-GEOIUJE. 


"  DR.  COOK  ON  'niio  HACK,"  says  a  Daily 
News  poster.  This  must  be  our  old 
Danish  friend,  the  Sku^er  Rack. 


AT   THE    PLAY. 

KING  LEAR. 

IF  among  those  who  saw  Mr.  HERBERT 
TIUCNCII'S  presentation  of  Kintj  Lear  last 
Wednesday  there  were  any  who  had 
never  read  the  play,  there  must  have  been 
cvs  when  they  were  rather  puzzled. 
Tile  First  Act  seems  on  the  stage  so 
childish  :  Lear's  division  of  his  kingdom 
among  his  daughters  perfect  farce  ;  Ed- 
mund's villainy  perfect  melodrama,  even 
down  to  the  forged  letter.  Is  this,  he 


Scene — A  Heath  (more  or  less  blasted). 

Time — Circ.  900  B.C. 

Weather — Present  Day. 

King  Lear  .    .    .    Mr.  NORHAN  McKiNNEL. 

would  have  asked  himself,  really  the 
greatest  tragedy  in  the  world  ?  After- 
wards he  would  have  admitted  that  it 
was  ;  but  minor  difficulties  of  construc- 
tion would  then  have  arisen  to  puzzle 
him.  What,  for  instance,  were  the 
relations  of  Goner il  and  Began  with 
Edmund? 

Now,  although  King  Lear  will  always 
read  better  than  it  plays,  Mr.  TRENCH 
and  his  company  must  not  be  held 
blameless  for  the  mystification  of  the 
unread  spectator.  We  might  well  have 
been  given  more  of  the  scenes  between 
the  wicked  sisters  and  the  villain,  and 
the  fact  that  these  were  cut  down 
brought  about,  in  the  midst  of  tragedy, 
a  most  laughable  situation.  Thus  : — 

ACT  V.,  SCENE  2  (on  tlic  stage}. 

Gentleman.  Help!  Help!  0  help.  .  .  . 
0,  she's  dead  I 

Albany.  Who  dead?     Speak,  man. 

Gentleman.  Your  lady,  sir,  your  lady.  And 
lic'i-  sister  by  her  is  poisoned. 

Edmund  (dying,  in  a  very  melancholy  voice). 
I  was  contracted  to  them  both. 

This  of  course  is  the  actual  text ;  but 
owing  to  the  omission  of  previous  scenes 


the  situation  came  upon  the  audience  so 
suddenly  that  there  were  titters  all  over 
the  theatre. 

I  don't  think  Mr.  NORMAN  McKiNNEL 
helped  us  to  get  through  the  first  scene 
as  well  as  he  might  have  done.  Lear 
was,  I  imagine,  an  obstinate  and  rather 
silly  old  man,  who  had  already  decided 
liow  to  divide  his  kingdom  and  had 
thought  of  a  little  birthday  joke  with 
which  to  pass  it  off.  It  had  seamed 
to  him  quite  a  funny  idea,  and  when 
Cordelia  was  sweetly  serious  over  it  he 
lost  his  temper ;  each  of  them  being 
obstinate  the  tragedy  followed.  Mr. 

KiNNEL  was  too  big  and  strong  and 
dignified  for  this.  I  am  sure  that  he 
didn't  realise  that  old  men  will  have 
their  little  jokes ;  I  am  sure  that  in  that 
first  scene  he  didn't  realise  how  old  he 
was.  He  was  splendid  afterwards,  when 
the  character  suited  him  better. 

I  have  no  quarrel  with  Mr.  DAWSOX 
MILWARD  because  the  childish  villainies 
of  Edmund  were  not  made  to  seem  more 
natural.  Edmund  belongs  to  an  age,  when 
the  most  simple  plot  seemed  supernatui- 
ally  cunning  and  the  jokes  of  the  Fool 
were  bearable.  Yet  it  was  a  pity  that  of 
all  the  players  he  and  Edgar  had  the 
most  modern  manner.  The  surprise  of 
the  cast  to  me  was  Mr.  CHARLES  V. 
FRANCE'S  performance  as  the  Earl  of 
Kent.  I  have  seen  him  play  well  in 
many  modern  comedies,  and  I  thought 
that  he  least  of  all  would  give  the  illusion 
of  900  B.C.  Yet  he  did ;  he  was  Kent  every 
inch ;  and  I  found  his  performance  the 
most  enjoyable  of  the  evening.  Mr. 
FISHER  WHITE  was  excellent  as  the  cruel 
Cornwall,  but  nobody  would  have  ex- 
pected anything  else  from  such  a  talented 
actor.  All  the  three  sisters  were  good  ; 
one  would  have  liked  to  see  more 
of  so  sweet  a  Cordelia  as  Miss  EU.EN 
O'MALLEY. 

It  was  a  fine  performance,  interesting 
for  every  moment,  at  times  almost  over- 
powering. Mi-.  TRENCH  is  to  be  con- 
gratulated on  his  first  venture ;  Mr. 
CHARLES  RICKETTS  on  his  beautiful  Bcen- 
ery  and  costumes  ;  Mr.  McKiNNEL  on  the 
acting,  both  particularly  and  generally. 
On  one  point  I  must  sympathise  with 
him.  When  in  the  Fourth  Act  he  came 
to  the  words : 

"  Get  thee  glass  eyes 
And,  like  a  scurvy  politician,  seem 
To  see  the  things  thon  dost  not — ' 

a  prosperous  gentleman  behind  mc;  who 
thought  it  was  an  impromptu  gag, 
cheered  lustily.  I  am  afraid  that  this 
will  happen  on  every  night.  M. 


"Showers  of  rain  notwithstanding,  a  large 
crowd  of  inhabitants  of  the  district  attended. 
Included  was  a  sprinkling  of  liadieals." 

Devon  and  Exeter  Gazette. 
This  is  even  worse,  writes  a  stalwart 
Tory,  than  raining  cats  and  dogs. 
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EPISODES    IN    THE    LIVES    OF    THE    GREAT.-II. 

JULIUS   CE8AK   INTERVIEWING   BARBARIAN   UAI'TIVKS  ON   IUE   SCBJEXT  OF    THE  FRKVKNTIfN   AXD  CUKE   or   BALDNE&S. 


ROOSEVELT. 

WHAT  ails  our  ROOSEVELT  ?     Where  on  earth  is  he — 
On  earth,  or  haply  on  the  crested  sea  ? 
Whore  does  he  make  his  home  ?     The  months  have  passed 
In  slow  procession  since  we  glimpsed  him  last. 
ROOSKVKI.T.  with  one  of  his  Homeric  laughs, 
I  lad  shot,  I  think,  some  four  or  five  giraffes : 
And  KICK  Mir,  whom  I  also  keep  my  eye  on, 
Had  greatly  foiled  a  partly  damaged  lion. 
Tin-so  were  their  deeds  ;  since  then  the  wires  are  dumb  ; 
From  Afric's  wastes  no  joyous  word  has  come, 
And,  though  with  budgeting  we  may  be  busy, 
We  still  find  time  to  ask  ourselves,  "  Where  is  he  ?" 
*  *  *  *  * 

For  now  the  Filipinos  hear  no  more 
The  massive  sound  of  Mr.  ROOSEVELT'S  roar. 
The  Standard  Oil  is  fitly  wrapped  in  gloom 
Since  TAFT  is  throned  in  Air.  ROOSEVELT'S  room; 
And  Congress  slirs  no  more  with  any  presage 
Of  Mr.  ROOSEVELT'S  million-worded  message. 
They  miss  him  there.     In  London  The  Spectator, 
That  patient  animal-investigator, 
Must  miss  him  too,  for,  oh,  it  loved  him  well, 
And  ol't  to  all  the  wondering  world  would  tell 
How  Mr.  ROOSEVELT  was  in  truth  a  man 
Formed  on  the  [latent  Spectatorial  plan, 


A  man  as  great  as  SOLOMON  or  HOMER, 
And  very  nearly  equal  to  Lord  CROSIER  — 
And  now  how  changed  and  joyless  are  the  clays 
It  cannot  fill  with  Mr.  ROOSEVELT'S  praise. 

*  *  *  «  * 

Ah,  but  I  know  the  song  will  sound  again 
Some  day,  and  joy  will  be  exchanged  for  pain. 
No,  not  in  Africa  —  not  there,  not  there 
Lingers  our  ROOSEVELT,  swift  to  do  and  dare. 
No  lions  tempt  his  rifle,  but  the  bear, 
The  white,  the  Arctic,  to  his  icy  home- 
Lures  ROOSEVELT  on  across  the  frozen  foam. 
And  many  a  dog  and  many  an  Eskimo 
Goes  with  him  on  his  perilous  journey  slow  ; 
And  soon  a  message  will  rejoice  our  soul  :  — 
"  PEARY  and  COOK  be  hanged  !    I,  ROOSEVELT,  have  the  Pole  !  " 

Wliat  to  Do  with  Our  Parent*. 

"  Clergyman  (Edinburgh)  recommends  exceptional  home  for  one  boy 
or  young  child  ;  i«ireuts  abroad,  or  attending  school"—  The  Scotsman. 


From  the  narrative  of  an  old  sailor  called 

"  Three  years  and  four  mouths  ago  I  was  sitting  in  a  public-house 
in  tl»>  hijrfiiiK  station  of  Reykjavik,  Iceland,  when  Dr.  Cook  came  in. 
I  had  been  there  then  two  years."—  Liverpool  Echo. 
In    these    alcoholic    circumstances  we    should    prefer    the 
evidence  even  of  E       -  K.    (We  cannot  give  his  name  again.) 
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OUR    BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By  Mr.  Punch's  Staff  of  Learned  Clerks.} 

SINCE  the  days  when  he  began  to  write  for  the  old  St. 
James's  I  have  consumed  a  good  deal  of  Mr.  PETT  RIDGE'S  patent 
food  for  grown-up  infants  (that 's  you  and  me  and  all  novel- 
readers  of  discernment),  and  I  can  cordially  recommend  the 
latest  brand.  The  label,  Splendid  Brother  (MKTHUEN),  is  of 
course  ironical,  for  irony  is  to  Mr.  PETT  RIDGE'S  books  in  the 
tame  proportion  as  water  to  the  human  body,  and  that, 
though  I  will  never  believe  it.  is  said  to  be  about  97  per  cent. 
But  the  forcefulness  of  his  irony  is  always  tempered  by 
a  kindly  sympathy  with  human  nature,  and  his  stupid, 
Vulgar,  low-down  characters  are  positively  almost  as  intelli- 
gent and  chivalrous  and  high-minded  as  the  people  we  see 
in  the  mornings  when  we  are  brushing  or  "doing"  our 
hair.  Leonard  Drew,  contractor, 
the  "  splendid  "  elder  brother  of 
Henry  Drew,  who  tells  the  story, 
was  a  paragon  of  selfishness. 
But,  like  The  Egoist,  he  had  a 
leg,  a  happy  knack  of  doing 
everything  well  and  taking 
everybody  in,  especially  his 
biographer.  Splendide  mendax, 
he  lied  and  borrowed  and  stole 
his  way  up  from  the  little  New 
Cross  shop  where  his  mother  sold 
American  Cheddar  and  yellow 
soap,  till,  via  the  County  Council, 
he  almost  became  a  Member  of 
Parliament.  And  all  the  while 
Henry,  who  was  virtuously  but 
unpriggishly  plodding  his  way 
towards  a  dear  little  wife  and  a 
tidy  little  fortune,  believed  in 
him,  and  financed  him,  and  got 
him  out  of  scrapes,  and  finally 
shipped  him  off  to  Australia,  just 
as  David  Copperfield  did  with 
Mr.  Micawber,  to  try  a  fresh 
start.  In  endeavouring  to  make 
him  a  little  blind  to  his  splendid 
brother's  faults  I  think  Mr.  PEIT 
RIDGE  has  rather  overdone  it. 
But  he  has  overdone  it  very 
well. 


So  many  thoughts  crowded  my  mind  when  I  had  read  a 
few  pages  of  Mr.  IAN  D.  COI.YIN'S  book,  South  Africa,  in  the 
"Romance  of  Empire"  Series  (JACK)  that  I  found  it  quite 
difficult  to  get  on.  I  wondered,  for  instance,  whether  every- 
body else  who  talks  familiarly  of  the  Cape  is  as  ignorant  as  I 
was,  before  Mr.  COLVIN  taught  me  the  facts,  that  the  dis- 
covery of  the  Cape  of  Good  Hope  was  really  a  move  in  the 
fifteenth-century  conflict  between  the  Cross  and  the  Crescent 
— an  incident  in  a  great  Portuguese  expedition  to  solve  the 
mystery  of  the  Moorish  sources  of  wealth  which  were  found 
to  lie  in  their  trade  with  the  East  in  the  Indian  Ocean. 
There  are  hundreds  of  other  things  in  Mr.  COLVIN'S  fascinat- 
ing book  which  I  didn't  know,  but  I  cite  this  one  because, 
if  the  mention  of  it  should  chance  to  hit  anybody  else  rather 
badly,  he  can  argue  that  it  happened  about  five  centuries 
ago,  and  there  is  some  excuse  for  having  forgotten  it. 
Besides,  as  Mr.  COLVIN  himself  says,  "  it  is  a  little  hard  to 
realise  that  the  Portuguese  were  exploring  East  Africa  when 
the  English  were  still  fighting  the  Wars  of  the  Roses,  and 
that  an  army  was  being  led  three  or  four  hundred  miles  up 
the  Zambesi  when  Shakspeare  was  little  more  than  a  boy." 


But  he  does  not  confine  himself  to  these  distant  times.  After 
the  Portuguese  came  the  Dutch  and  the  English,  the  two 
joining  sjmet lines  "  to  doe  the  PortingaU.3  all  the  spoyle  that 
may  bee,  and  to  destroy  their  carracks  and  galleons."  Then 
other  nations.  And  so  he  traces  the  story,  never  dully,  down 
to  the  British  conquest  and  to  still  more  recent  timcj  which 
even  to  me  arc  not  quite  unfamiliar.  A  fine  book  for  boys — 
of  all  age  s. 

When  Mr.  E.  F.  BENSON-  wrote  The  Image  on  tlie  Sands,  he 
wanted  to  make  us  believe  that  people  might  be  possessed 
by  two  sorts  of  spirits,  black  and  white  (no,  this  is  not  an 
advertisement);  but  his  brother,  R.  II.,  seems  to  have  the 
authority  of  his  Church  for  holding  that  it  is  only  possible 
to  evoke  the  powers  of  darkness.  In  The  Necromancers 
(HuTCniNSON)  he  tells  the  story  of  a  young  man  who  dabble* 
in  magic  with  disastrous  results,  and  is  only  saved  after  a 

terrible,  crisis  by  the  will-power 
of  the  girl  who  loves  him.  A 
sympathetic  study  of  a  tho- 
roughly sincere  and  able  medium 
is  introduced ;  and  the  hero's 
aunt,  a  lady  whose  religious 
thought  moves  on  a  very  ordi- 
nary plane,  makes  a  good  con- 
trast to  the  "  intenseness "  of 
most  of  the  characters.  The 
author's  imaginative  skill  and 
descriptive  power  throughout 
are  quite  at  their  best,  but  as  to 
his  argument  I  confess  I  am  not 
quite  clear.  The  spirits  of  the 
blest,  he  seems  to  say,  cannot 
return  to  earth,  because  they  are 
otherwise  and  more  happily  en- 
gaged ;  F  o  the  daemons  of  evil 
seize  the  opportunity  of  me- 
diumistic  trances  and  occupy 
mortal  bodies.  But,  seeing  that 
spirits  are  admittedly  beyond  all 
temporal  and  spatial  limitations, 
it  is  surely  impossible  to  prove 
that  they  cannot  be  in  two  places 
or  doing  two  different  things  at 
once.  Perhaps  Mr.  A.  C.  BENSON 
will  step  into  the  breach  and 
smooth  away  my  mystifications. 
At  any  rate  I  think  a  book  o£ 
his  might  be  guaranteed  to  lull 
the  most  malevolent  and  vindictive  spooks  to  rest. 

In  compensation  for  an  unfaithful  father,  an  invertebrate 
mother,  a  prudish  sister  and  a  garrulous  aunt,  Miss  Pm-H'iu.A 
CKAVEN  has  given  Ghita  Streatfield,  the  heroine  of  A  L'njldcd 
Candle  (ALSTON  RIVERS),  the  quality  of  grit.  But  considering 
the  handicap  it  was  not  enough,  and  I  wish  thai,  along  with 
this  grit,  she  might  have  been  given  a  little  more  womanli- 
ness. Her  lack  of  this  virtue  may  be  chiefly  ascribed  to  her 
aunt,  Mrs.  Meyer,  who  possessed  a  main  aveugle-  and  a  t  iivsoine 
habit  of  talking  about  her  infidelities.  Mrs.  Meyer,  one  is  led 
to  suppose,  was  a  very  smart  lady,  but  however  smart  she  may 
have  been,  and  however  prone  to  superfluity  of  speech,  I  do 
not  believe  that  she  could  have  said,  "Give  me  over  the 
matches."  In  the  end  Ghita' 8  grit  was  defeated  by  Mr.  Uott- 
scludlis  iro.ii  will,  and  had  I  been  told  more  about  him  and 
less  of  her  relations  I  should  have  returned  thanks;  for 
Miss  CIS-WEN  can  draw  a  self-made  man  without  making  him 
ridiculous,  and  is  far  more  successful  with  her  serious 
characters  than  with  those  who  endeavour  to  be  amusing 
but  only  succeed  in  being  flippant. 
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TIIK  OLD  SPOKTSMKN. 

'•  Si riKMHKit !    Come  out,  'tis  September. 

The  iiidon  of  the  hunter  is  young," 
ThU  style,  :is  perhaps  you  remember, 
Stamped  :-ong8  that  our  grandpapas 

mag: 
I  can  sic  the  old  boys,  in  their  day-time's 

December, 
I  tut   ruddy  as  pippins  and  mighty  of 
lung! 

i   can   sec  the   green  coats  and   white 

heavers. 

The  guus  (the  old  flint-lock  affair), 
The  cockers  they  used  as  retrievers 

To  pick  up  their  partridge  or  hare ; 
No   beaters   to  bungle,  no  bag-making 

fevers 

Destroy   i  lie  old-fashioned  repose  of 
their  air! 

I  MM  them  come  down  by  the  spinney, 
They  measure  and  ram  in  their  lead, 
Then  start    through  the  turnips,  with 

"Primiy," 

And  "  Dash  "  working  gaily  ahead  ; 
If  a  covey  is  flushed  I  would  wager  a 

guinea 

They'll   aim  for  a  minute — but   kill 
their  birds  dead ! 

They  go  with  their  old-world  precision, 
Their  quaintuess  of  garb  and  of  gun, 
Till  out  of  my  day-dreaming  vision 

They  fade  in  the  slant  of  the  sun  ; 
Ix-t  's  hope  they  are  tramping  o'er  manors 

Elysian, 

With  asphodel-cover  to  give  "em  good 
fun ! 


CHARIVARIA. 

"MANY  thanks,"  writes  S.  W.  to  The 
I  hi  Hi/  Chronicle,  "for  your  splendid 
defence  of  the  Budget.  .  .  If  it  comes 
to  a  question  of  the  Lords  and  Tariff 
Reform  rcr.s-nx  (lie  present  (!o\  eminent 
and  the  Budget,  the  latter  will  have  my 
whole-hearted  support."  And  now,  if 
the  Lords  deri-le,  after  all,  not  to  throw 
out  the  Budget,  iS.  W.  will  know  the 

re.isou.  *  * 

* 

"Who's  Mr.  TAKT?"  asked  a  small 
boy  of  hia  father.  "Oh,  he's  the 
man  \vhois  always  having  North  Pules 
given  him,"  answered  the  source  of  all 

knowledge.  „,  + 

*' 

The  "Young  Egyptians"  have  been 
giving  a  demonstration  of  their  extreme 
youth  at  Cicneva. 


was  the  alarmist  announcement  in  a 
contemporary  last  week,  but  happily  no 
were  lost. 


The  Bow  Street  magistrate  has  held 
that  omnibus  companies  have  no  power 


Voice  from  the  liridijc.  "I  s.\v,  CI:AKI.I>,  AS  v>u  'in    I«'\\N   11111:1.  \»v  MK.iir  HUI.   \ 
FOE   MY  GOGGLES  !" 


to  charge  fares  for  carrying  dogs.  In 
canine  circles  it  is  considered  that  this 
decision  does  not  go  far  enough.  See- 
ing how  the  interior  of  the  vehicle  gains 
in  beauty  and  interest  from  the  presence 
of  these  pretty  creatures  it  is  thought 
that  they  should  be  supplied  with  free 
bones  during  the  journey. 

*** 

A  lady  ha>  just  re. -rived  from  the 
Chief  Commissioner  a  reward  of  a 
sovereign  for  assisting  the  police.  This 
is  a  great  coup  for  the  old  adage,  ''  lxx>k 
after  the  Coppers  and  the  Pounds  will 
take  care  of  them^-l- 


*  * 

* 


A  report  just   issued   by    the   Local 


Government  Board  mentions  that,  when 
other  accommodation  is  lacking,  navvies 
sometimes  sleep  in  drain-pipes.  IB  it 
not,  however,  just  poHsihlc  that  tli--  men 
do  this  \oluntarily  in  order  to  preserve 
their  figures  ? 


V 


Farm  and  Home  states  that  a  new  kind 
of  pig  is  wanted.  This  announcement 
will  no  doubt  hasten  the  arrival  of  the 
air-h')g.  "If  pigs  had  wings —  • 
long  been  an  aspiration. 


*  * 
that  two  liairh-.-.-. 


have 

arrived  at  the  '/AM,  a  dear  old  lady,  who 
suffers  from  baldness  herself,  has  sent 
them,  according  to  our  information,  a 
couple  of  wi  •,'.>. 
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TO    H ALLEY'S    COMET. 

(SHORTLY  EXPECFED  IN  ouu  XBiORBOQiiBOOD.) 

HAU.EY  (for  short),  what  moving  sights 

Beyond  the  range  of  vulgar  seers 
Must  liave  delayed  your  non-stop  flights 

During  the  past  two  thousand  years  ! 
Amid  how  many  strange  events 

From  time  to  time  you  've  been  to  sec  us, 
Since  you  appeared  above  the  tents 

Of  good  old  JUDAS  MACCAB.ELS  ! 

On  one  of  your  too  transient  trips 

You  marked  the  Huns  hot-foot  for  Rome  ; 
Later,  you  watched  the  Norman  ships 

(\V.  Conqueror's)  cross  the  foam  ; 
Saw  Dutchmen,  at  Gibraltar,  break 

The  Spanish  frigates,  mast  to  kelson  ; 
Assisted  at  the  Lisbon  quake, 

And  beamed  upon  the  birth  of  NELSON. 

Not  bad.     But  yet  your  visual  scope 

Should  soon  be  more  severely  tried, 
If,  as  I  hear,  you  rather  hope 

To  join  us  in  the  winter-tide  ; 
For  we  've  a  Budget  hard  to  match 

In  your  experience  as  a  comet, 
And  you  might  like  to  try  and  catch 

Some  coruscating  humour  from  it. 

And.  should  your  other  plans  permit, 

We  shall  be  pleased  for  you  to  stay 
And  notice  how  our  native  wit 

Decides  the  issue  of  the  day ; 
For  then,  if  comets  lack  for  mirth 

And  find  a  human  farce  consoling, 
You  '11  see  the  brightest  show  on  earth — 

The  People  in  the  act  of  polling  !  O.  S. 


THE    BUDGET. 

"  I  'M  fair  tired  o'  this  Budget,"  said  the  slave-girl  from 
the  ground-floor  flat,  addressing  the  porter.  "There's  bin 
nothiii'  but  worry  ever  since  it  come  along.  It 's  knocked 
our  family  sideways,  and  I  don't  know  when  we  can  get 
together  agin.  Mother  's  got  a  crack  on  the  side  of  'er  'e;,d, 
father's  lost  'is  best  pair  o'  Sunday  braces,  my  new  'at 's  torn 
to  pieces,  and  Uncle  Bill 's  gone  orf  in  a  'uff  with  the  "and- 
somest  black  eye  I  ever  see  on  a  man's  face,  and  all  along  o' 
the  Budget." 

"  Which  bit  o'  the  Budget  give  'im  a  black  eye  ?  "  said  the 
porter. 

"Go  "long,"  said  the  girl :  "I  don't  want  any  suckasm 
about  it.  It 's  bad  enough,  without  that." 

"  1  thought  the  inkerrament  tax  might  'a  done  'im,"  said 
the  porter. 

"  Oh,  I  don't  know  nothin'  about  your  taxes.  I  'in  only 
tellin'  you  the  story.  It  was  last  Sunday  night.  We  'd  bin 
to  'Ampstead  in  the  arternoon,  and  we  'd  come  'ome  tired, 
father  and  mother  and  me,  and  we  was  settin'  in  the  front 
parlour,  when  Uncle  Bill  come  in.  Uncle  Bill  's  mother's 
brother,  and  'e  's  got  on  in  the  world  and  kid  by  a  pot  o' 
money.  'Ouse  property  's  'is  game.  When  'e  saves  a  bit  'e 
goes  and  puts  it  into  bricks  and  mortar.  'Ouses  can't  run 
away,  'e  says.  It  's  made  'im  a  bit  uppish.  When  'e  makes 
a  joke  'e  wants  you  to  laugh  at  it.  Mother  's  always  'ad  a 
'ard  job  to  keep  father  orf  of  'im.  Father  says  it  fair  chokes 
'im  to  'ear  Uncle  Bill  talk  o'  the  rights  o'  property  when  'e 
remembers  'im  sellin'  newspapers  in  the  streets  not  so  many 
years  ago.  Well,  Uncle  Bill  come  in  very  'earty,  and  'e  says 


'c  knows  there  's  a  steak  pudden  for  supper  ;  'e  could  sniff 
it,  'e  says,  'arf  a  mile  away,  and  'e  '.s  bound  to  'ave  'is  share 
of  it.  Father  'ad  took  orf  'is  coat  and  unbuttoned  'is  wuskit 
and  undone  'is  braces — made  'isself  comfortable  like,  and  'e 
told  mother  to  pull  up  a  chair  for  Uncle  Bill  and  'urry  up 
with  the  pudden.  Then  they  began  to  talk.  Uncle  Bill 
says  if  'c  could  get  'old  o'  LI.OYI>-<  ij-xmr.i:  'e'd  smash  'im. 
'  What 's  Lixno-GEORijE  done  to  you  ?  '  says  father  ;  and  Uncle 
Bill  let  go  for  five  minutes  about  the  Budget  and  the  'Ouse 
o'  Lords.  '  You  're  very  thick  with  the  'Ouse  o'  Lords,'  says 
father;  'you'll  be  bringin'  'ome  a  Duke  to  dinner,'  'c  suys, 
'  and  askin'  'im  to  'ang  'is  coronit  be'ind  the  door  and  put 
'is  feet  on  the  table  if 'e  likes.  That 's  your  sort  all  over,' 
says  father.  This  made  Uncle  Bill  mad,  and  'e  says  'e  won't 
'ear  a  word  agin  Dukes,  and  as  for  LLOYD-GEORGE  'e 's  a 
Socialist,  and  'e  's  clrivin'  capital  out  o'  the  country  witli  'is 
death  duties  and  'is  supper  taxes.  '  Well,'  says  father,  '  if 
there  is  a  supper  tax  you  ain't  payin'  it.  It 's  my  sfceak- 
pudden,  and  the  tax  comes  on  me  and  I  'm  willin'  to  pay.  I 
don't  'owl  for  Dreadnoughts  and  then  squeal  when  the  bill 
comes  in.  That  ain't  my  sort.' 

"Uncle  Bill  couldn't  stand  this.  'Is  face  went  white  with 
little  red  spots  all  over  it,  and  'e  got  out  of  'is  chair  and 
said  'e  wouldn't  slay  to  be  insulted.  'E  was  goin'  'ome  to 
alter  'is  will,  'e  said.  '  Leave  it  all  to  the  Duke  o'  Bermondsey,' 
says  father,  '  'oo  cares  what  you  do  with  your  dirty  money  ? ' 
Mother  come  in  as  father  said  this,  and  she  was  just  in 
time  to  get  a  crack  o'  the  side  of  the  'ead  from  Uncle  Bill's 
clay  pipe.  'E  meant  it  for  father,  but  it  landed  on  mother, 
so  we  kep  it  in  the  family.  Father's  a  very  proud  man. 
and  when  'e  saw  mother  rub  'er  'ead  'e  fair  lost  'is  temper 
and 'e  give  Uncle  Bill  one  in  the  eye.  'There's  a  bit  of 
capital  for  you,'  'e  says,  and  'c  knocked  Uncle  B.ll  backards 
agin  the  wall.  That  ended  it ;  and  Uncle  Bill  got  out  quick, 
and  we  ain't  seen  'im  since.  My  new  'at  got  trod  on  in  the 
scuffle.  You  can't  wear  a  'at  after  father's  put  'is  feet 
through  it." 

"  'Ow  did  your  father  come  to  lose  'is  braces  ?  "  asked  the 
porter. 

"  'E  says  Uncle  Bill  must  'a  took  them  when  they  was 
wrestlin'  about  together  ;  but  'e  won't  demean  'isself  to  send 
round  for  'em,  'e  says.  But  you  can  understand  I  don't 
want  to  'ear  any  more  about  this  'ere  Budget." 


"SANDWICHES  (TO  MAKE)  ("  Moorside  ")  —  The  cook  in  tins  case  would 
cut  the  sandwiches,  the  parlourmaid  packing  them,  together  with  the 
other  addenda.  —  ED."  The  (Jitern. 

This  is  only  possible  however  with  a  well-trained  staff.  In 
some  houses  the  undergroom  comes  bustling  in,  and  insists 
on  inserting  the  potted  meat. 


"  I  must  confess  that  when  the  home-grown  poppy  has  gone  t<   s 
either  ripe  or  unripe,  there  is  a  real  pleasure  in  lying  outdoors  :iud 
absorbing  spoonful  after  spoonful  nf  it."-  -Pall  Mall  (Jaxettc. 

The  writer  is  welcome  to  all  the  poppy  seed  so  long  as  we 
may  have  the  peaches. 

"Familiar  Quotations." 

"  Literally,  in  Mr.  Chamberlain's  memorable  phrase,  he  'toiit  not, 
neither  does  he  spin.'  "  —  Daily  Chronlele. 


The  Dally  News  on  the  escaped  tigress  : 
"As  I  telegraph,  the  spotted  beast  is  still  at  large." 
From  our  Special  Correspondent  on  the  spot. 


"Several  Scottish  breeders  nnke  it  their  cu*toiu  to  offw  the  cream  of 
their  bulls  in  autumn." — Birmingham  Daily  Post. 

Itather  a  rash  offer  to  make.     And  the  Scotch  are  supposed 
to  be  such  a  cautious  race ! 
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Examiner.  "Now,  CHILDREN,  WHAT  is  THE  DIFFERENCE  BI.IWI.IA  '1'Ro'  AM.  'Cox'?" 
7?rig7iA  Boi/.  "PLEASE,  SIB,  THEY'RE  SPELT  DIFFERENT." 


TO    SECUNDUS. 

(Aged  20  months.) 

Ytu   have  capable  fingers,  Secundus,  my  son, 

And  a  firm  yet  a  delicate  touch ; 
Though  you  turn  out  the  visiting-cards  one  by  one 
Ami  strew  them  around  you — oh  !  isn't  it  fun  ! 

They  are,  none  of  them,  bent  very  much ; 
And  you  know  it's  untidy,  this  game  that  you  piny, 
KIT  you  look  up  and  smile — and  then  what  can  I  say? 

You've  adventurous  tastes  and  a  will  of  your  own, 

And  1  count  ft  the  worst  of  your  sins 
That  you  instantly  make  for  the  dangerous  zone 
Of  the  fender  and  coal-box  if  suffered  alone 

To  toddle  about  on  your  pins. 
And  your  rink-like  performance  I  cannot  admire 
When  you  fetch  up  and  balance  in  front  of  the  fire. 

'J  here's  a  music  that  lurks  in  each  word  that  you  say, 

I'-.-  it  Tick-tick,  or  (!ce-yee,  or  /tow! 
And  the  sound  of  your  laughter  no  speech  can  convey, 
It  is  really  the  sparkle  alive  in  the  spray 

Of  a  waterfall  lit  by  the  sun. 

In  your  breath  there  is  magic  that  "Sesame"  cries, 
Kor  you  blow  on  my  watch — pfif  ! — and  open  it  flies  ! 


'Tis  your  quick  sense  of  fun  that  I  like  in  you  best, 

And  the  fact  that  you  never  disdain 
To  evince  your  delight  at  my  sorriest  jc-t, 
Which,  however  familiar,  is  greeted  with  /x»t 

And  demanded  again  and  again. 

You  've  a  joke  of  your  own  with  the  bell-push,  hut  this 
Is  a  joke  that  the  housemaid  has  taken  amiss. 

You  're  so  fond  of  a  game  that  there 's  trouble  unless 

We  admit  you  to  every  nort ir ; 

And  you  add  to  the  fun,  though  it  's  little  you  guess 
That  your  singular  notions  of  how  to  play  chess 

Are  a  source  of  discomfort  to  me. 
And  your  sister  has  also  been  known  to  refer 
To  your  manner  with  dolls  as  diMre.-Miig  to  her. 

You're  a  mischievous  chap,  and  I  freely  admit 

That  I  like  you  for  being  a  Turk  ; 
I  tut  there  V  one  thing  about  you  disturbs  me,  to  wit 
Your  absurd  fascination,  for  here  do  I  sit 

When  I  ought  to  be  up  and  at  work. 
You  are  surely  a  wizard.  Serundus,  my  lad. 
And  have  bound  by  a  spell  your  susceptible  Dad. 

"  RELir.iocs  TERRORISM  is  LIVER." — UndigetlfJ  Headline  in  "Tlte  l>aily 

Kinii" 

You  never  know  where  it  will  get  you. 
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A    CALL. 

?"  said  Mi<s   Mid- 


TAKING 

"  MAY   I   come  in 
dleton. 

I  looked  up  from  my  atlas  (F  am  going 
in  for  the  geographical  competition)  and 
stared  at  her  in  amazement. 

"  Hullo,"  I  said. 

"Hullo,"  said  Miss  Middleton  doubt- 
fully. 

"Are  vou  going  to  have  tea  with 
me?" 

"  That 's  what  I  was  wondering  all  the 
way  up." 

"It's  all  ready;  in  fact,  I've  nearly 
finished.  There  's  a  cake  to-day,  too." 

Miss  Middleton  hesitated  at  the  door 
and  looked  wistfully  at  me. 

"  I  suppose — I  suppose,"  she  said 
timidly,  "  you  think  I  ought  to  have 
brought  somebody  with  me?  " 

"In  a  way,  I'm  just  as  glad  you 
didn't." 

"  I  Ve  heaps  of  chaperons  outside  on 
the  stairs,  you  know." 

"There's  no  place  like  outside  for 
chaperons." 

"And  the  liftman  believes  I'm  your 
aunt.  At  least,  perhaps  he  doesn't,  but 
I  mentioned  it  to  him." 

I  looked  at  her,  and  then  I  smiled. 
And  then  I  laughed. 

"  So  that 's  all  right,"  she  said  breath- 
lessly. "And  I  want  my  tea."  She 
came  in,  and  began  to  arrange  her  hat  in 
front  of  th  3  glass. 

"Tea,"  I  said,  going  to  the  cup- 
board. "I  suppose  you'll  want  a  cup 
to  yourself.  There  you  are — don't  lose 
it.  Milk.  Sugar." 

Miss  Middleton  took  a  large  piece  of 
cake.  "  What  were  you  studying  so 
earnestly  when  I  came  ia?"  she  asked 
as  she  munched. 

"  An  atlas." 

"An  atlas?  .Don't  say  you  've  been 
too!  I'm  going  to  the  South  Pole — 
it's  much  more  splendid.  I  expect  I 
shall  dress  like  the  Esquimaux  women  ; 
I've  seen  pictures  of  them,  and  Father 
agrees  it  would  suit  me.  Do  they 
have  Esquimaux  at  the  South  Pole  ? 
They  must  have  somebody,  because  how 
would  the  polar  bears  live  ?  But  per- 
haps they  don't  have  polar  bears." 

I  took  a  deep  breath. 

"  I  'm  awfully  glad  to  see  you,"  I  said, 
"and  you're  looking  jolly,  but  do  you 
think  your  chaperons  would  mind  if 
you  sat  down  for  a  moment  and  stopped 
chattering?  Because  I  want  your  help 
in  rather  an  important  matter." 

Miss  Middleton  sat  down  and  drank 
her  tea.  "  I  love  helping,"  she  said. 

"  Well,  it 's  this.  I  've  just  been  asked 
to  be  a  godfather." 

Miss  Middleton  stood  up  suddenly. 
"  Do  I  salute  ?  "  she  asked. 

"  You  sit  down  and  go  on  eating.  The 
diflieulty  is— what  to  call  it?" 


"  Oil,  do  godfathers  provide  the 
names?  " 

"  1  think  so.  It  is  what  they  are  there 
for,  I  fancy.  That  is  about  all  there  is 
in  it,  I  believe." 

"  And  can't  you  find  anything  in  the 
atlas?" 

"No,  there's  nothing  in  th  2  atlas. 
'Sierra  Leone'  and  'Teddington'  arc  the 
best." 

"How about  quite  a  simple  name? 
Had  you  thought  of  '  John,'  for  in- 
stance?" 

"No,  I  hadn't  thought  of '  John,'  some- 
how." 

"Or 'Gerald'?" 

' '  Gerald  '  I  like  very  much." 

"  What  about  '  Dick '  ?  "  she  went  on 
eagerly. 

"Yes,  'Dick'  is  quite  jolly.  By  the 
way,  did  I  tell  you  it  was  a  girl  ?  " 

Miss  Middletou  rose  with  dignity. 

"  For  your  slice  of  plum  cake  and  your 
small  cup  of  tea  I  thank  you,"  she  said, 
"  and  I  am  now  going  straight  home  to 
Mother." 

"  Not  yet,"  I  pleaded. 

"  I  '11  just  ask  you  one  question  before 
I  go.  Where  do  you  keep  the  biscuits  ?  " 

She  found  the  biscuits  and  sat  down 
again. 

"A  girl's  name,"  I  said  encouragingly. 

"  Yes.     Well,  is  she  fair  or  dark  ?  " 

"  She 's  very  small  at  present.  What 
there  is  of  her  is  dark,  I  believe." 

"  Well,  there  are  millions  of  names 
for  dark  girls." 

"We  only  want  one  or  two." 

"'Barbara'  is  a  nice  dark  name.  Is 
she  going  to  be  pretty  ?  " 

"  Her  mother  sw;ars  she  is.  I  didn't 
recognize  the  symptoms.  Very  pretty 
and  very  clever  and  very  high-spirited, 
her  mother  savs.  Is  there  a  name  for 
that?" 

"I  always  call  them  whoppers,"  said 
Miss  Middleton  under  her  breath. 

"How  do  you  like  'Alison  Mary'? 
That  was  my  first  idea." 

"  Oh,  I  thought  it  was  always  'William 
and  Mary.'  Or  else 'Victoria  and  Albert.'" 

"  I  didn't  say '  Alics  and  Mary,'  stoopid. 
I  said  '  Alison,'  a  Scotch  name." 

"  But  how  perfectly  sweet !  Did  you 
make  it  vip  yourself,  or  does  it  come 
from  the  atlas?  Oh,  why  weren't  you 
my  godfather  !  Would  you  have  given 
me  a  napkin  ring?  " 

"Probably.  I  will  now,  if  you  like. 
Then  you  approve  of  '  Alison  Mary  '  ?  " 

"  I  love  it.  Thank  you  very  much. 
And  will  you  always  call  me  '  Alison '  in 
future?"' 

"  I  say,"  I  began  in  alarm,  "  I  'm  not 
giving  that  name  to  you.  It 's  for  my 
godchild." 

"  Oh  no  !     '  Alisons  '  are  always  fair." 

"  You  've  just  made  that  up,"  1  said 
suspiciously.  "  How  do  you  know  ?  " 

"  Sort  of  instinct." 


"  The  worst  of  it  is  I  believe  you  're 
right," 

"  Of  course  I  am.  That  settles  it. 
Now,  what  was  your  next  idea  ?  " 

" '  Angela.' " 

"  '  Angelas,'  "  said  Miss  Middleton, 
"  are  always  fair." 

"  Why  do  you  want  all  the  names  to 
yourself?  You  say  everything's  fair." 

"  Why  can  you  only  think  of  names 
beginning  with  'A'  ?  Try  another  letter." 

"  Suppose  you  try  now." 

Miss  Middleton  wrinkled  her  brow 
and  nibbled  a  lump  of  sugar. 

"  '  Dorothy,'  "  she  said  at  last,  "  be- 
cause you  can  call  them  '  Dolly.'  " 

"  There  is  only  one." 

"Or 'Dodo.'" 

"And  it  isn't  a  bird." 

"  Then,  there  's  '  Violet.'  " 

"  My  good  girl,  you  don't  understand. 
Any  of  these  common  names  the  parents 
could  have  thought  of  for  themselves. 
The  fact  that  they  have  got  me  in  at 
great  expense — to  myself — shows  that 
they  want  something  out  of  the  ordinary. 
How  can  I  go  to  them  and  say,  '  After 
giving  a  vast  amount  of  time  to  the 
question  I  have  decided  to  call  your 
child  "Violet "  ?  '  It  can't  be  done." 

Miss  Middleton  absently  took  another 
lump  of  sugar  and,  catching  my  eye, 
put  it  back  again. 

"  I  don't  believe  that  you  've  ever  been 
a  godfather  before,"  she  said,  "or  that 
you  know  anything  at  all  about  what 
it  is  you're  supposed  to  be  going  to  do." 

There  was  a  knock  at  the  door,  and 
the  liftman  came  in.  Miss  Middleton 
gave  a  little  cough  of  recognition. 

"  A  letter,  Sir,"  he  said. 

"  Thanks.  .  .  .  And  as  I  was  saying, 
Aunt  Alison,"  I  went  on  in  a  loud  voice, 

"you  are  talking  rubbish." 

*  *  *  * 

"  Bah  !  "  I  said  angrily,  and  I  threw 
the  letter  down. 

"Would  you  like  to  be  left  alone?" 
suggested  Miss  Middleton,  kindly. 

"It  is  from  the  child's  so-called 
parents,  and  their  wretched  offspring  is 
to  be  called  '  Violet  Daisy.'  " 

"  '  Violet  Daisy,'  "  said  Miss  Middleton 
solemnly,  trying  not  to  smile. 

"Why  stop  there?"  I  said  bitterly. 
"  Why  not  'Geranium'  and  'Artichoke,' 
and  the  whole  blessed  garden  ?  " 

"  '  Artichoke,'  "  said  Miss  Middleton 
gravely,  "  is  a  boy's  name." 

"  Well,  I  wash  my  hands  of  the  whole 
business  now.  No  napkin  ring  from  mo. 
Here  have  I  been  wasting  hours  and 
hours  in  thought,  and  then  just  when 
the  worst  of  it  is  over  they  calmly  step 
in  like  this.  I  call  it — 

"Yes?  "  said  Miss  Middleton  eagerly. 

"I  call  it  simply— 

"  Yes  ?  "  said  Miss  Middleton. 

"'Violet  Daisy,'"  I  finished,  with  a 
creat  effort.  A.  A.  M. 
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POLAR    PROTESTS. 

CAPTAIN  SCOTT  lias  received  thousands 
of  applications  from  persons  ambitious 
to  join  his  expedition  in  search  of  the 
South  Pole.  He  has  also  received  letters 
urging  him  not  to  accept  certain  candi- 
dates, and  of  these  letters  we  are  able  to 
print  a  few. 

A  FOND  MOTHEII  writes:  —  "I  am 
greatly  distressed  by  my  son  Harold's 
determination  to  join  your  expedition. 
He  feels  sure  that,  his  experience  gained 
as  a  Boy  Scout- since  last  Easter  would 
be  most  useful  to  you  ^discovering  the 
South  Pole.  He  certainly  is  a  clever 
boy,  but  he  suffers  from  "a  weak  chest, 
and  eveii  in  summer  he  runs  great  risk 
in  the  scanty  uniform  of  the  Scout.  On 
(he  sea  and  amid  the  ice  and  snow  I 
cannot  think  what  miglit  happen  to  him, 
and  I  beg  of  you  to  let  a  mother's  plead- 
ing persuade  you  to  spare  him  to  me, 
whatever  inclination  you  may  have  to 
avail  yourself  of  his^  knowledge,  which 
really  is  considerably  above  the  average." 

Another  letter  runs  : — "  Captain  SCOT, 
if  my  husbun  arsks  you  to  taik  him  to 
the  soth  Poal  dont  you.  he  as  got  to 
stop  horn  and  do  a  bit  of  wurk  for  me 
and  his  ofspriugs  like  whot  I  kepe  on 
telliu  him.  his  name  is  called  Sam 
Brown  but  is  artfull  enugh  to  call  hiself 
Robinson  or  anythink.  he  will  sure  to 
say  you  nede  not  trubble  to  bring  him 
back  and  you  will  no  him  by  that  and  if 
he  corns  to  see  you  he  as  got  a  wudden 
leg.  Yours  sinserly  Mrs.  Brown." 

SWEET  SEVENTEEN  writes:  "Harry  has 
made  me  so  miserable  by  saying  that  he 
will  volunteer  to  go  with  you.  It  was 
all  over  a  stupid  necktie :  he  wanted  a 
horrid  plain  one  ;  I  wanted  him  to  have 
the  one  with  little  pink  flowers,  and  I  made 
him  buy  it.  Please,  dear  Captain  SCOTT, 
he  is  not  so  strong  and  clever  as  his 
letter  may  lead  you  to  think — at  least, 
he  is  not  strong  and  clever  enough  to 
fight  polar  bears  and  learn  Equimox  (is 
tliat  the  way  to  spell  it  ?),  though  he  is 
awfully  handsome.  Of  course  it  would 
be  splendidly  heroic  of  him  to  find  the 
South  Ijole;  but  there  are  other  heroic 
things  that  need  not  take  him  away 
from  England — like  the  Territorials  and 
that  sort  of  thing.  Dear  Captain  SCOTT, 
I  am  sure  you  know  just  how  I  feel,  and 
I  think  you  are  such  a  nice  and 
courageous  man,  so  please  don't  take 
Harry." 

The  Editor  of  a  popular  magazine 
writes: — "I  have  learnt  to-day  that 

Mr. ,  the  well-known  author, 

is  desirous  of  joining  your  expedition,  his 
purpose  being  to  gain  local  colour  for  a 
South  Polar  romance,  and  to  escape  for 
a  time  from  the  house-dinners  of  the 
Authors'  Club.  As  the  withdrawal  of 
this  popular  writer's  work  from  our 
pages  even  for  a  time  would  be  disas- 


trous to  thi-i  magazine,  I  considir  Iliat 
I  am  justified  in  informing  you  that 

Mr. is    an    inveterate   and 

shockingly  bad  bridge-player,  and  that 
he  .suffers  from  chronic  and  acute  indiges- 
tion—things which  render  him  but  poor 
company  in  a  confined  space  like  an  ice- 
cabin  or  a  snow-hut.  If  you  could  sec 
your  way  to  avoid  accepting  his  offer  1 
should  be  most  grateful ;  and  as  some 
recognition  of  your  assistance  I  should 
be  happy  to  consider  the  publication  of 
the  exclusive  serial  rights  of  your 
'story'  when  you  return,  at  our  usual 
rates  of  payment." 


THE  BORDER  LAND. 

WHEN  forty  years  had  taken  toll 

Of  love-locks  from  my  plundered  poll, 

I  smugly  smiled  within  my  soul, 

"  For  now,"  thought  I,  "  I  'm  mated 
To  peaceful  middle  age.     No  more 
Need  I  attempt  to  ply  the  oar, 
The  bat  I  always  found  a  bore, 

The  racquet  which  I  hated. 

"It  is  no  more  my  painful  lot 
To  train  away  what  flesh  I  've  got 
In  hopes  of  capturing  some  pot 

Or  silly  bit  of  ribbon." 
I  hailed  the  prospect  of  repose, 
And  so,  with  spectacles  on  nose, 
I  settled  in  my  chair  to  doze 

At  leisured  ease  through  Gibbon. 

Serene  and  culm  life's  evening  grew, 
And  sweetly  swift  the  moments  flew 
Till  soon — yes,  all  too  soon — I  knew 

Without  my  wife  I  'd  reckoned  ; 
She,  thirsting  with  a  fiery  thirst 
For  youth,  grew  wrath  when  I,  immersed 
In  the  delights  of  tome  the  first, 

Would  offer  her  the  second. 

She  still  has  ears  to  hear  the  call 

Of  sportive  youth  that  cries,  "Love  all !  " 

Refusing  to  decline  and  fall 

Into  the  sere  and  yellow ; 
She  craves  the  List  and  furious  set, 
The  lightning  rally  at  the  net — 
She  is  not  ripe  for  GMon  yet, 

While  I  am  richly  mellow. 

So  when  returning  tired  from  town 

At  four  o'clock  I  settle  down 

To  read  the  master,  fierce  her  frown, 

And  rage  begins  to  bubble  ; 
She  fidgets  in  her  chair.     I  see 
Nerve-shaking  glances  shot  at  me 
And  wonder  what  on  earth  will  be 

The  end  of  all  this  trouble. 

Will  her  white  hairs,  which  draw  a  groan 
When  in  the  mirror  they  are  shown, 
First  shame  her  into  playing  Joan, 

Contented  to  be  one  with 
This  Darby  ?     Or  perhaps  the  shame 
Of  having  but  a  waist  in  name 
Will  drive  me  to  resume  a  game 

That  I  had  hoped  \vas  done  with  ? 


THE  COMPLEX  LIFE. 

"  1  HAVE  seen  a  good  deal  in  the 
papers  lately,"  said  Ponker,  "  about  the 
unwisdom  of  bringing  up  boys  and  girls 
with  separate  sets  of  ideals ;  and  when 
1  read  anything  under  that  head,  I  think 
of  poor  Tarleton  Weir  smoking  his 
lonely  pipe  o'  nights  by  the  pale  light 
of  the  Southern  Cross,  and  dreaming  all 
the  while  of  the  London  street  lamps." 

He  allowed  a  minute  for  the  visualiza- 
tion of  this  pathetic  picture,  and  then 
continued : — 

"  For  ten  years  Tarletou  lived  very 
contentedly  in  a  garret.  Not  a  garret 
really,  you  know,  but  three  top-floor, 
Turkey-carpeted  rooms  overlooking  the 
gardens  of  one  of  the  Inns  of  Court ; 
and  his  sober  wishes  never  learned  to 
stray  very  far  from  the  scene  of  his 
daily  labours  at  the  Chancery  Bar.  At 
night,  for  example,  he  would  often  spend 
long  hours  by  his  own  fireside,  nursing 
an  unread  French  novel,  and  thinking 
about  things.  (Most  people  are  in- 
capable of  thought,  and  that  is  why 
jig-saw  puzzles  and  the  musical  comedies 
are  possible.) 

"  Well,  it  was  at  some  semi-public 
function  that  he  met  Cartwright ;  and 
Cartwright,  by  one  of  those  mischances 
that  will  happen,  took  a  great  fancy  to 
him.  'Now  mind,'  he  said,  as  he 
gripped  Tarleton's  hand  at  parting — 
he  was  a  loud,  genial,  elderly  man, 
this  Cartwright  person — -'mind,  you've 
promised  to  dine  with  us  this  day  week. 
Not  a  party,  you  know — you  must  just 
take  us  as  you  find  us.'  '  Oh !  not  at 
all,'  murmured  Tarleton,  which  obviously 
was  not  the  right  answer,  but  sounded 
polite.  (What  is  the  proper  answer,  by 
the  way,  to  this  inanity  ?) 

"  Tarleton  was  never  a  good  hand  at 
excuses,  and  as  he  failed  to  frame  one 
within  the  week,  he  had  to  go  all  the 
way  out  to  Raynes  Park  and  take  the 
Cartwright s  as  he  found  them. 

"  He  found  them  attaching  more 
importance  to  table  decorations  than  to 
the  quality  of  their  claret,  and  he  soon 
suspected  that  Mary,  the  eldest  daughter, 
was  not  blameless  in  this  matter. 

"Now,  although  (so  he  afterwards 
assured  me)  he  was  dull  and  distrait 
that  evening,  the  Cartwrights  (for  some 
reason  never  discerned)  persisted  in 
liking  him.  So  other  invitations  fol- 
lowed, and  passive  resistance  seemed 
unavailing.  There  were  Sundays  up 
the  river,  a  week-end  visit  .  .  .  and 
then  there  came  a  day  when  one  of  the 
Cartwright  flappers  said,  '  Oh,  Mr.  Weir 
will  come  on  with  Mary,  of  course,  in 
the  canoe.' 

"  He  knew  there  was  no  way  out  of  it 
then.  He  never  blamed  Mary  or  the 
flappers  or  anyone,  but  accepted  the 
situation  manfully. 
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"  There  seemed  to  be  no  good  r< 
fur  delay.     And  so  these  two  poor  dears 
prepaied,  each  in   separate  fashion, 
tread  the  thorny  patli  of  Life  together 
Tarletou  bought  a  ticket  for  the  Store* 
I.eeause  lie  thought  he  would  get  hi 
tobacco  a  little  cheaper  that  way,  am 
Mary  decided  that  she  ought  now  to  gi 
to  a  dressmaker  whose  charges  were 
really  ruinous. 

"  But  still  there  might  have  been  no 
catastrophe,  J  think,  if  Tarletoii  had  not 
IMVH  shown  the  wedding-presents  nil  ut 
owe,  or  if  Mary  had  been  tactful  euougl 
to  say,  .'You  know,  my  dear,  we  can 
easily  sell  them,  and  spend  the  money 
on  cigars.' 

"At  .first  Tarleton  was  merely  bewil- 
dered ;  he  had  never  seen  so  many 
unnecessary  things  collected  together  in 
one  room  before.  He  looked  blankly 
about  him,  and  saw  hideously-distorted 
reflections  of  his  own  face  mowing  al 
him  .from  a  hundred  plated  butter- 
coolers.  Then,  in  a  flash,  he  realised  it 
all,  and  knew  that  he  had  got  to  live 
with  these  horrors.  Hand-painted  milk- 
ing-stools,  that  upset  at  a  touch,  would 
dot  his  drawing-room.  The  sacred  break- 
fast  hour  would  be  made  turbulent  In 
the  bubbling  and  steaming  of  patent 
urns  and  egg-boilers.  For  a  pepper-pot 
he  must  make  choice  between  a  silver 
owl  with  perforated  head  and  an  electro- 
plated lighthouse.  Books  must  be  cut 
with  a  jewelled  scimitar,  instead  of  with 
the  forefinger.  There  were  surgical 
inplcmcuts  for  the  elaborate  dissection 
of  walnuts  and  lobsters,  and  a  tantalus 
promised  the  misery  of  hunting  for  a 
key  every  time  he  wanted  a  whisky-and- 
soda.  .  .  .  And  clocks!  Nineteen  of 
them !  and  each  to  be  wound  daily,  or 
only  on  Fridays,  or  biennially,  or  some- 
'  thing !  And  a  silver-and-ebony  pipe- 
rack  !  ('  So  kind  of  the  dear  Dean  to 
remember  your  tastes,"  said  Mary ;  '  you  '11 
have  to  be  tidy  now,  Tarleton.'  'Yes, 
but  what  on  earth  is  it  for?'  gasped 
Tarleton.  And  then  it  was  broken  to 
him.  Pipes  .were  to  be  kept,  if  you 
please,  sus.  pel-  coll ,  like  criminals — as 
if  mantelpieces  had  never  been  invented 
—in  a  little  dark  room  under  the  hot- 
water  cistern — the  '  smoking-roorn,'  gad- 
zooks!  And  Tarleton,  mark  you,  was 
the  author  of  that  sublime  phrase,  'The 
world  is  my  smoking-room ' — the  noblest 
rebuke,  surely,  ever  administered  to  an 
over-officious  club  secretary.) 

"  Life  stretched  before  him  in  dreary 
perspective,  with  every  daily  act  trans- 
formed into  a  hideous  little  ceremony, 
to  be  carried  out  with  the  aid  of  glitter- 
ing appliances  of  wrought  silver  or  the 
best  electro-plate.  New  and  trivial 
duties  confronted  him,  toe  —  as,  for 
example,  to  lie  sure  and  press  grapes 
upon  the  Jacksons  when  they  dined  at 
his  house,  because  they  were  the  givers 


Pat.  "  COULD  TF.U  GIVE  A  MAN  A  JOB,  YER  HUNOCR?" 
Barber.  "WELL,  YOU  CAX  REPAINT  mis  POLK  FOE  HE." 

Pot.   "BE  JABEBS,   I  CAN,   SoB,   IF   YOU'LL  TELL  ME  WI1F.BE  TO   BCT  THE  STRIPED  PAINT." 


:>f  the  silver  grape-scissors.  A  great 
lisgust  of  over-civilization  seized  him. 
lary  he  could  have  liked,  but  Mary's 
"ancy  Bazaar — never !  It  was  all  too 
erribly  complex  .  .  . 
"The  night  before  the  wedding-day 
pale  man  slunk  inconspicuously 
h  rough  the  dock  gates  at  Southampton ; 
,nd  when  the  light  of  morn  broke  out 
iver  the  waters  he  was  lying  very,  very 
II  in  a  comfortable  state-room  souie- 


vhere  south  of  the  Wight." 

"He     behaved     very    badly,"     said 
'onker's  audience  severely. 

"  I  don't  know,"  replied  Ponker  slowly.  I  a  reverie. 


"  I  think  Mary's  education  was  to  blame. 
Girls  are  brought  up  to  think  the  silver 
superfluities  of  life  are  essential  to 
married  happiness,  while  man's  natural 
tendency  is  to  go  and  live  without  sugar- 
tongs  in  a  tent.  Woman  ought  to  meet 
him  halfway.  And  I  think,"  he  added, 
grave  beyond  his  wont,  "I  think  these 
two  might  have  lived  very  happily 
together  if  Mary  could  have  been  con- 
tent to  crack  nuts — if  nuts  she  must 
have — in  the  ordinary  way,  in  the 
dining-room  door.  .  .  ." 
He  shook  his  head  sadly,  and  fell  into 
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OUR  FLYING  AUTHORS. 

THE  example  of  Signer  GABIUELE 
NUNZIO,  who  lias  been  tasting  the  joys  of 
aviation  at  Brescia,  lias  not  been  lost  on 
his  British  confreres. 

Mr.  HALL  CAINE  has  recently  com- 
municated to  a  representative  of  the 
Aerated  Head  Company  his  wonderful  ex- 
periences when  aviating  with  Lieutenant 
CALTARARA  and  General  BOUM  in  their 
remarkable  Manx  triplane,  driven  by  a 
3-cylinder  (fetter-Wall  motor.  "  When 
the  flying  machine  soared  aloft,"  says 
the  famous  novelist,  "I  experienced  a 
sensation  of  delirious  ecstasy  only  com- 
parable to  the  sensations  of  a  reader  of 
one  of  my  books  or  a  spectator  of  one  of 
my  plays.  So  powerful  was  the  en- 
chantment that  I  was  insensibly  moved 
to  sing,  and  wai'bled  the  following  lines 
in  my  fruitiest  baritone  : — 

Hut  Poetry  iu  Fiction  takes  delight, 
Aud,  mounting  up  in  figures  out  of  sight, 
Leaves    Truth    behind    her    in    audacious 
flight. 

The  effect  of  my  singing  was  so  over- 
whelming that  the  General  and  the 
Lieutenant  both  simultaneously  let  go 
their  hold  of  everything,  and  the  tri- 
plane plunged  down  with  appalling 
velocity.  Realising  our  danger,  by  a 


supreme  effort  of  volition  I  distended 
my  cranium  with  such  extraordinary 
success  as  to  counteract  the  downward 
swoop  and  practically  to  convert  an 
aeroplane  into  a  balloon.  Reassured  by 
my  intrepid  intervention,  the  two  sky- 
pilots  recovered  their  equanimity  and 
soon  manoeuvred  the  machine  gentry 
to  mother  earth." 

Mr.  CHESTERTON,  after  flying  with  Mr. 
CODY  on  Laffan's  Plain,  expressed  him- 
self as  follows  to  a  representative  of  the 
Paradox  Club  :— 

"  When  CODY'S  aeroplane  rose,  I  found, 
like  D'AxNfNzio,  that  the  conscious- 
ness of  the  weight  of  my  body  seemed 
entirely  lost,  and  the  relief  was  so 
ecstatic  that  in  order  to  render  it  justice 
I  was  obliged  to  chant  the  lines  from 
Qmnaidt : 

II  est  beau  qu'iui  mortel  jusques  aux  cieux 

s'eleve, 
II  est  beau  memo  d'eii  tomber. 

I  may  say  that  I  returned  to  earth  re- 
luctantly. But  the  effect  will  not  soon 
pass  off.  My  mental  vision  has  been 
clarified,  my  thoughts  codified  by  my 
flight.  I  must  fly  again  with  CODY  or 
BIJEKIOT  or  WEIGHT,  but  not  with  TIIOMAS 
WRIGHT." 

Mr.  CLEMENT  K.  SIIOIUER,  who  has  also 


recently  made  a  trip  in  Mr.  CODY'S  aero- 
plane, writes  as  follows  : — 

"  When  CODY'S  aeroplane  arose 
I  felt,  as  you  may  well  suppose, 
A  tingling  feeling  in  my  toes 
And  at  the  apex  of  my  nose, 
Quite  incompatible  with  prose. 
And  ever  as  we  higher  flew 
I  sang  to  CODY  of  LE  QUEUX, 
MAX  PEMBERTON  and  EUGENE  SUE, 
And  other  bookmen  old  and  new. 
It  was,  in  short,  a  trip  sublime, 
And  curiously,  all  the  time 
My  thoughts  expressed  themselves 

in  rhyme 
Quite  faultless  in  its  tuneful  chime." 


"The  7.15  p.m.  train  from  Bolgelley  to  ISar- 
mouth  will  continue  to  nin  every  week-day  tip 
to  September  ,".0th  instead  of  up  to  September 
30th  as  advertised." — The  liurmoulh  Advertiser. 

The  'distinction  between,  say,  "  Chip- 
pendale" and  "Chippendale  as  adver- 
tised" is  equally  marked. 

"In  the  Furncss  district  adders  grow  to 
an  unusual  size,  from  25in.  to  30s.  l>eing 
apparently  the  normal  development." — Leeds 
Mercury. 

Another  sixpence  and  it  comes  to  as 
much  as  three  feet. 
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ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED  FROM  TUB  DIARY  or  TOBY,  M.P. 

House  of  Comment,  Monday,  Septem- 
ber I."..  —  When  NAPOLEON  DtBUMKB 
found  himself  enmeshed  in  his  Moscow 
campaign,  disaster  Kb) ring  him  in  the 
face,  lie  turned  to  the  constitution  of  the 
newly  -founded  Impen  d  Opera  at  Paris 
iind  boned  himself  with  for- 
mulating rules  for  its  manage- 
ment. 

Curious  how  in  varied 
fashion,  sometimes  slavishly, 
mi  i n '  often  indirectly,  history 
repeats  itself.  For  fully  three 
years  NAPOLEON  B.  HAIJMNE 
has  bren  engageil  in  the  \v.  rk 
of  re-establishing  the  British 
Army.  Not  since  the  days 
of  CARDWELL — a  reformer  much 
maligned  in  his  time,  now  on 
a  pedestal  crowned  with  laurel 
by  a  grateful  nation — has  the 
task  been  pursued  with  equal 
boldness,  originality  and  suc- 
cess. To-night  he  lightly 
takes  in  hand  direction  of  a 
section  of  the  Budget. 

Whilst  CHANCELLOR  OF  EX- 
CHEQUER rests  from  his  labours 
with  the  Land  clauses,  and 
the  PREMIER  plumes  himself 
on  having  successfully  carried 
Licensing  Duties  through  Com- 
mittee, N.  B.  H.  buckles  to  the 
Death  Duties,  handling  them 
with  an  ease  and  skill  that 
could  not  be  exceeded  were 
they  a  battalion  of  Territorials. 

Personal  sacrifice  more 
marked  by  reason  of  counter- 
attraction.  Though  he  sits 
on  the  Treasury  Bench  listen- 
ing to  EVELYN  CECIL  proposing 
to  barter  DON'T  KEIU  BARDIE'S 
trousers  with  the  CHANCELLOR 
OF  THE  EXCHEQUER  in  default 
of  landed  estate  subject  to 
Death  Duties,  his  heart  is  not 
here.  It  is  away  in  the  high- 
lands by  Mergcntheim,  a-chas- 
ing  the  Red  Army  or  the  Blue, 
according  as  he  has  been 
assigned  position  by  the  GER- 
MAN EMPEHOR.  Of  all  the 
stirringdelightslifeoffersto  an 
ex  -  Barrister,  there  is  none 
more  riotously  stirs  the  blood 
of  N.  B.  H.  than  galloping  at  the  head  of 
a  troop  of  cavalry,  making  straight  for 


and  obeys,  leaving  to 


the  privi- 


lege (in  conjunction  with  the  lui|»  ri.il 
\\'ar-I»rd)  of  showing  '  Jerman  <  icncrals 
and  Captains  how  a  campaign  should 
be  successfully  conducted. 

ttiminets  done.  —  In  Committee  on 
Death  Duty  clauses  of  Budget  Bill. 
PRETYMAN,  back  after  brief  holiday, 
takes  up  the  running.  In  despair  at 


"AN  KX-BARKISTER"  (HAD  HE  GONE  TO  THE  GERMAN 

MAKCZUVRES). 

Galloping  at  the  head  of  a  troop  of  cavalry,  mating  straight  for 
the  guns."    (Rt.  lion.  Mr.  Ualdane.) 

of    increased   toll    levied 


the  guns  of  the  enemy,  with  sure  know- 
ledge that  they  are  not  loaded. 

Such  might  have  been  his  privilege  at 
the  War  Manoeuvres  this  week  conducted 
in  Germany  under  the  personal  super- 
vision of  the  EMPEROR  and  our  PRESIDENT 
OF  THE  BOARD  OF  TRADE.  Duty  calls  to 
the  humdrum  business  of  Committee  on 
the  Budget.  Instinctively  he  salutes 


prospect  of  increased  toll  levied  on 
big  estates,  he  met  Ministerial  argument 
that  the  burden  was  placed  on  strong 
shoulders  able  to  bear  it. 

"Yes,"  said  PRETYMAN,  "but  after  the 
strong  have  been  destroyed,  who  will 
look  after  the  rich  ?  " 

"They'll  look  after  themselves,"  said 
a  matter-of-fact  Labour  Member. 

PRETYMAN  hadn't  thought  of  that. 

Amendment  against  increase  of  Death  i 


Duties   negatived   |>y  ,M..r.-  than   two  to 
one- -XL'  for,  170  again-t. 

Tve»<l,i\i.     Throughout    Session    the 
•  iallery    has    been    so    • 
have  almost  forgotten  i> 
istence  as  an  integral    portion   of   the 
Chamber.     No   banners  suddenly    Lang 
out  on  it-,  outer  walls.     No  irrelevant 
remark  announcing  the  prime  ambition 

of  woman  interrupts  ordered 

speech.  No  case  of  unre- 
quited affection  is  disclosed 
by  discovery  of  forcible  attach 
1 1  icnt  of  more  or  less  young 
person  to  unresponsive  grille. 
State  of  things  made  more 
noteworthy  a  sudden  unmis- 
takable flash  of  interest  that 
at  particular  moment  of  to- 
day's sitting  passed  through 
the  group  seen,  as  through  a 
glass  darkly,  IxJiind  !)>• 
casement.  It  happened  when 
PUINCE  Airniru  interposed  in 
debate  on  amendment  ),, 
Budget  Bill  exempting  from 
operation  of  second  sub-sec- 
tion of  Clause  42  property 
passing  between  husband  and 
wife. 

"  As  an  individual  Memlx-r 
of  the  House,"  he  observed, 
"I  cannot  be  accused  of  ]»T- 
sonal  interest  in  this  matter." 
Looking  shyly  across  Table 
at  that  other  gay  young 
bachelor,  the  WAR  MINIMI. n. 
he  added :  "  Like  the  right 
lion,  gentleman  opposite,  I 
approach  it  from  an  al>*olutely 
impartial  standpoint." 

Of  course  nothing  new  in 
condition  of  affairs  indicated. 
Every  mother  in  Israel  knows 
that  PRINCE  Aimii  R  and  N  \h 
LEON  B.  HALDAXE  are  still  "  on 
the  market."  But  the  pointed 
reminder  came  so  unexpec- 
tedly, dropped  so  suddenly 
on  arid  waste  of  discus-ion 
about  one  per  cent,  succession 
duty  and  the  like,  that  it 
naturally  fluttered  the  dove- 
cote over  the  Press  Gallery. 

One  day  in   the  List   Par- 
liament, Coi  SIN  HIC.H,  stroll- 
ing down   Bond   Street,  had 
his    attention    drawn    to    an 
article     displayed     for     sale 
in  a   modiste's  shop-window.      Forget 
at    the    moment    what  was    the   occa- 
sion or  what  the  argument  sought  to 
be  established.     Well   remember  Lord 
HUGH    standing    below    the    Gangway, 
blushing  to  the  roots  of  his  hair,  wring- 
ing his  hands  in  pitiful  embarrassment 
as  he  informed  the  House  that  the  article 
what  he  believed  was  called  a 
Mentioned  its  price  and  other 
particulars,   which    indicated    that    his 


\\.i- 
corset 
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"  A  LIVELY  MEASURE  ! " 
(With  grateful  acknowledgments  to  J.  Seymour  Lucas,  R.A.) 


study  Lad  not  been  so  fleeting  as 
introductory  remark  implied.  And  here 
was  COUSIN  ARTHUB,  sheltering  himself 
in  the  companionship  of  a  celibate  on 
the  Treasury  Bench,  coming  forward  as 
the  champion  of  married  couples  harried 
by  a  blood-sucking  Chancellor  of  the 
Exchequer. 

"Why,"  he  cried,  in  voice  vibrating 
with  indignation,  "  by  the  operation  of 
the  Income  Tax  you  fine  husband  and 
wife  for  living  together,  and  by  the 
imposition  of  Estate  Duty  you  fine  them 
because  they  do  not  die  together." 

Later,  whilst  avoiding  the  picturesque 
particularity  of  COUSIN  HUGH,  PRINCE 
ARTHUR  enlarged  xipon  the  topic  of 
female  dress.  Amazing  figures  had 
been  given  to  him  setting  forth  extra- 
vagance under  this  head  of  domestic 
expenditure. 

"I  have  no  means  of  testing  them," 
he  added.  (SECRETARY  OF  STATE  FOR  WAR  : 
"Hear,  hear!") 

But  he  accepted  them  with  full  con- 
fidence in  their  accuracy.  Under  pro- 
posal of  the  Bill  executors  are  required 
to  act  as  a  Grand  Jury  and  decide 
whether  during  the  five  years  preceding 
death  of  testator  expenditure  upon 
his  wife's  frocks  was  justifiable.  The 
dresses,  "and  soon,"  would  have  to  be 
looked  over  first  by  the  executors  and 
then  by  the  commissioners. 

"It  is  idiotic,"  PRINCE  ARTHUR  thun- 
dered, bringing  down  on  Table  resound- 
ing blow  which  happily  covered  shrill 
murmur  of  approval  from  Ladies'  Gallery. 

Unlike  majority  of  speeches  delivered, 
whether  on  one  side  of  the  House  or  the 


other,  this  manly  outburst  had  instant 
effect.  CHANCELLOR  OF  EXCHEQUER  capitu- 
lated on  two  important  points.  Excluded 
marriage  settlements  from  range  of 
Death  Duties  ;  reduced  from  five  years 
to  three  the  period  preceding  death 
within  which  gifts  shall  pay  tribute  to 
the  Treasury. 

Business  done. — Twenty-eighth  sitting 
in  Committee  on  Budget  Bill. 

Thursday. — "Having,  man  and  boy, 
been  in  the  House  for  nigh  forty  years, 
I  am  prepared  for  anything.  But  never 
thought  I  would  live  to  hear  TIM  HEALY 
denounced  by  his  fellow-countrymen  as 
a  landlord." 

Thus  the  MEMBER  FOR  SARK,  distractedly 
brushing  his  hair  the  wrong  way. 

Event  happened  on  consideration  of 
report  of  Irish  Land  Bill.  It  was  Mr. 
FLAVIN  who,  breaking  a  silence  that  has 
long  eclipsed  the  gaiety  of  the  House, 
levelled  the  charge.  IRISH  ATTORNEY- 
GENERAL  introduced  new  clause  defining 
untenanted  land.  TIM  briefly  described 
it  as  "botched  and  discreditable."  JOHN 
DILLON  struck  the  note  of  indictment  by 
sarcastically  suggesting  that  opposition 
would  have  come  better  from  the  Ulster 
landlord  camp  above  the  Gangway. 

This  gave  Mr.  FLAVIN  his  cue.  TIM 
interpolating  a  remark,  he  leaped  to  his 
feet  and  shouted  at  the  top  of  his  voice, 
"  The  lion.  Member  for  North  Louth  is 
fighting  to  protect  his  own  property  in 
Kerry." 

A  burst  of  cheering  rose  from  com- 
patriots and  companions  dear  among 
whom  TIM  doggedly  sits  for  greater 
convenience  in  the  matter  of  occasionallv 


sticking  pins  into  them.  The  House 
looked  on  in  amazement.  Here  was 
startling  discovery!  That  TIM  is  a 
prosperous  man,  as  prosperity  goes  at 
the  Irish  Bar,  everybody  knows  and  of 
it  most  people  are  glad,  recognising  the 
reward  of  supreme  capacity.  But  TIM 
a  landlord,  "a  sort  of"  Knight  of 
Kerry,  as  Lord  HALSBURY  would  say,  gave 
pause,  and  for  a  while  stopped  progress 
of  the  Bill. 

"Next  thing  we  shall  hear,"  said 
WALTER  LONG,  visibly  dismayed,  "is 
that  TIM  has  been  shot  at  from  behind 
a  hedge  by  a  tenant  evicted  from  his 
Kerry  estate.  That  would  be  a  pic- 
turesque and  characteristic  episode  in 
the  Irish  Question." 

Business  done. — Irish  Land  Bill  passed 
Report  stage. 


"  To  Englishmen  the  record  will  over  be 
remarkable  of  that '  July  morning  when  the 
inhabitants  of  Dover  awoke  to  find  that  the 
historic  route  from  the  mainland  of  Kurope  into 
Kngland  had  been  traversed  for  the  first  time 
on  a  machine  heavier  than  air." — The  Times. 

All  the  same  we  have  often  done  it  on  a 
fairly  weighty  steamboat. 


"In  all  likelihood  he  will  confess  that  he 
has  never  read,  and  perhaps  never  heard  of 
Johnson's  '  Lines  and  the  Poet.' " — Evening 
News. 

In  which  case  we  don't  blame  him. 


"The  Common  sin  Committee  again  took  up 
the  Finance  Bill." — Glasgow  Herald. 

It  almost  looks  as  if  The  Glasgow  Herald 
might  be  a  Unionist  paper. 
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THE    GIFT    HORSE. 

Grandchild  (from  town — to  Grandfather,  tr/io  Itas  given  lier  a  pony).  "I  SUPPOSE  roc  WEST  TO  A  HORSE-SHOP  AMI  BOUGHT  nm?' 
Grandfather.  "WELL,  NOT  EXACTLY.    I  BOCOBT  HIM  FROM  A  FRIEND."  GrandfJiUd.  "OH,  I  SEE— SECOXD-IIAXD." 


FRESH   WOODS    AND    PASTURES 
NEW. 

"  To  authors  retiring.  Send  for  free  pamphlet 
containing  full  directions  as  to  new  careers. 
— Restall  &  Co." 

ACCUSTOMED  as  I  am  to  tlie  notice  to 
"Tobacconists  commencing,"  I  nibbed 
my  eyes  when  they  first  alighted  upon 
the  above  sign  of  the  times ;  and  it  was 
not  long  before  I  was  seated,  note-book 
in  hand,  in  Mr.  Restall's  office. 

"Yes,"  he  said,  "it  has  already  had 
a  great  success,  that  ad.  We  have  been 
besieged  for  advice." 

"Are  so  many  authors,  then,  giving 
up  ?  "  I  asked. 

"Practically  all,"  lie  replied.  " There 's 
nothing  in  it  any  longer.  The  seven- 
penny  novel,  you  know — Motoring- 
Aviation  —  Polar  Exploration  —  Music 
Halls.  So  many  distractions.  The  pub- 
lic are  tired  of  books;  they  want  life; 
and  the  novelists  arc  acting  accordingly. 
1 1  '8  very  wise  of  them,  I  think,  .\li-s 
HI.I.KN  MATHERS  deserves  a  statue.  I 
would  erect  one  to  her  on  Perkham  live." 

"  Why  Miss  HEI.EV  MATHERS  '?  " 

"  Because  she  began  it.     Took  to  the 


wall-paper  trade  instead.  Then  the  Pigs 
in  Clover  genius  :  the  very  frank  DAXBV. 
She  gave  it  up  too,  and  turned  all  her 
energies  to  embroidery;  and  now  the 
others  are  pressing  in — all  but  a  f 
obstinate  ones.  And  they  '11  find  out 
their  mistake  soon." 

"  Who  have  you  had  to-day,  for 
example?" 

"  To-day.  Lots  and  lots  of  them. 
You  wouldn't  believe !  Mr.  MAURICE 
HEWLETT.  Yes,  no  other.  Wants  a 
complete  outfit  a*  a  travelling  tinker. 
He  hadn't  been  gone  but  "  minute  or 
two  when  in  bounded  Mr.  H.  G.  WELL*. 
Dead  sick  of  books  ;  could  I  tell  him  of 
any  aero-garage  in  need  of  a  manager? 
Mr.  DELLOC  is  taking  an  inn  and  will 
do  well :  he 's  a  fine  young  fellow." 

"  Is  that  all  ?  "  I  asked. 

"Oh,  dear,  no.  Here's  Sir  GILBERT 
PARKER  wanting  to  know  if  Mr.  HARRI- 
M\N'S  position  has  boon  filled  up  yet; 
and  Mr.  CHESTERTON  is  applying'  for 
the  post  of  waiter  at  the  Eustace 
Miles  Restaurant.  Mr.  KIIH.INT;  wants 
Lord  KITCHENER'S  pi  ice  in  India,  and 
Mr.  HEVHY  JAMES  is  flunking  of  intciiMu- 
French  gardening.  Mr.  BERXAIMI  SHAW 


is  going  to  be  a  professional  artist's 
model." 

"  And  the  authoresses  ?  "  I  said. 

"  Oh,  the  ladies  !  Plenty  of  them. 
Mrs.  HUMPHRY  WARD  refuses  to  give  up, 
but  Miss  CORELU  's  written  to  me.  Can 
I,  she  asks,  use  my  influence  to  get  her 
the  post  of  Mistress  of  the  Robes  in  suc- 
cession to  the  Duchess  of  Brocn  i  en  V 
AXXIE  S.  SWAN  is  retiring  too;  she  and 
Mrs.  L.  T.  MF.ADE  are  taking  a  school. 
ELIZABETH  GI.YX  writes  inquiring  aft'-r 
a  post  as  manageress  of  a  pickle  factory." 

"  \Vhatwill  become  of  the  publishers? '' 
I  asked. 

"Oh,  I've  got  snug  little  berlhs  in 
the  workhouses  bespoken  for  most  of 
them,"  said  Mr.  Recall. 

I/>rd  ROSEBKUY  as  reported  in  The 
Daily  Mail : 

"  For  five  years,  therefore,  a  man  U  no»  • 
human  1'iiiK  l>ut  a  phnst,  and  ax  nobody  knows 
when  he  will  die.  we  are  all  perjietunl  whosU." 
Yet  there  are  many  who  would  rather 
be  a  phost  for  five  years  than  a  bing, 
human  or  inhuman,  all  his  life.  As  for 
the  perpetual  wheats,  we  prefer  to  speak 
of  them  in  our  next  number. 
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(JURAT    SCOTTISH   INTER- 
NATIONAL WEDDING. 
GRAND  DUCHESS  AND  ARGENTINE  BRIDE- 
GROOM. 

DAZZLING  SCENES. 

THE  historic  burgh  of  Comrie,  in 
Perthshire,  was  one  blaze  of  epithalamic 
splendour  yesterday  for  tha  nuptials  of 
the  Grand  Duchess  Volga  to  Hector 
Hirschbergheiiner,  the  Argentine  mil- 
lionaire, son  of  the  late  Melchisedek 
Waterbury  Hirschbergheiiner,  of  Odessa 
and  Pittsburg.  The  town,  which,  true 
to  its  reputation  for  seismic  activity,  had 
signalised  the  occasion  by  a  series  of 
genial  earthquake  shock?,  was  profusely 
decorated  with  bunting,  and  the  streets 
were  lined  from  an  early  hour  with 
Highlanders,  Gauchos,  Patagouian 
Hussars,  and  a  squadron  of  the  Imperial 
Cossacks  of  the  Ukraine,  of  which  the 
Grand  Duchess  is  the  Honorary  Colonel. 
The  first  to  arrive  at  the  church  for 
the  ceremony  were  Lord  and  Lady  Leyds 
and  the  Hon.  Marma  Leyds,  of  Inver- 
squish,  Lord  and  Lady  Skibo,  the  Bani- 
burgher  of  Bamburgh,  Enver  Bey  of 
Loch  Enver,  Sir  Jeroboam  Szlumper  of 
Inchnadatnph  (wearing  the  uniform  of 
the  Joppa  Fusiliers),  Mr.  Virgil  P. 
Boyles,  Miss  Gulielma  Zeltinger,  Mr. 
Alonzo  Kimball,  the  Hospodar  of  Wal- 
lachia,  the  Ban  of  Croatia,  Mr.  Homer  P. 
Tonks,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Baddeley  Tartan 
(of  New  York),  and  other  representatives 
of  leading  Highland  county  families. 

The  bridegroom,  a  magnificent  albino, 
clad  in  the  superb  magenta  uniform  of 
the  Magellan  Carabiniers  and  accom- 
panied by  his  cousin  the  Bamburgher 
of  Bamburgh,  arrived  promptly  at  noon, 
the  band  of  the  Black  (Waterbury)  Watch 
playing  the  national  anthem  of  Tierra 
del  Fuego  as  he  passed  beneath  the 
sumptuously  decorated  pergola  into  the 
sacred  edifice.  On  the  arrival  of  the 
Grand  Duchess,  who  wore  a  sumptuou: 
chinchilla  ponelio  with  platinum  pom- 
poms, and  was  accompanied  by  her 
brother  the  Grand  Duke  Prosper  (in 
Highland  costume),  who  gave  her  away, 
the  band  played  "The  Star-spangled 
Banner."  There  were  no  bridesmaids 
but  the  sermon  was  preached  in  Esper- 
anto, and  after  the  service  the  entire 
wedding  party  proceeded  to  Inversqui.sh 
Castle  for  the  wedding  breakfast.  In 
honour  of  the  principals  the  viands  were 
specially  chosen  to  illustrate  the  inter- 
f  national  character  of  the  alliance,  anc 
included  mate,  pemmican,  capercailzie 
and  sturgeon  steaks,  while  the  fountains 
ran  with  vodka  until  a  late  hour.  Th 
presents,  which  numbered  more  than 
a  thousand,  included  three  dirigible 
balloons,  twenty  samovars,  a  complete 
set  of  the  works  of  Gogol,  a  fine  cottage 
guanaco,  a  diamond-hilled  cliistera,  ant 
postal  orders  from.local  admirers. 


AT    THE    PLAY. 

"FALSE  Gons." 

I  AM  afraid  that  Sir  HERBERT  TREE  has 
overrated  the  magic  of  M.  BiiiErx's  name, 
and   thought    that  with  a  little   stage 
Management  it  could  be  made  to  work 
niracles,  like  the   statue  of  Isis.     But 
Because  a  man  can  write  freshly  enough 
upon  modern    questions,    such   as   the 
problem    of    Co-operation    or    that    of 
tfaternity,  it  does  not  follow  that  he  will 
lave  anything    but   the  baldest   plati- 
tudes to  give  us  when  he  gets  among 
;he   ancients.     I   speak  without   know- 
edge  of  the  original   and   cannot  say 
liow  far  M.  BBIKUX  has  been  Faganised 


The  Agnostic  to  his  Love.  "  It  's  such  waste 
of  a  really  nice  girl  to  throw  you  into  the  Nile; 
and  anyhow  you  're  much  too  sliui  to  make  il 
overflow  properly." 

Satui    .    .     .     MT..HENBY  A  INLET. 
Yaoiuna    .    .    Miss  EVELIN  D'ALROY. 

by  his  translator.  But  if  the  adapta- 
tion is  an  honest  one  then  I  gather  that 
M.  BRIEUX  credits  himself  with  having 
discovered  a  brace  of  bright  new  truths  : 
(1)  That  there  must  have  been  agnostics 
in  most  ages ;  (2)  That  it  is  poor  work 
destroying  old  creeds  unless  you  can 
offer  something  satisfying  in  their  place. 
Well,  it  doesn't  take  much  genius  to 
think  of  things  like  that.  I  believe 
could  have  guessed  them  both  myself, 
with  my  socks  down. 

The  trouble  came   about   through 
potter's  son  (trained  for  the  priesthood 
going  on  a  two-years'  tour  and  getting 
his  mind  broadened.     Where  he  pickec 
up  his  agnosticism  I  can't  imagine.     Al 
this    period  —  whatever    it    was — mos; 
other  nations  were  busy  with  creeds  as 
crude    as    his    father's.      Anyhow,    he 
returned  home  and  denounced  the  bestia 


*ods  of  his  country — and  well  he  might, 
'or  they  were  an  ugly-looking  lot. 
Dead  scarabs  in  his  path  had  no  terrors- 
'or  him,  and  the  accident  of  a  thunder- 
storm coining  at  a  moment  when  a 
mniaii  sacrifice  was  about  to  be  made 
;o  the  Nile  brought  him  the  reputation 
of  miraculous  powers.  Either  he  must 
be  a  god  himself,  or  in  touch  with  gods 
more  potent  than  the  local  ones.  As 
poor  Miens  pathetically  put  it  (she  had 
lost  her  sight  and  had  also  apparently 
mislaid  her  sense  of  humour) : — "  No- 
thing is  impossible  to  our  gods,  and  his 
gods  are  stronger  still."  However,  he 
conscientiously  declines  to  be  a  deity, 
and  indeed  will  not  commit  himself  to 
assert  that  there  is  any  such  thing,  not, 
at  any  rate,  within  range  of  mortal 
advances.  He  contents  himself  with  a 
sort  of  glorified  Socialism,  and,  il  the 
"  false  gods "  had  only  been  British 
Dukes,  he  might  Irive  been  a  Budgeteer 
after  Mr.  LLOYD-GEORGE'S  own  heart, 
though  perhaps  a  shade  too  scrupulous. 
In  the  end  the  old  order  prevailed, 
which  should  be  an  encouragement  for 
the  Peers. 

Talking  of  politics,  Mr.  BIRRELL,  who 
was  present  on  the  lirst  night,  may  have 
caught  the  dear  old  maxim  :  "  We  must 
not  make  martyrs,  if  we  can  help  it." 
If  so,  I  hope  he  thought  of  his  Irish 
cattle-drivers. 

Mr.  HENRY  AINLEY,  as  Satnl,  the  potter's 
son,  had  practically  the  only  acting  part. 
I  never  mistook  him  for  an  Egyptian, 
but  I  was  bound  to  admire  the  courage 
of  his  convictions  and  his-  masterly 
alternations  of  restraint  and  expansion. 
But  the  human  interest  of  the  play, 
which  had  its  opportunity  in  the  clash 
of  love  and  conscience,  was  never  pro- 
perly developed.  True,  there  was  promise 
in  the  scene  between  Satnl  and  his  lover, 
the  girl  who  had  been  chosen  by  the 
god  for  sacrifice  that  the  Nile  might  be 
persuaded  to  overflow  (Miss  EVELYN 
D'ALROY  played  the  part  of  Yaowm 
with  a  very  quiet  dignity),  but  both  of 
them,  the  girl  especially,  were  too  pre- 
occupied with  the  claims  of  their  respec- 
tive creeds  to  give  love  a  dog's  chance. 

It  was  rather  sad  to  see  Mrs.  PATRICK 
CAMPBELL  playing  a  superfluous  part  in 
a  sketchy  dress  that  ill  became  her,  and 
to  hear  her  wasting  her  golden  voice 
over  some  very  tedious  pathos  witli  only 
here  and  there  a  touch  of  poetry  in  it. 

As  for  the  Actor-manager,  he  reserved 
himself,  as  High  Priest,  for  the  pomps 
of  the  Final  Act.  His  get-up,  was  ad- 
mirable, and  he  had  the  satisfaction  of 
making  a  fool  of  the  Pharaoh,  and  even 
threatened  him  with  the  disestablish- 
ment of  the  Suite.  Also,  he  threw  off 
some  very  sound  cynicism  on  the  social 
advantages  to  be  derived  from  even  the 
rottenest  hierarchy.  But  it  was  not  a 
great  part,  and,  for  what  there  was  of  it, 
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Sir  BERBERT,  the  A<t<u,  had  chiefly  to 

thank  Sir  I'.i.i  ifllollM,  the  Manager. 

The  minor  characters  seemed  ID  <»•(  up\ 
:t  in •  •illc.-s  amount  nt  diir  time.  o\er 
trivialities  -uch  us  tin:  repairing  of 
tlio  broken  liorn  of  tin:  hippopoUunus- 
goddess,  ur  the  lesson  in  ihe  elementary 
principles  ol  moral  intelligence,  though 
tin'  last,  was,  no  doubt,  a  inn  --ary  part 
<,r  tin'  gac 

'I'hf  scenery,  with  the  <  \eeption  of 
tin;  dull  foreground  of  Act  111.,  was  very 
effective;  but  the  crowds  (organised 
as  admirably  sis  ever)  were  ibr  the 
most  part  without  attraction  and  never 
came  near  to  moving  rny  sympathy,  ex- 
i"i-  iheir  ugliness.  Indeed,  1  can- 
not think  how  the  Agnostic  was  ever 
induced  In  set,  the  machinery  of  the 
l^is  niiniele  in  motion  out  of  pity  for  a 
collection  of  supplicants  \vho\verc  merely 
noisy  ami  repellent.  Nor  did  the  fre- 
i[uenf.  specta.de  of  individuals  prostrat- 
ing themselves  with  their  back  view  to 
the  audience  contribute  great'y  to  the 
gen  end  sum  of  beauty.  0.  S. 

"Tut;  GREAT  DIVIDE.'' 

Thero  was  a  large  crowd  of  Americans 
and  me  at  the  Adelphi  to  welcome  Mr. 
WILLIAM  VM.CHN  Moonv'a  melodramatic 
play,  Tlte  Great  Divide.  1  have  had  a 
warm  corner  in  my  heart  for  Arizona 
since  first  I  saw  it  on  the  map,  and  it 
was  in  a  Phillip  Jordan's  cabin  in 
Southern  Arizona  that  the  First  Act  took 
place.  When  I  saw  that  they  all  had 
nix-shooters  and  brown  shirts  I  knew 
that  it  was  correct,  but  in  spite  of  this 
I  was  very  unhappy  for  the  first  few 
minutes.  I  couldn't  keep  up  at  all.  At 
last  1  began  to  realise  that  the  author 
was  making  desperate  efforts  to  leave 
Hutk  Jordan  alone  in  the  cabin,  but 
could  not  get  some  of  the  other  charac- 
ters to  go.  However,  he  managed  it  in 
about  twelve  minutes,  and  then  the  fun 
began.  Etttered  three  ''  greasers  "  (jolly 
word) — Dutch,  Pedro, and  SteplienGlmnt. 
To  save  herself  from  the  others,  lluth 
olTers  hersell  to  .S/c/j/ieti,  the  least 
depraved,  our  Mr.  HENRY  MILLER  no  less. 
Stephen  buys  off  one  of  his  companions, 
shoots  the  other,  and  carries  off  Ruth  to 
the  deputy-sheriff  or  some  such  cheese, 
who  marries  I  hem  at  break  of  day. 

Act  H.  finds  them  in  Stephen's  cabin 
in  the  Corderilla  Mountains.  I  ought 
to  say  that  his  character  had  completely 
changed  at  the  moment  that  he  lirsi  -,iu 
Ruth,  and  that  he  is  now  a  kindly  and 
Btoutish  mine-owner.  So  at  least  he 
appears  to  us  (and  to  himself);  but  Rutli 
cannot  forget  the  drunken  greaser  who 
carried  her  off.  After  many  words,  and 
many  attempts  by  Ruth  and  the  author 
to  explain  her  mixed  feelings,  Phillip 
Jordan,  the  brother  (a  man  to  whom  I 
took  an  intense  dislike),  turns  up,  and 
with  the  lady's  consent  takes  her  home 


BOTH    WAYS. 

Tulc-T.l/t  Man  "Ir  SAYS  'Xo  .SMUMV,  '     <  *N'T  you  REID?" 

\\'<i'J.    "P.tRDOX   JIE— IT  SAVS   '  SMOKE  P.   P.    C.,'   INI)  THAT  '«   WII\T  I  'M    1X)IN<).' 


to  Mrs.  Jordan,  who  lives  at  Milford 
Corners,  Mass. 

By  the  time  Act  III.  begins  there  is 
what  Stephen  calls  a  "little  rooster." 

iitti  lias  not  seen  or  heard  of  her 
husband,  nor  has  he  seen  his  child.  But 
there  bus  been  a  plot  by  Mrs.  Jordan 
to  bring  them  together ;  and  now 
Stephen  appears  in  his  town  clothes 
looking  more  like  a  fairly  bad  butler 
than  anything  else.  There  is  one  more 
attempt  at  explanations,  and  Sfc/Virn 
says  a  lot  of  things  to  her  which  he 
ought  to  have  said  before  (and  one 
which  he  ought  never  to  have 
said  —  namely,  that  all  the  angels 
"  working  overtime"  could  not  bit  tour 
liis  sins:  a  typical  American  joke  at 


which  the  American  audience  laughed 
boisterously).  In  the  end  Ridli  realises 
that  she  will  never  explain  just  how  nlie 
feels,  and  Steplien  realises  that  as  long 
as  he  is  in  his  best  suit  nobody  c«nld 
possibly  love  him ;  and  so  they  sUirt 
off  together  to  the  Wild  West  again. 
Accompanied  by  the  little  rooster. 

Miss  KDITH  WYNKK  MATTHIWX  was 
superb  in  a  ve.y  difficult  part.  She 
IP  'Irrstood  the  character  at  least  as  well 
as  did  Utah  Jordan  and  Mr.  WILLIAM 
iv  MOODY.  Mr.  HENRY  MIIJHI  I 
should  like  to  see  in  comedy.  He  has 
great  gifts  of  facial  expression  and  a 
quiet  natural  manner,  but  the  "  strong 
(and  stoiitish)  silent  man"  is  too  easy 
a  part  for  him.  M. 
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OUR    BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By  Mr.  Punch's  Staff  of  Learned  Clerks.} 

Tilda  is  indeed  the  dearest  and  most  nimble  of  gutter- 
snipes. TJiorougldy  alive  to  all  the  charms  of  the  Black 
Country,  she  is  not  slow  to  discover  that  the  chief  of  them  is 
the  romantic  ease  with  which  you  escape  thence  into  the 
fairest  fields  and  pastures  of  England.  Manipulating  the 
rescue  of  a  sweet  boy  child  from  his  orphanage  prison,  she 
drifts  by  canal  barge  from  Wolverhamptou-way  to  Stratf'ord- 
on-Avon,  glides  by  canoe  to  Evesham,  rushes  by  motor  to 
Tewkesbnry,  and  sails  triumphant  per  SS.  Evan  Evan  a  to  her 
island  goal,  Holmness.  In  all  this  she  is  aided  by  no  tire- 
some miracles,  but  relies  only  on  her  shrewd  use  of  the  better 
nature  of  chance  acquaintances.  The  pathetic  opening  of 
True  Tilda  (J.  W.  AKKOWSMITH)  is  perhaps  a  little  common- 
place, but  that  small  blemish  is  soon  forgotten  in  the  rare 
sense  of  atmosphere  which  "  Q."  maintains.  As  the  leader 
progresses  lie  will  see  that  none  of  the  poetic  and  humorous 
possibilities  of  the  situation  has  been  overlooked,  and,  if  at 
any  time  he  ventures  to 
predict  the  end  of  a 
chapter,  he  will  always 
be  delighted  to  find 
that  he  has  predicted  it 
wrongly.  He  will  be 
kept  incessantly  agog 
by  turns  and  twists  of 
frolic  and  caprice,  whicli 
are  never  Laboured,  and, 
as  he  finishes  the  book 
withthe  poetryof  the  sea 
still  ringing  in  his  ears 
and  the  only  laughter 
which  is  worth  laughing 
still  bubbling  from  his 
lips,  he  will  place  his 
hand  on  his  heart  (if  he 
can  find  it)  and  breathe 
a  fervent  "Thank  Q." 


Me.  Walkingshaw,  the 
hero  of  The  Prodigal 
Father(MiLix  AND  Boos \ 
was  a  reputable  Writer 
to  the  Signet  until — in 


EPISODES    IN    THE    LIVES    OF    THE   GREAT.-III. 

SIP.  WAI.TEB  RAI.EIUII  TAKES  HIS  FIRST  LESSON  is  SMOKING. 


a   gouty   moment —  he    consulted 


Professor  Cyrus,  and  started  rather  precipitately  upon  what 
I  need  not  apologise  for  calling  his  backward  career.  Indeed 
the  result  of  the  treatment  prescribed  for  him  was  that  he  cast 
off  his  years  with  amazing  rapidity,  and  that  his  spirits  rose 
most  indecorously  as  he  pursued  his  wild  course  down  the  ages. 
A  middle-aged  widow  to  whom  lie  had  been  engaged  in  his 
exemplary  days  was  no  longer  gay  enough  for  his  rejuve- 
nated notions ;  even  "  a  little  .blow-out  in  London,"  refresh- 
ing as  it  was  for  the  time,  could  not  curb  his  increasing 
youthfulaess.  We  leave  him  standing  first  in  the  batting 
averages  of  a  select  private  school,  though  he  would  soon 
have  to  pass  preposterously  on  to  a  kindergarten  establish- 
ment or  to  his  cradle.  I  see  that  Mr.  STOKER  CLOUSTON  has 
dedicated  his  book  "  to  an  unknown  correspondent  who  once 
made  a  certain  suggestion ; "  but  if  the  idea  is  not  Mr. 
CLOI'STON'S  I  can  nevertheless  congratulate  him  upon  the 
amusing  way  in  which  he  has  treated  it,  and  upon  the  i-anity 
whicli  is  to  be  found  in  this  farcical  entertainment. 


In  the  uncompromising  title  of  his  new  novel,  Lmv  Society 
(CONSTAHLK),  "  UOHKKT  HALIFAX"  makes  no  attempt  to  mislead 
his  public.  Here  is  fair  notice  that  we  are  invited  once  more 
to  breathe  the  uninspiring  atmosphere  which  the  author  so 


admirably  assimilates.  This  time  we  move  among  the 
jerry-built  purlieus  of  Barking,  and  Mr.  Mall  Cassicade, 
professor  of  bricks  and  mortar,  is  the  shoddy  villain  of  the 
piece.  The  book  is  a  collection  of  types  associated  rather  by  I  lie 
accident  of  neighbourhood  than  by  any  very  strong  dramatic 
relationship.  We  miss  the  bright  thread  of  love-romance 
that  runs  through  the  author's  last  work,  TJie  Borderland ; 
for  the  wooing  of  Selina  Shadd  by  George  Baverglunn  is  too 
cynical  to  come  within  that  category.  But  romanc  •  was  pro- 
bablv  never  the  dominant  feature  of  this  down-river  localily, 
and  Mr.  "  HALIFAX  "  knows  what  he  is  doing  when  he  confines 
himself  to  its  native  flora  and  does  not  worry  about  exotic-. 
He  observes  sympathetically,  and  has  the  power  to  make 
others  see  what  he  has  seen.  The  environment  of  his 
characters  is  naturally  rather  sombre  and  colourless,  but  lie 
relieves  it  with  many  gay  touches  of  humour,  not  too  subtle 
for  the  conditions  which  provoke  them. 

When  I  began  to  read  A  Heaping  (HEINEMANN),  I  thought 
that  the  first  person  singular  of  Mr.  E.  F.  BENSON'S  charmingly 
discursive  reflections  was  an  imaginary  author,  not  to  be 

confused  with  Mr.  ]>i:\- 
sov  himself.  Had  not 
t  his  author  a  wife,  Helen, 
and  was  not  Mr.  BL:NSI  INT 
one  of  the  noble  com- 
pany of  bachelors? 
Afterwards,  when  I 
discovered  references  to 
his  own  Bool;  of  Monllts, 
1  saw  that  I  had  made 
a  mistake.  Mr.  E  F. 
BENSON  and  his  author 
are  the  san:e  person. 
but  for  this  occasion 
only  he  has  married. 
Well,  I  congratulate  him 
oil  choosing,  and  being 
chosen  by,  so  delightful 
a  lady  as  Helen.  Their 
cousin  Leys,  who  live! 
with  them,  was  also 
delightful,  and  I  was 
sorry  when  Mr.  BI-:NSON 
found  it  necessary  to 
lose  him.  But  of  cc  mrse 
I  knew  that  there  had  to  be  an  accident  or  an  illness  in  Mr. 
|!I;NSO\'S  books  to  make  them  legal;  the  copyright  expires 
unless  the  hero  does,  as  one  might  say.  Each  month  lias 
a  chapter  to  itself — a  pretty  arrangement,  but  one  which 
nuikes  for  artificiality.  Thus,  being  quite  sure  that  Helen 
didn't  really  rush  around  the  Continent  in  that  last  month 
but  one,  I  could  not  help  remembering  that  Mr.  E.  F.  HIASHV 
was  a  well-known  Greek  authority,  full  of  pleasant  thoughts 
on  Athens  in  spring  which  would  just  fill  a  chapter.  Yes, 
it  is  a  good  chapter,  but  I  think  his  wife's  health  should 
have  come  first. 


"The  crooked  slide  whicli  was  stated  to  be  a  Tain  o'  Shantcr,  but 
which  was  really  a  helmet,  was  somewhat  less  remarkable  than  the 
wheel." — Newcastle  Chronicle. 

It  sounds  more  like  HARRY  LAUDEB. 


"From   the  church  to  the   street    ran  u   pagoda   adoiued  with   the 
Bragnnza  colours — crimson  and  blue." — The  Evening  Neics. 

"  One  can  fancy  them  thinking  they  were  being  conveyed  in  pagomas 
after  the  Chinese  fashion !  " — The  Ashton  Hepnrter. 

What  very  handy   things   they  must  be.     Here,   as  a  be- 
ginning, are  two  ways  of  spelling  and  using  them. 
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IT  i^  nimonrc  1  licit  Lord  l.vs  -i»>\v\i: 
;ind  Mr.  15.vi.rol  it  will  lie  lound  to  have 
lied  Im-  I  lie  |,ri/.c  offered  liy  a  c 
firm  of  lea-planters  to  the  person  sending 
in  the  mosl  carrecl  detailed  I'm-.  'cast  of 
"  What  the  birds  will  do  with  the 
Budget." 

V 

Arc   ill"   J'nkes   ;i1.   last    beginning  to 
cultivate  a  humble  spirit  '{     (  >ne  al 
has  confessed    himself  a   go  ae.      The 


of  1  M:\o\sniiM':,  -peaking  at  lladdon 
Ball,  ad  vised  that  the  Government  should 

n  -I  kill  I  he  goose  that 
1  ivs  the  golden  egg. 

.*** 
Thepolic  •  havr  i-  -ncd 

;i  warning  against  a 
thief  who  is  masquerad- 
ing as  a  political  agent. 
Rumours,  too,  reach  us 
of  yet  another  who  goes 
about  disguised  as  a 
statesman.  #  * 

The  recent  outbreak 
of  sickness  at  Chats- 
worth  House,  when  the 
dueal  owner  and  some 
of  his  children  suffered 
from  what  is  described 
as  "a  slight  gastric 
disturbance,  is  now 
thought  to  have  been 
ca  1  1  sed  I  iy  Cabinet  Pud- 
ding. *  * 

Since  Lord  HUGH 
Cw  n.  stated  that  he 
thought  he  paid  less  in 
taxes  than  he  might 
reasonably  be  asked  to 
pay,  he  has,  we  under- 
stand, received  offers 
from  quite  a  number 
of  persons  expressing 
willingness  to  help  him 
over  his  ditticultv. 


that,    as    llio    result    of    the    cntcrpri-c 
of  a  commercial  combination,  nim-  new 
will   shortly    make  their 
appear.;  „,  ^ 

* 

This  is  0-ii'iitially  the  Age  of  the 
Man.  lie  may  now  even  be  said 
to  be  fairly  on  his  w.iy  to  obtain  his  own 
motor-car.  Several  "  Halfpenny  Ba/aar-  " 
have  le'n  opened  in  London,  and, 
am  'iig  other  articles  which  may  be 
obtained  there  for  the  price  mentioned 
aic.  we  are  told,  motor  gnggl 

An  Englishman  who  stated   that   he 


intruder  had  a  wa-h.     Thi-  should  ren- 
der idctititic.dh 


V 


lining,  l.iM  \\ii-k,  nuved  some  men 
of  the  l«t Cheshire  I  i  lie  trouble 

of  striking  a  t>-nt. 


*  * 

These  an-  black  days  for  men.     Their 
l.i-l    p  .inl   of  sujH-riority  over  the 
i-cx    has    now    vanishi-d.      The    n 
tailor-made  gowns  for  women  are  t..  have 
po-ket-. 

"  II.-  ;.\lr   Ilirn-ll)  wa-  Kiiflering  from  a  relaxed 
throat  on  Friday.  .  .  .   Tin-  )-iiK»t,-i-iiii-iit  h-  h:ul 
•  •ntiTi-d  into  t.i  lake   |MI|    in 
tin-  laying  i.f  llii-  foun  ! 
-toiir     of      a     n.-w     lt.i|iii-t 

cannot,    of   cour-i-.    !-•    ful 
lilli-il."— The  Dally  .\V,r«. 

It  Hounds  just  the  j 
for  a  relaxed  throat. 


WAX  mams  UK  TIIK  KM-LIUIKIIS  COOK  AMI  I'I;\KV  ARE  Amur  TO  UK  I-I.M-KB  WITH 
SauKi. ETON'S   AT   MAHAMK    Tr-sirn's.      IT   is   IHII-KK   THAT   A 

WATCH   WILL   nK   KBIT   OVEE  THEM,   OB  8O1IK   Ml  II   CATAsTIKU'lIK   AS  THIS   SUV   lKff(. 


Mr.  CODY  »H  report)  •<  I 
in  '/'///•  Mni\rlimtfr  !•'.<•  -n- 
iii'i  t'lironiclc  : 

"  Mill-,  tail  In-,--,  K|,irv-, 
rliiinni-y  stalk-,  n-ing  a 
lii|ilani-  IIIHV,  I  l.-li.-vcfmnly 
in  llic  |irim-i|ilc(.(  tin-  nn.no. 
pliiiit-." 

Quite  right.     One  mu-t 
be  decently  exclusive. 


'   A    t.'Tii|<  -I    of 
«..-   iiii.-liaiii.-.l   l.y  ilii-  very 
I  a!|.al.li.  Ilil." 


The  reader  mustn't  get 
into  the  way  of  thinking 
that  any  old  hit  will  let 
a  tempe>t  off  the  chain. 
It  has  t'>  IHJ  a  very  pal- 
pable one. 


I  hiring  his  stay  in  Scotland  General 
I  >o  i  HA    devoted    himself   to   golf.       The 
(leneral,  it  may  be  remembered,  received 
in    driving    from    Lord 


some    lessons 
Kv  i:. 


*  * 


An  advertisement  from  The  Liverpool 


'  I.IVEUrOOL  PHIt.HAKMOXIC  HALL 

OARU80 

WII.I.    SIN(!    TO    A 

PIANO  TO-NIGHT." 


Thi^  seems  a   poor  sort  of  audience  for 
so  distinguished  an  artiste. 


*  * 


There  would  seeni  to  be  no  finality  as 
to  the  material  out  of  \vhii-h  sea-going 
craft  may  be  made.  There  is,  we  believe, 
already  a  Cork  Steampacket  Company  : 
and  now  a  contemporary  informs  us 


Man  want.^l 

a  S|«iniel  l'ii|>."  —  \fireattle 
Krfitiii'jCliruiii  -If. 

Hark   to   the    trumpet's 
clarion     (all  !       Verily 
lived  in  Grosvenor  Square,  London,  has  '  there  is  still   work  for  men   to  do  in 


ng 


been  sentenced  in  Berlin  to  one  day's 
imprisonment  and  a  fine  of  .€2,  for  strik- 
a postal  employee  at  the  principal 
there.  Is  it  possible,  we 
wonder,  that  the  ignorant  foreigners 
were  unaware  of  the  soc-ial  s-tatus  of 
Grosvenor  Square  ? 

V 

A  seal  which  was  found  disporting 
itself  in  Grimsby  fish  docks  last  week 
was,  The  Mail  tells  us,  netted  by  two  con- 
stables, and  conveyed  to  t  he  police-s!  ation. 
It  will,  we  presume,  be  charged  with  an 
olYciuv  again-t  the  laws  as  to  gambolling. 

The  pavilion  at  Prestatyn  golf-course 
vva.-  forcibly  entered  last  week  and  a  con- 

siderable Mini  of  money  stolen.     There 
was  evidence  that,   before  leaving,  the 


Kngland. 


"Cook  Mr.  Oxlon 
Peatfy  Mr  and  Mi-  " 

lliurton  Gazette  Vititore  Lift. 

ETUKISIIOOK  and  gum-drops  are  forbid- 
den subjects  at  the  table  d'ln'itc. 


Secrets  of  Success. 

"  Each  floor  is  on  the  same  level,  which 
is  not  always  the  case  in  mammoth 
Hotels." 


A  Mixed  Character. 

]•'.  \tract  from  Mr.  RW.SKVKLT'S  letter  to 
the  Bureau  of  Fish'  r. 

"  The  water  is  fairly  temperate.   It  is  slightly 
alkaline,  but  it  is  habitually  drunk." 
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THE  MYSTERY  SOLVED. 

DEAR  MR.  PUNCH, — The  explanation  of 
the  KiTCHENEit-CuiizoN  coincidence  is  as 
clear  as  mud.  Lord  KITCHENER,  being 
essentially  a  man  of  action  and  not  an 
orator,  applied  to  his  old  friend  and 
colleague,  Ixird  CURZON,  to  draft  him  a 
speech,  and  Lord  CURZON,  unconsciously 
reconstituting  the  scene  of  his  own  fare- 
well, re-wrote,  with  very  slight  varia- 
tions, the  address  which  lie  had  himself 
delivered  on  that  historic  occasion. 
Yours  truly, 

SPLENDIDE  VERAX. 

DEAR  MR.  PUNCH,  —  The  practical 
identity  of  Lord  KITCHENER'S  farewell 
speech  with  that  of  Lord  CURZON  is,  I 
think,  to  be  attributed  to  a  rare  but  not 
unprecedented  manifestation  of  dual 
personality.  Lord  KITCHENER,  as  every- 
body knows,  was  engaged  for  a  long 
time  in  a  heated  controversy  with  Lord 
CURZON,  in  which  he  ultimately  carried 
the  day,  with  the  result  that  Lord 
CURZON  resigned  the  "Viceroyalty.  Loid 
KITCHENER,  having  thus  ousted  and 
eaten  up  his  antagonist,  naturally  came 
to  regard  himself  as  the  legitimate 
successor  to  his  position  and  influence 
and  by  a  natural  transition  to  his 
entire  mentality.  This  absorption  in- 
volved the  appropriation  of  his  thoughts 
and  general  outlook,  and  so  his  farewell 
banquet  induced  him  to  repeat  the 
speech  of  his  vanquished  rival. 

Yours  faithfully, 

REOORDATOR. 

DEAR  MR.  PUNCH, — I  was  discussing  the 
strange  episode  of  the  KiTCHENER-CuRZON 
speeches  this  afternoon  with  my  friend 
that  inveterate  punster,  Mr.  OSCAR  BAL- 
THASAR  MOUAT.  "  The  speeches  are  cer- 
tainly curiously  similar,"  I  observed. 
"Naturally,"  retorted  the  inveterate  pun- 
ster, "  because  they  were  both  Simla 
(similar)  orations."  Thinking  that  this 
was  too  good  to  be  lost,  I  at  once  took  a 
note  of  the  witticism,  which  I  place  un- 
reservedly at  your  disposal. 

Very  truly  yours, 

ALGERNON  ASHTON. 

DEAR  MR.  PUNCH,  — No  one  lias  yet 
suggested  the  most  satisfactory  and 
convincing  explanation  of  this  puzzling 
affair  of  the  KITCHENER-CURZON  speeches. 
Lord  KITCHENER,  it  will  be  remembered, 
was  embroiled  in  an  acute  controversy 
with  Lord  CURZON,  but  being  one  of  the 
most  gentle  and  kind-hearted  of  men,  ho 
conceived  the  charming  if  somewhat 
Quixotic  plan  of  burying  the  hatchet  by 
confessing  himself  unable  to  better  the 
oratory  of  his  antagonist.  A  more 
magnanimous  compliment  could  not  be 
imagined,  but  unfortunately  its  subtlety 
has  defeated  its  aim. 

Yours  faithfully, 

A  SUFFOLK  J.P. 


DEAR  MR.  PUNCH, — The  explanation  of 
the  similarity  between  Lord  CURZON'S 
remarks  and  Lord  KITCHENER'S  is  sim- 
plicity itself.  They  both  employ  the 
same  tired  speech-writer. 

Yours,  etc.,     SLEUTH. 

THE  SENTIMENTAL  GOLF-ROUND. 

(An  attempt  to  realise  the  romantic  spirit 
of  local  advertisements.) 

WHERE  the  purple  gloom  of  heather, 
Where  the  golden  stars  of  gorse 

Twine  and  twist  their  roots  together, 
Let  me  linger  and  endorse 

Praises  of  the  moorland  stretching 

Into  vistas  faint  and  fetching, 

Praises  that  the  guide-book  uttered  of 
this  pretty  nine-hole  course. 

By  this  tor,  a  famous  beacon, 

Once,  no  doubt,  were  British  huts ; 

Places  that  you  ground  your  cleek  on 
(Full  of  tantalising  ruts) 

Saw  the  minstrel  Druids  gather, 

Solemn  men  with  beards  like  lather, 
Witless   that   in   time    their  temples 
would  provoke  a  Saxon's  "  Tuts." 

There  to  leftward  lies  the  ocean, 

Shining  as  a  silver  pall, 
Moving  with  its  magic  motion 

Onward  till  the  breakers  fall, 
Onward  till  the  foam-flake  splashes 
O'er  the  sea-weed,  like  my  mashies 

Tumbling  on  to  greens  where  TAYLOR 
could  not  stop  the  berserk  ball. 

Right,  you  have  the  moorland  swelling, 
Mile  on  mile,  with  countless  kinks, 

Mother  of  the  streamlets  welling 
Into  vales  where  Ceres  winks, 

Where  the  natives  murmur  "  Thiccy" 

And  their  tongue  is  soft  and  tricky 
As  this  mass  of  vegetation  which  they 
choose  to  term  a  links. 

Stalwart  men  on  tiny  ponies, 
You  shall  see  them  in  the  dale, 

See  them  draining  with  their  cronies 
Mugs  of  cider  and  of  ale. 

Slack  they  seem  and  pleasant  spoken,— 

Doubtless,  though,  their  hearts  are  oaken, 
Witness  my  undaunted  caddy  search- 
ing on  a  tee-shot's  trail. 

Ah,  but  now  the  shadows  darken. 

Hushed  the  fairy-haunted  scene, 
Beauteous  land  of  Devon,  hearken  ! 

Help  me,  as  with  some  chagrin, 
By  the  souls  of  seadogs  beckoned 
I  prepare  to  play  my  second 

Out  of  this  enchanted  fern-tuft,  to  the 
faith-envisaged  green. 


"For  Sale,  Bay  Mare,  15  hands;  warranted 
quiet  in  all  harness,  or  would  let  out  weekly." — 
Xoutk  Walc»  Dallij  Post. 

There  can  be  no  particular  call  for 
him  to  "let  out"  at  all.  Unless  it 
would  be  j  ust  to  show  what  he  could  do 
when  he  liked. 


EYES  ACROSS  THE  SEA. 

WE  are  very  glad  to  be  able  to  supple- 
ment the  somewhat  meagre  account  of 
the  recent  meeting  of  the  Atlantic  Union 
which  has  appeared  in  The  Westminster 
Gazette,  with  a  further  record  of  the 
impressions  of  our  English-speaking 
guests. 

Professor  Elihu  Lick,  of  the  University 
of  Tipperusalem,  solemnly  adjured  his 
hearers  to  keep  the  well  of  English  pure 
and  undo  filed.  "  You  have,"  he  said, 
"too  many  dialects,"  in  particular  specify- 
ing those  of  Bays  water,  Hiiidhead,  Oxford 
and  Whitechapel.  Even,  at  Harridge's 
Stores  he  had  heard  several  words  mis- 
pronounced, notably  "coffee,"  "salt," 
"surreptitious"  and  "aerated." 

Mr.  Slingsby  Timrod,  a  ruddy  Van- 
couverian,  summarised  his  impressions 
as  hereunder : — 

FAVOURABLE.  UNFAVOURABLE. 

Girth  of  policemen.  Language     of    golf 
Beauty    of     sandwich-        players. 

men.  Tyrolese  hats. 

Herefordshire  cider.  The  tabloid  habit. 

Mr.  Victor  Slumper,  a  Rhodes  Scholar 
from  Woolloomoolloo,  was  painfully 
struck  by  the  increased  consumption  of 
China  tea  in  good  society  and  tho  rage 
for  Pekinese  dogs,  and  he  quoted  with 
great  effect  TENNYSON'S  line : 

"Better  fifty  peers  of  Europe  than  a  title   of 
Cathay." 

Dr.  Wilford  Harbottle,  of  St.  Helena, 
stated  that  he  was  somewhat  bewildered 
by. a  multiplicity  of  impressions,  but 
perhaps  the  most  striking  was  that 
created  by  the  appearance  of  Mr.  Corri- 
dor Abel,  the  famous  novelist.  From 
reading  his  books  Dr.  Harbottle  was  led 
to  suppose  that  lie  was  at  least  seven 
feet  high,  instead  of  which  he  was  of 
frail  physique  and  weighed  only  9  stone 
31bs. 

Archdeacon  Mangles,  of  the  Falkland 
Islands,  was  chiefly  impressed  by  the 
penetrating  voices  of  the  newspaper 
boys,  which  reminded  him  of  the  cries 
of  the  sea-birds  at  home,  and  the  sump- 
tuous luxury  of  the  National  Liberal 
Club. 

Miss  Wilburina  Spacker,  of  Ithaca, 
Va.,  speaking  in  fluent  Esperanto,  de- 
plored the  lack  of  skyscrapers,  rapid 
elevators  and  quick  lunches. 

Mr.  Hiram  PimbLott,  of  Philadelphia, 
expressed  his  astonishment  at  the  gentle- 
ness and  sleekness  of  the  police. 

Besides  the  other  performers  already 
mentioned  who  diversified  the  entertain- 
ment by  their  performances,  mention 
should  be  made  of  Miss  Rotorua  Vampa, 
who  sang  Maori  war-songs  to  the  accom- 
paniment of  the  nasi-flauto,  Dr.  and  Mrs. 
Cyrus  Shyster,  plunkophone  duettists, 
and  Sig.  Onoto  Pennini,  who  gave  his 
celebrated  farmyard  imitations. 
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FITTED  AT  LAST. 


M,,  CUAPUH.  "YOU  'LL  NKVKR  REGRET  DECIDING  ON  THAT,  SIR  ;  IT  WILL  MAKE  A 

SUl'l'  FOR  THE  COUNTRY." 

Mi;.  H.M.I.-OUH.  "I'M   SURK  I    IK'l'K   SO." - 


BBIBHUB  89,  1909.] 
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THE    HAPPY    CHANCE. 

c7to7'us  of  Migrating  Bir<fa.  "C'osiE  ox,  BOYS,  THIS  SPKCUL'S  GOIXG  wr.  S  <\  nil' 


THE    WHEREABOUTS    OF 
MRS.   BILBROOKE. 

THE  bell  was  there  to  be  rung,  so  lie 
rang  it.  The  door  was  there  to  be 
opened,  so  she  opened  it.  If  he  had 
not  rung  the  bell,  she  would  not  have 
opened  the  door.  He  might  have  stood 
upon  the  doorstep  and  whispered, 
"  Open,  Sesame,"  till  his  tongue  worked 
loose  on  its  bearings,  and  nothing  would 
have  happened.  The  housemaid's  name 
was  not  Sesame,  and,  even  if  it  had 
been,  she  would  not  have  acted  until 
he  had  said  "  Please."  So,  to  save  the 
hotlier  of  a  "please"  and  to  avoid  a 
re-christening,  he  rang  the  liell  and  she 
opened  the  door. 

"Is  Mrs.  Bilbrooke  at  home?"  he 
said,  to  serve  his  own  private  ends. 

"Maybe,  Sir,"  answered  tho  maid,  "or 
may  not  be." 

"  There  is  no  '  may '  about  it,"  he 
continued.  "If  she  is  at  home,  the 
proper  answer  is,  '  Yes  ' ;  if  she  is  not  at 
home,  'No.'  Again  I  ask,  'Is  Mrs. 
Bilbrooke  at  home?'  Ho  careful  how 


you  answer,  for  you  are  on  your  oath, 
madam." 

"I  can't  say  whether  .  .  ."  began 
the  maid. 

"I  was  always  taught  in  my  infancy," 
he  interrupted  severely,  "  that  there  was 
no  such  word  in  the  English  Language 
as  '  can't.'  I  suppose  you  won't  say, 
although  you  know.  Is  it  not  a  little 
mean,  when  you  know  a  sure  thing  like 
tliis,  to  keep  it  to  yourself?" 

"At  my  school,  Sir,"  said  the  maid, 
"  they  always  said  that  silence  was 
golden." 

"That,"  answered  he,  "is  a  theory 
long  since  exploded.  Tell  me,  is  Mrs. 
I'.il'hrooke  at  home?" 

"I  do  not  know,  Sir." 

"Think." 

"My  mistress  has  often  directed  me 
that  I  am  not  here  to  think  but  to  do  as 
she  tells  me." 

"Disregard  that  instructive  advice  for 
the  in.iiiieiit  and  try  for  this  once  to 
think." 

"I  think.  Sir,"  said  the  maid,  "that  in 
all  probability  Mrs.  Bilbrooke  is  at  home." 


"That  is  much  better,"  said  he 
cheerfully;  "you  improve  rapidly  with 
your  lessons.  Your  thinking  is  very 
good  and  your  conduct  for  the  term 
fair  to  medium.  Mrs.  Bilbrooke  being 
at  home,  I  should  like  to  see  her." 

"If  I  may  be  permitted  to  say  w>," 
said  the  maid,  as  she  started  to  shut 
the  door,  "  she  might  quite  possibly  like 
to  see  you." 

"Stop,"  said  he,  placing  his  foot  in 
the  door,  "  you  make  a  mistake.  Your 
next  move  should  have  been  to  throw 
open  the  door  and  to  make,  at  any  rate, 
some  show  of  welcome.  You  say  that 
Mrs.  Bilbrooke  is  at  home  ?  " 

"I  said,  Sir,  that  I  thought  she  might 
be  at  home." 

"That  is  good  enough  for  me."  said 
he,  endeavouring  to  force  an  entrance. 
"I  will  step  inside,  taking  it  that.  .  .  ." 

"Take  it  how  you  like,  Sir, 
the  maid,  not  swerving  from  her  policy 
of  the  closed  door.  "Whether  Mrs. 
Bilbrooke  be  at  home  or  not  at  li.-nio 
at  the  moment,  this  certainly  i>  not 
Mrs.  Bilbrooke's  home." 
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SHADOWS    FROM    THE    PAST. 

THE  DANISH  STEELYARD. 

IT  is  a  long  time  since  I  first  met  him — thirty-five  years 
ago,  to  be  strictly  accurate — and  our  acquaintance  lasted  only 
some  eight  weeks.  In  that  short  period  I  got  to  know  him 
intimately,  learnt,  I  suppose,  to  appreciate  all  his  sterling 
necessary  qualities,  interfused  him,  so  to  speak,  in  the 
substance  of  my  mind,  passed  an  incredibly  futile  examina- 
tion which  contained  him — and  then  dismissed  him  into 
blind  forgctfulness.  Indeed,  I  have  hardly  thought  of  him 
again  until  to-day. 

Perhaps  I  ought  to  ask  pardon  for  speaking  of  the  Danish 
Steelyard  as  a  person.  I  plead  that  it  is  more  .picturesque 
to  say  "  he  "  and  "  him  "  than  to  keep  on  with  a  reiteration 
of  "  it,"  and  besides  I  have  absolutely  and  entirely  forgotten 
what  he  was  or  why  he  was,  or  for  what  reason  I  was 
compelled  to  study  his  characteristics.  In  the  place  in  which 
I  am  writing  there  are  at  my  service  innumerable  books  of 
reference,  and  in  a  few  moments  I  could  grind  up  and  com- 
municate all  the  knowledge  that  ever  existed  about  all  the 
Danish  Steelyards  that  were  ever  created,  but  I  prefer  to 
remain  as  I  am.  Thus  I  am  not  tied  down  to  a  possibly 
hideous  actuality ;  if  I  like  I  can  summon  an  ideal  D.  S.  to 
my  mind ;  I  can  picture  him  as  a  cosmic  force,  a  beautiful 
illusion  of  youth,  a  knitter  of  friendships,  a  comforter  in 
affliction,  a  thousand  happy  and  transitory  things  out  of 
which  dreams  and  high  ambitions  were  once  fashioned.  No, 
I  shall  not  renew  my  once  intimate  knowledge  of  the 
Danish  Steelyard. 

It  was  in  Trinity  College,  Cambridge,  that  he  first  swam 
into  my  ken  on  an  October  morning.  Nine  o'clock  was  but 
a  minute  off.  A  thin  mist  lay  lightly  over  the  Old  Court,  and  a 
pale  sun  was  faintly  struggling  through.  The  cook's  porters, 
white-robed  and  balancing  blue  kitchen-boxes  on  their  heads, 
were  making  their  way  to  the  rooms  of  the  haughty  second 
and  third-year  men  who  were  about  to  breakfast.  We  were 
freslunen,  a  large  bunch,  in  all  our  new  glory  of  caps  and 
gowns,  and  we  were  gathered  together  for  a  9  o'clock  lecture. 
Directly  afterwards  9  o'clock  began  to  strike,  and  we  trooped 
into  the  lecture-room.  

Somehow,  as  I  think  of  this  throng,  I  invest  it  with  the 
weary  splendours  of  the  present  as  well  as  with  the  glamour 
of  the  past.  That  youngster  with  the  brown  skin  and  the 
flashing  dark  eyes  of  a  Spaniard  is  the  Judge  of  a  County 
Court.  He  is  styled  "  your  Honour,"  and  yet  at  other  times 
it  seems  that  men  call  him  "  Black  Jim,"  to  distinguish  him 
from  "  Scholar  Jim,"  who  is  a  Headmaster  and  a  mighty 
player  of  Rugby  football.  Another  Headmaster  is  there,  too, 
a  bluff,  downright  fellow  with  a  straight  clear  look  in  his 
eyes.  I  can  see  him  also,  and  his  brother,  at  Lord's  on  a 
July  day,  and  the  brother  merges  into  a  Right  Honourable 
front-bencher.  And  there  are  barristers  and  parsons  not  a 
few ;  and  a  Governor  of  the  Bank  of  England  slaps  me  on 
the  back  ;  and  a  shy,  pink-cheeked  family  solicitor  from 
Gloueestcivhire  takes  his  seat  next  me.  A  silent  man  move.s 
about  pricking  off  our  names  on  a  sheet  of  paper.  He  never 
asks  even  a  freshman's  name :  he  knows  it  by  instinct. 
Then  the  lecturer  begins  to  talk  to  us,  and  suddenly  he 
mentions  the  Danish  Steelyard. 

I  believe  the  D.  S.  had  a  humble  relation  who  was  generally 
spoken  of  as  the  Common  Steelyard.  I  have  a  vague  notion 
that  there  was  something  British  about  the  Common  Steel- 
yard, something  that  distinguished  him  to  his  advantage 
from  the  alien  adventurer  who  was  foisted  upon  us  at  this 
early  stage  of  our  Cambiidge  career  ;  but  I  am  no  more  sure 


about  him  than  I  am  about  the  other.  I  half  think,  now 
that  I  bend  my  mind  to  it,  that  he  was  slightly  less  com- 
plicated ;  that  he  was  a  sort  of  take-me-or-leave-nie  Steelyard 
with  no  special  pretensions,  while  the  Dane  was  arrogant  and 
insisted  on  his  own  surpassing  merits.  This,  however,  is  the 
mere  shadow  of  a  shade  of  a  recollection. 


There,  at  any  rate,  I  must  let  the  matter  rest,  for  it  is 
strange  that  when,  as  now,  I  think  of  the  D.  S.  I  straightway 
forget  him,  and  remember  only  the  vanished  magic  of  this 
delightful  world — youth,  high  spirits,  vigour  and  friendship  ; 
the  grey  courts  and  rugged  towers  of  the  College  ;  the  haxy 
commons,  the  beat  of  eight  oars  in  unison — all  that  made 
life  a  joy  thirty-five  years  ago.  And  I  know  that  when,  a 
century  hence,  some  careful  investigator  affects  to  paint  the 
nianuers  and  describe  the  feelings  of  our  time  and  the  causes 
of  them,  he  will  remember  all  the  unessential  things,  but  he 
will  forget  to  mention  the  Danish  Steelyard. 


THE  LAST  STRAW. 

[The  chameleons  at  the  Zoo  are  reported  to  be  in  a  bad  tray.  Their 
sole  food,  it  appears,  is  the  greenfly,  or  blight,  and  this  year  the  roses 
in  the  Zoological  Gardens  (and  the  poet's  backyard)  have  been  singularly 
free  from  this  affliction.] 

FULL  oft  I  voiced  the  loud  and  impious  cuss, 
With  visage  growing  glum  and  ever  glummer, 

Over  the  totally  ridiculous 

Vagaries  of  this  recent  English  summer, 

Wherein  I  burned  my  Yuletide  log  in  June 

(A  jolly  sight  too  soon). 

And  yet  one  consolation  came  to  me, 

My  fur-lined  coat  at  least  was  decked  with  posies, 
And  I  grew  glad  at  heart  again  to  see 

The  perfect  health  of  my  small  patch  of  roses. 
I  counted  it  a  bit  of  real  all  right 
To  find  them  free  from  blight. 

They  did  not  'go  to  swell  an  insect's  turn, 
Falling  (if  roses  can)  as  dead  as  mutton  ; 

Not  mine  to  mourn  at  seeing  them  become 
A  Bummer  banquet  for  a  greenfly  glutton. 

No,  they  were  healthy,  fragrant,  fresh  and  sweet, 

In  fact,  a  fair  old  treat. 

But  now  no  sort  of  solace  can  I  win ; 

My  sympathetic  eyes  must  fain  weep  freely  on 
Learning  this  present  season's  shortage  in 

The  commissariat  of  the  poor  chameleon, 
A  rummy  little  brute,  who  makes,  'tis  said, 
Greenfly  his  daily  bread. 

Bare  platters  at  the  little  lizard's  meals 

Leave  no  good  point  remaining  with  the  weather, 

And  there  is  nothing  more  to  do,  one  feels, 
But  cuss  it  once  again — this  time  together. 

So  come,  chameleons,  let  your  voices  go  ; 

When  I  count  three,  say,  "  Blow  !  " 


Our  Weekly  Recipe.    No.  I/LLLLI. 

HINT. — If  an  ounce  of  alum  is  added  to  the  last  water  used 
to  rinse  children's  bottles  they  will  be  rendered  non-inflammable.'  - 
The-  Cape  Argus. 

You  didn't  know  that. 


"  After    n    Rharp    gymnastic    display    Mrs.   Talbot   distributed    the 
prizes."—  The  Momuuj  Pu*t. 

It  sounds  as  though  the  Encyclopaedia  Britannlca  was  one 
of  them. 
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CONSOLATION. 

SYISH.,  Mildred,  Rose  and  Vi, 
Knmia  (Mm1  ;uul  Amy  (Aino), 

Rose  the  Second,  Janet,  I>i, 

Mamie,!  IraeeandWhat's-your-name, 

(  lladys,  Olive,  Joyce  and  Fay, 

1  liar  what  I  have  got  to  say  : — 

I  have  wooed  you,  ladies  dear, 
One  and  all  but  one  by  one ; 

For  you  all  I  'vc  let  appear 
Marked  appreciation — 

Marked,  that  is,  at  various  dates 

By  flowers,  gloves  and  chocolates. 

To  the  whole  sixteen  of  you 
I  had  something  to  propose, 

Which,  when  I  had  dared  to  do, 
I  was  met  with  fifteen  No's. 

( From  my  second  Rose  I  got 

Merely  an  indignant  "  What? ") 

Sybil,  Mildred,  Gladys,  Grace 
Frankly  owned  they  did  not  care ; 

Em  and  Olive  liked  my  face, 
But  their  hearts  were  booked  else- 
where. 

Rose  the  former,  Mamie,  Vi 

Jibbed,  but  gave  no  reason  why. 

Sordid  reasons  prompted  Fay, 
Janet,  Amy,  Di  and  Joyce. 

There  I  witnessed  with  dismay 
Woman's  mercenary  choice. 

She,  whose  name  I  have  forgotten, 

Thought  the  bare  idea  was  rotten. 

Cruel  ladies,  do  not  smirk 

In  the  illusory  belief 
That  my  disappointments  irk, 

That  I  am  obsessed  by  grief. 
Nay,  I  fill  myself  with  airs 
On  my  numerous  "  affairs  "  : — 

What  with  Sybil,  Mildred,  Amy, 
Emma,  Gladys,  Olive,  Jane, 

Violet,  What's-her-naine  and  Mamie, 
Rose  and  Grace  and  Rose  again, 

What  with  Joyce  and  Fay  and  Di  .  . 

What  a  fickle  dog  am  / .' 


"THE  RED  RAG." 

BEAK  SIB,— The  Daily  Wattle,  which 
I  brought  out  recently,  has  been  so 
Buccesttol,  greatly  owing  to  the  wide 
publicity  given  to  it  in  your  columns, 
that  I  have  ventured  to  go  further  afield, 
as  it  were,  and  to  cater  for  the  cattle. 
In  the  hope  that  you  will  extend  the 
same  courteous  assistance  to  this  niy 
latest  venture,  I  b?g  to  enclose  a  few 
cutlets  from  the  forthcoming  number  o) 
The  Red  Rag  :— 

Mustard  and  Cress. 

Mr.  Wilson  Steer's  Exhibition  of  Pic- 
tures at  the  Calfox  Gallery  has  been  one 
of  the  events  of  the  season,  baing  visited 
by  enormous  herds. 

Sir  Loin  and  Lady  de  Bceuf's  Concert 
last  Sunday  was  a  great  success.  Miss 


Interlalteii  Pen.tion  Bore  (still  purtuing).  "— AND  is  THAT  BEILLT  sxow  IT  TIIE  TOT— 
Victim  («-;«>  thmgU  she  had  at  last  finishtJ).  "  WELL.  MMUM,  BQ«E  DO  SAT  IT'S  SIIEBBH 


Hereford,  one  of  the  latest  prime  donne 
from  the  Midlands,  sang  several  songs, 
her  magnificent  rendering  of  "For 
Heifer  and  For  Heifer  "being  particu- 
larly appreciated. 

Professor  Galloway  Bull  has  been 
appointed  Master  of  Porterhouse,  Cam- 
bridge. 

At  Goring  Petty  Sessions  last  Satur- 
day two  young  Bulls  were  heavily  ringed 
for  playing  pitch-and-toss. 

From  the  Stalls. 

Kerry's  Theatre :— The  BanderiUeros, 
by  Mr.  Shan  F.  Bullock. 

The  Oxford :— Horn  and  Hyde ;  The 
Buffaloes ;  Little  Ticks ;  The  Two  Ayr- 
shires  in  their  daring  feat  "Chewing 
the  Cud ; "  Happy  Smith  Fields,  etc.,  etc. 

Late  News. 

DUCIE  STEAKS. 

Prime  Cuts    1 

Silver  Grid    

Buttercup  3 

Won  by  a  Shorthorn. 


Mid-SttffoU:.— Polls  to-day. 
Stock  Exchange. 

Markets  bullish.     "Milks"  rose  two 
pints. 
Miscellaneous. 

High-class  Confe<  -tiuncry.  Linseed 
Cakes  a  speciality.  B.,  902,  Long  Acre. 

Silvereide,  Alderney.  —  Board  rat- 
dence.  Good  manger  kept.  Write  Miss 
Meadows. 

Apartment   for  single  young  Heifer. 
>ly,  The  Chine,  Siianklin. 
'ake  Calves'  Liver  Pills. 

From  the  programme  of  the  Gaiety 
Theatre,  Manchester : — 

"Press   Cuttings.     A  Tropical    .Sketch   by 
Bernard  Shaw." 
This  may  explain  why  it  was  censored. 

"  Lost  black  Pomeranian  dog,  white  on  breast, 
three  paws,  and  round  mouth."- -Daily  \eic*. 

We  should  know  it  anywhere. 
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THE    BUDGET    A.B.C. 

[AUTHOR'S  NOTE. — This  is  mount  as  a  handy 
guide  for  all  decent  people  who  still  respect 
the  Church,  the  Empire,  Family  Life,  our  Old 
Nobility,  and  Sir  SPENCER  MARYON-WILSOS, 
Bart.  (The  order  of  tho  foregoing  is  merely 
alphabetic;;]!.)  In  tho  Great  Struggle  which  is 
approaching  between  Order  and  Chaos,  Free- 
dom and  Slavery,  Tariff  Reform  aud  Socialism, 
such  ammunition  as  this  cannot  fail  to  be  use- 
ful. (In  pamphlet  form,  5s.  per  ]  ,000.)] 

Alligators. 

The  connection  between  the  humble 
Saurian  and  the  tyrannical  LLOYD-GEORGE 
may  not  be  apparent  at  first  sight ;  but 
it  is  obvious  that  the  more  our  rich  men 
are  taxed  the  less  money  they  will  have 
for  spending  abroad  on  the  banks  of  the 
Amazon.  Tariff  Reform,  therefore, 
means  free  food  for  alligators ;  Socialism 
means  the  decay  of  family  life  amongst 
our  larger  reptilia. 

Tariff    Reform    means  more    gaiters    for 
alligators.— (ADVT.) 

Balfour. 

The  policy  which  our  great  leader  first 
announced  in  1903,  and  has  advocated 
untiringly  ever  since,  is  Tariff  Reform. 
What  is  Tariff  Reform  ?  (Loud  and  pro- 
longed Cheers,  and  a  Voice,  "Shame!"') 
We  shall  come  to  that  later  on. 

Tariff  Reform  means  Full  Speed  Ahead. 

(Am-T.) 
Correspondence. 

There  are  only  two  ways  of  writing 
letters  just  now.  The  first  begins, 
"  DEAR  Sm  BARONET,— I  humbly  venture 
to  enclose  my  little  account,"  and  ends 
with  a  respectful  reference  to  the  weather. 
The  second  is  more  important,  and  must 
be  given  in  full : 

999,  Qrostenor  Square,  W. 

The  Castle,  Perthshire. 

Broadlands,  nr,  Ecershot. 

Llwynpwllgeh,  Dolgelly,  Wales. 

Thomas  Towers,  Leicester. 

S.Y.  Aramlnta, 
(s  Strike  out  five  of  these.) 
DEAR,  SIR, — I  much  regret  that  owing 
to  the  increased  taxation  imposed  by  the 
Budget  (which  I  shall  never  pay,  as  it 
is    certain    to  be  thrown  out   by    the 
Lords)  I  am  compelled  to  economise  at 
somebody's  expense,  and  that  therefore 
I  shall  be  unable  to  renew  my  subscrip- 
tion to  your  Children's  Holiday  Fund. 
You  may  also  miss  the  beef  at  Christmas. 
Yours  regretfully,       MIDDLESEX. 
(Including  most  of  the  Embankment.) 

P.S. — I  am  sending  a  copy  of  this 
letter  to  the  Press — all  except  the  bit 
about  the  Lords. 

Tariff  Reform  means  Beef  at  Christmas. 

(ADYT.). 
Dukes. 

(Hats  off,  please.) 

I  want  you  to  follow  me  very  carefully 
here,  because  the  position  of  the  Duke 
is  often  misunderstood  by  tactless  persons. 
Suppose  that  a  Duke  receives  £200,000 
a-year  for  his  services  to  the  country. 


Now,  at  first  sight,  that  seems  a  lot  of 
money,  and  hasty  people  say,  "  Oh,  we 
must  tax  this  man  heavily,  he  is  so  rich." 
But  let  us  pause  and  reflect  a  moment. 
What  does  he  do  with  this  money  ?  He 
doesn't  bury  it  or  drop  it  down  a  well. 
No,  he  spends  it ;  and  by  spending  it 
he  gives  employment  to  the  poor  people 
of  England  whom  we  are  all  so  sorry 
for.  Suppose  you  take  away  £10,000  from 
our  Duke  in  taxes.  What  is  the  result? 
Why,  he  spends  £10,000  lass  !  That  is 
to  say,  the  poor  working  people  lose 
£10,000  worth  of  employment.  So  that 
in  trying  to  tax  a  Duke  you  are  really 
robbing  the  widow  and  the  orphan, 
besides  hurting  the  feelings  of  a  wise 
and  kindly  legislator ! 

Tariff  Reform  means  Happier  Dukes. 

(ADYT.) 

Employment. 

This  is  really  a  continuation  of  my 
last  paragraph,  only  I  thought  you  might 
like  to  put  your  hats  on  again.  Roughly 
speaking,  the  nation  may  be  divided  into 
Employers  and  Employed.  (And,  under 
this  beastly  Government,  Unemployed.) 
Now  I  have  already  shown  the  iniquity  of 
putting  these  extra  taxes  on  to  the  very 
men  who  create  employment,  and  of 
course  the  same  argument  applies  to 
all  the  old  taxes.  That  is  to  say,  no 
Employer  ought  to  pay  any  kind  of  tax. 
Who  should,  then?  for  we  must  have 
a  Navy  (sea  small  hills).  Why,  the 
Employed,  of  course ;  in  other  words, 
the  working  man !  Surely  you  see  that  ? 
Tariff  Reform  means  Common  Sense. 

(ADYT.) 
Fiscal  Reform. 

This  is  simply  another  name  for 
Tariff  Reform,  which  is  the  only  alter- 
native to  this  Socialistic  Budget.  Other 
names  for  Tariff  Reform  are  "  Protec- 
tion "  and  "  Free  Trade." 

Tariff  Reform  means  E;,LIS  BARKER. 

(ADYT.) 
Foreigner  (The). 

(Shame !) 

We  are  raising  this  year  some 
hundreds  of  millions  in  taxes.  The 
money  is  spent  in  carrying  on  the  work 
of  the  country,  in  policing  our  streets 
and  in  defending  our  shores.  Who  pays 
these  taxes  ?  You  and  I !  LLOYD-GEORGE 
makes  MS  pay  them!  And  this  is  called 
"The  People's  Budget"!  Now  the 
alternative  to  this  Budget  is  Tariff 
Reform;  and  what  does  Tariff  Reform 
mean  ?  It  means  malting  the  foreigner 
pay!  It  means  making  Germany  pay 
for  our  Navy !  Supposing  you  had  a 
wife  and  two  pretty  children,  wouldn't 
you  hate  having  to  work  for  them? 
Wouldn't  you  much  rather  that  some- 
body else — the  man  that  lived  opposite 
whom  you  disliked  so — supported  them 
for  you  ?  Of  course  you  would  !  And  in 
the  same  way  every  patriotic  Englishman 
detests  the  idea  of  paying  for  his  own 


ships  and  men,  and  looks  about  for  some 
way  of  making  Germany  do  it. 

Tariff    Rrform   means    making    Germany 
pay  for  our  Navy. — (Aovr.) 

George,  Lloyd-. 

Let  us  never  forget  in  mentioning 
this  person,  that  ours  is  the  "gentlemanly 
party."  Our  references  to  the  little  Welsh 
attorney  who  was  educated  in  a  Board 
School  must  therefore  bo  moderate. 
"  Thief,  Traitor,  and  Foul-mouthed  Tub- 
thumper  "  is  perhaps  as  far  as  we  may 
go  with  propriety. 

Tariff  Reform  means  more  gentlemen. 

(ADYI. 
Lords  (The). 

It  is  now  practically  certain  that 
the  Lords  will  do  something ;  The 
Daily  Express.  (Unionist),  Tlie  West- 
minster Gazette  (Radical),  and  The  Times 
(Independent)  are  all  agreed  upon  this. 
The  probability  is  that  they  will  insist 
upon  a  general  election,  call  for  the 
resignation  of  Mr.  CHURCHILL,  disfranchise 
the  working  man,  and  abolish  the  safety 
miss  at  billiards.  In  such  a  course  they 
would  be  supported  by  the  whole  country. 
Tariff  Reform  means  Lord  BI.U.MENFEI.D. 

(Am.) 
Property. 

If  this  Budget  is  allowed  to  become 
law  there  will  be  no  such  thing  as 
property.  Your  little  patch  of  garden 
will  be  wrested  from  you.  You  may  be 
in  the  middle  of  a  game  of  croquet — • 
actually  in  position  for  the  third  hoop — 
but  that  will  not  deter  LLOYD  -  GEORGE. 
One  of  his  hirelings  will  come  and  take 
the  lawn  away  from  you ;  as  likely  as 
not,  he  will  pinch  the  mallets  too. 
Tariff  Reform  means  croquet  for  all 

(ADVT.) 
Socialism. 

Socialism  means — 

I.  (actually)  The  nationalisation  of 

the  means  of  production  and 
distribution ; 

II.  (roughly]  Atheism,  Free  Love,  aud 

Death  to  EDWARD  THE  SEVENTH  ; 

III.  (for  the  moment)  Anything  in 
the  Budget. 

Tariff  Reform  means  God  Save  the  King. 

(ADVT.) 
Tariff  Keform. 

After  the  lucid  explanations  of  my 
advertisement  manager  it  ia  hardly  neces- 
sary for  me  to  speak  at  any  length  about 
Tariff  Reform.  But  in  a  general  way 
it  may  be  said  that  Tariff  Reform  means 
what  the  other  side  say  the  Budget 
means,  only  more  of  it  (or  less  of  it,  as 
the  case  may  be). 

Tariff  Reform  also  means  ELLIS  BARKER. 

(Asw.) 
Zinc. 

And  so  I  arrive  at  Z.  It  is  now 
generally  admitted  by  all  moderate 
thinkers  that  the  Budget  will  ruin  the 
Zinc  Trade.  Tariff  Reform  would  estab- 
lish it  for  ever.  Englishmen,  for  which 
will  you  vote  ?  A.  A.  M. 
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Li:    ('IIIKN    TERRIBLE. 

[To  A  YOUNG-OLD  KETRIKVElt.] 

No,  Rupert,  no:  tlio  glory  lias  disp 
The  sweet  itninv-sion  (and  the  miidd 
splash) 

You  left,  upon  me  wlicn  I  met  you  first 
.And  faintly  called  you  "Dash." 

Flaitnvd,   I   thought,  "Ho    knows    :n 

honest  face;  " 
But  riper  friendship  has  betrayed  hov 

cheap 
Your  adulations  were,  and  dulled  thei 

grace : — 
( let  down,  you  dingy  sweep ! 

All  canine  humour  may  be  overdone  : 
My  gloves  were  meant  to  wear,  I  wan 

my  hat : 
More,  there  are  moments  when  it  weariei 

one 
To  improvise  a  rat. 

(The  cosmic  verities  are  rarely  gained 
But  none  the  less  I  differ  from  youi 

view 
That    earth's    phenomena  may  be   ex 

plained 
By  boning  them  to  chew.) 

Yon  slipper  doubtless  was  a  work  of  art 
Before  your  earnest  fangs  revealed  its 

woof : 
Nor  should  the  soundness  of  a  golf-ball' 

heart 
Be  shown  by  dental  proof. 

•  in  have  splendid  teeth,  and  must 
have  made, 

While  young  ambitions  yet  were  un- 
deterred, 

The  most  distracting  tyro  of  your  trade 
That  ever  mouthed  a  bird. 

Those,  and  a  very  tidy  turn  of  speed, 
Topped    by  a  bell-mouthed    bay  of 
blood-hound  tone, 

Give  you  the  finest  points  of  every  breed 
(Marring,  of  course,  your  own). 

But  even  genius  is  apt  to  tiro 

When  i-o  assertive,  and  so  prone   to 

range 

Regardless  through  the  fouler  sorts  of 
mire — 

,  you  have  the  mange. 

1   shall  not  wrestle   for  that  chunk   of 

wood, 
I   shall    not  hurl   you   boulders    any 

more; 

The  nameless  glamour  of  your  puppy- 
hood, 
Take  it  from  me,  is  o'er. 

->o  ami  amuse  yourself  with  village 
fights, 

Or,  if  you  lean  to  some  less  ad  hi1  Unit. 
Proclaim  a  pogrom  of  your  par. suites  ; 

But  not  in  here  !     (let  out. 


THOSE    WHO    ASK    SHAN'T    HAVE. 

JeauneUe  (lam-hing  oil/).  "  Oir,  WHAT  A  SILLY  GIRL  I  All — 7  four  I  HAD  A.V.VWM  nun!" 


HEROIC    MEASURES. 

ADVANCES  IN  HOIKBOPATHY. 

(By  our  Medical  Adviser.) 

[The  euro  of  rheumatism  by  bee-stiiigs  was 
liMiioustrated  at  the  Exhibition  of  the  Surn'y 
Jee-Keepers'  Association.] 

MEDICAL  men  are  showing  great  interest 
n  the  new  red-hot-poker  treatment  for 
tuttering.  The  poker  ia  applied  freely 
o  various  parts  of  the  body  until  it 
izzlcs.  The  treatment  is  useless  if  aiue-- 
hetirs  are  employed,  but  it  may  bo  dis- 
continued, if  the  patient  is  in  a  weak 
tate  or  elderly,  as  soon  as  he  becomes 
ncohereut  and  the  eyeballs  protrude. 

The  mad-bull  cure  for  acute  sciatica 
s  a  theory  lately  advanced  by  a  German 
nvestigator,  and  is  based  on  the  sup- 
position (not  so  far  endorsed  by  any 
ull'iTrrs)  that  the  complaint  is  purely 
lervous  and  therefore  imaginary.  The 
ubject  is  placed  in  a  large  field  eon- 
lining  from  three  to  five  insane  bulls 
ith  highly-pointed  horns,  and  is  reeom- 
lended  to  run  for  (lie  nearest  hedge  at 


a  speed  of  from  twenty  to  thirty  mill  s 
per  hour,  regardless  of  pain.  Owing  to 
an  unaccountable  difficulty  in  procuring 
patients,  experiments  are  for  the  present 
confined  exclusively  to  reformatories  and 
convict  stations. 

An  open-air  sanatorium  for  sufferers 
from  asthma  is  being  erected  at  the 
South  Pole.  Invalids,  wearing  only  a 
kilt,  winter  and  summer,  will  bathe  for 
half -an -hour  twice  a  day  until  their 
temperatures  fall  below  zero.  They 
sleep  on  icebergs.  Before  retiring  for 
the  night  the  feet  are  placed  in  salted 
water  until  raw  and  then  singed,  jump- 
ing lieiiig  generally  indulged  in  during 
this  exercise.  The  diet  prescribed  is 
a  simple  one  of  half -a -pound  of  cold 
mutton  and  two  drachms  of  soda- 
water  per  diem.  Over-heating  should 
lie  avoided. 

Other  remedies  under  examination  by 
the  faculty  are  the  bull-dog  treatment 
[for  nervous  diseases  in  children),  the 
Australian  wild  cat,  and  the  ants'  nest 
one-ni  gl  it-cure. 
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AN    EARLY    BIRD. 

"I  SAT,  WHAT   ON   EARTH  DID  TOO   SHOOT  THIS   'CltEF.rF.tl'   FOR?"  "I   DON'T  CALL  TIUT  A  'CHEEPER." 

"WELL — IT  is  OUT  OF  THE  EGG— YOU 'HE  RIGHT  so  FAR!" 


TO    A    MICHAELMAS    GOOSE. 

["  But  fill  me  with  the  old  familiar  goose, 
Metliinks  I  might  recover  by-antl-by."J 

NOT  of  thy  feats  of  war,  intrepid  bird, 

Sing  I ;  as  when  the  slumbering  -Romans  heard 

From  their  steep  citadel  the  clarien  call 

That  bade  them  rise  and  bang  the  stealthy  Gaul. 

Not  of  the  cloth-yard  shaft,  goose-winged  to  slay 

The  caitiff  as  he  legged  it  from  the  fray, 

What  time  the  haughty  Frenchman  lived  to  feel 

The  Free  Oomp.miou's  deatlHCOmpellirig  steel, 

Or  punctured  his  invaluable  pelt  on 

The  point  of  a  Sir  Nigel  or  a  Shelton. 

Not  mine  to  praise  thine  intellect,  or  glean 

Tales  of  that  Nestor  of  the  village  green, 

Whose  sage  "  Ga  !  Ga  !  "  for  o'er  a  hundred  years 

Moved  an  attentive  neighbourhood  to  tears. 

And  those  seven  glaucous  gluttons  who  (one  reads) 

Flew  o'er  seven  virid  and  herbaceous  meads  ; 

Not  mine  to  tell  their  travels,  or  to  hymn 

All  the  wise  geese  of  ANOKKSKV  and  UIIIMM. 

IJather  thy  minstrel  I,  majestic  goose, 

As  thou  appearest  in  domestic  use  ; 

When  plump  with  sage  and  roasted  to  a  T, 

Men  dish  thee  up  ;  and  I  regretfully 

Pass  by  the  fish  that  I  may  have  more  room  for  thee. 

Oil,  when,  a  youth,  I  used  to  stuff  and  stuff, 
Yet  never  felt  as  if  I  'd  had  enough  ; 
When  nothing  eatable  about  the  place 


Got  by  my  indefatigable  face ; 
Well  I  recall  how  on  Saint  Michael's  day- 
Proud  relatives  would  summon  ine  from  play, 
And  weigh  me  thoughtfully,  ere  they  turned  me  loose, 
And  watched  me  forge  my  way  into  the  goose. 
I  was  a  sickly  lad  and  rather  thin, 
And  people  wondered  how  I  crammed  it  in, 
Nor  ever  guessed  the  heroic  strength  of  mind 
With  which  a  seventh  helping  was  declined. 
Ay,  and  though  multiplying  lustres  cause 
A  certain  inanition  in  the  jaws, 
And  appetite's  inexorable  term  is 
Set  by  an  inelastic  epidermis, 
I  still  achieve  the  old  familiar  thrill 
When  I  observe  "  Uoast  Goose  "  upon  the  bill, 
And  letting  out  my  belt  go  to  it  with  a  wilL 

Once  at  a  country  fair  I  saw  engage 
The  champion  eater  of  the  vicinage. 
Three  legs  of  mutton  and  a  keg  of  ale 
Vanished  like  chaff  before  the  autumn  gale ; 
Twelve  pounds  of  cheese  and  fourteen  apple  pies 
Were  blotted  out  before  our  dazzled  eyes. 
And  "  Oh,"  I  cried,  "how  gladly  woidd  I  give 
The  futile  ends  for  which  my  fellows  live; 
Success  in  science,  letters  or  the  law, 
For  that  sublime,  incomparable  maw  ! 
T/ove  might  elude  me,  Fortune  pass  me  by, 
Unknown  to  fame  I  'd  gladly  live  and  die, 
Had  I  that  power  to  eat  without  surcease, 
And  cash  enough  to  buy  a  flock  of  geese !  " 
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ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 

EXTBACTED  FROM  THE  DlAHY  OF  TOBY,  M.P. 

HDII.XI'   "I   I'liiiiiiinii:-,    Muii'lui/,   tfi'/iti'iii- 

bt'.r  '10. —  Kveryme  has  heard  of  tliCj 
]>ainful  scene  that  took  place  in  Com- 
mittee Room  C  last  Friday.  Standing 
(  Vmmittec  at  work  on  Development  Bill. 
Cii\sn:u.o!i  OF  ExciiEQLi.it,  having  (se- 
cretly) breakfasted  late,  opposed  usual 
interval  for  light  luncheon  refreshment. 
At  2.45  ROIIERT  CECIL,  who  though 
transcendental  by  nature  is  of 
a  frugal  mind,  rang  bell  for 
restaurant  waiter.  Result  of 
interview  disclosed  when  ten 
minutes  later  the  Minion 
brought  in  tray  and  set,  it, 
Ixjfore  tho  noble  Freefooder. 
Napkin  removed,  behold  one 
of 'those  shilling  meals  which 
serve  to  keep  green  the  me- 
mory of  our  dear  ALFRED 
JACOUY,  longtime  Chairman  of 
Kitchen  Committee. 

As  Lord  ROBERT  sipped  his 
turtle  soup,  toyed  with  his 
Zi'/iliir  ili;  I,' 1.1  de  Vcau,  lin- 
gered over  his  ortolan,  bat- 
tened on  his  Banbury  cake — 
what  irony  there  was  in  the 
appearance  on  the  scene  of 
the  familiar  delicacy  !  —  his 
colleagues  eyed  him  askance. 
Captain  CRAIG  tightened  his 
belt.  Finding  it  made  no 
impression  on  his  figure,  he 
produced  a  short  briar  pipe, 
filled,  lit,  and  smoked  it. 

FREDERICK  BANBURY,  1st  Bart., 
sat  proudly  aloof.  Some  might 
eat,  others  smoke ;  he  would 
starve.  Happy  thought  sug- 
gested by  example  of  Suffra- 
gettes battling  with  myrmi- 
dons of  the  law.  Denying 
themselves  food,  they  were, 
released  lest  worse  things 
should  happen.  What  woman 
could  do,  BANBCRY  would. 
Straightway  resolved  to  take 
no  food  as  long  as  Committee 
on  Development  Bill  sit  up- 
stairs on  days  when  Finance 
Bill  is  to  the  fore  in  the 
House. 

Shortly  after  Questions  opened  to-day,  | 
the  tragedy  was  brought  home  to  Mem- ; 
bers.     Leaning  on  arm  of  sympathetic  i 
Messenger  the  Baronet  entered  by  glass  ; 
door;  was  led  as  far  as   Bar.    There- 
after, on  his  way  to  his  seat  above  Gaug- 
way,liemu-t  needs  go  unassisted.  Would 
he  be  able  to  do  it?     Pulling  himself 
together,  he  struggled  on.      Spirit  tri- 
umphed over  flesh,  of  which  latter,  truth 
to   tell,    scarcely    any    remained    worth 
speaking  of.     Not  a  dry  eye  in  crowded 
House.     Murmur  of  cheers  greeted  his 
slow  arrival  in  safety  to  his  seat.     Bon 


CEI  II.,  mindful  of  the  inspiriting  cfTeel-. 
of  a  generous  meal,  pressed  on  his 
acceptance  a  stale  Hath  bun.  CAPTAIN 
Cn\n;  furtively  thrust,  into  his  hand  a 
briarwood  pipe.  He  repelled  l»>tli 
advai 

Awaiting  opportunity  whilst  PIIK.MIEK 
was  catechised,  he  enquired  whether, 
"if  the  right  lion,  gentleman  intends  to 
compel  us  to  sit  all  day  and  all  night, 
he  will  also  compel  the  CHANCELLOR  OF 
TIIE  EXCUEQUEB  to  be  present  ?  " 


(The  Sir  \Valter 


TllK   JLVN   WITU  THE  PlPE. 

itfli  o£  tlio  Committee  Rooms,  Captain  (.'wig, 
M.P.  for  East  Down.) 

There  the  rub.  Bad  enough  to  be 
kept-in  starving.  To  know  tliat  absent 
CIIAXCI  i.iot:  OF  ExriiEQUF.it  is  enjoying 
tho  privacy  and  privileges  of  his  room, 
gorging  himself  with  leek  prepared  in 
various  forms  in  the  way  of  concessions 
on  the  Budget  Bill,  is  more  than  human 
nature  can  stand. 

FIT/ALAN  HOVE  crystallised  .<<i-ne  and 
story  ina  question  addressed  to  PiiKMiiat. 
"If,"  he  askul,  "any  Member  of  the 
Committee  dies  in  the  course  of  the  pro- 
ceedings, will  he  be  accorded  a  public 
funeral?" 


The  I'I.-KMM.I:,  ;,v.  iling  hi*  glance,  fr.u.i 
BANBURY,  but.  fearing  the  wm 

•  any  \>\* 

Busincaa   ilum:      iN-.ilt    with    Ji 
Tax  cl.oi-e    .,!   Budget.  Bill. 

Houte  of  font*.  Tu,'ii<lay.— The    •• 

of    ClII.Wi;    rides     lint    il.xss    not    g' 

\'<  uniiiiilly  Leader  of  tin-  B  nially 

representative  of  tin;  strongest  (!ovi-rn- 

nn-iit  of  modern  ti ~.  ho  is  an  \\ 

the   lingers  of   Jjord    JAN<I»\VM:.      The 
Marquis    dons     his    M|in-e/iMg     g.-ni.ly. 

Kff.-etalllhe  same.      TI: 

proposes,  the  Marquis  dirt- 
poses.  Omnipotent  in  the 
other  House,  His  Majesty's 
<  ioM-riimi-nt  have  not  much 
more  influence  over  dim-lion 
of  affairs  coming  Ix-foro  Ix>rds 
than  have  the  policemen  in 
the  passages  or  the  messen- 
ger^ at  the  door. 

Droll  situation  forcibly  illus- 
trated to-day.  Hoaxing  and 
Town  Planning  Bill  in  Com- 
mittee. On  second  reading 
it  met  with  reception  that 
seemed  to  give  glowing  pro- 
mis->  of  triumphal  progress. 
Criticism  of  noble  lords  on 
Opposition  ^idu  chiefly  c,,n- 
iined  to  regret  not  umningled 
with  resentment  that  a  mea- 
sure admirably  calculated  to 
promote  the  symmetry  of  big 
towns  and  the  welfare  of  their 
inhabitants  had  not  been 
brought  in  earlier. 

Hadn't  been  in  Committee 
five  minutes  when  bang 
went  important  provision  •  I 
Clause  -J. 

Great  occasion  for  CAiirut- 
DOWX.  Gripped  it  with  that 
dogged  tenacity  that  distin- 
guishes him  as  Convenor  of 
Forfarshire.  Ponderous,  prag- 
matical, pert  inacJous,  he  (using 
the  phrase  in  a  Parliamentary 
sense)  butted  CRF.WK  aside. 
Leader  of  the  House  had  taken 
precaution  of  setting  up  BI:M  - 
CHAMP  as  buffer  between  him 
and  movers  of  what  he  plain- 
tively described  as  "a 
of  amendments  which  it  is  in 
the  power  of  your  Lordships  to  carry 
and  which  fill  the  mind  of  the  GoTi-rn- 
ment  with  dread  and  alarm." 

After  first  division,  in  which  Ministers 
mustered  only  30  against  112,  CAVPKU- 
DOWN  returned  to  attack  with  fresh 
strategy.  Moved  to  insert  new  s\i\y- 
section  to  Clause  '2.  It  ran  to  exactly 
two  hundred  words !  Breathlessly  re- 
cited as  a  sentence,  with  no  interval  of 
rest  save  an  occasional  comma  and  two 
semicolons.  Noble  lords  gasped.  What 


it  meant  or  might  portend,  who  should 
say? 
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'As  WAX   IN  THE  FISGEIiS  OF  LORD  LAXSDOWXE." 

(Lord  Crewe.) 


There  stood  tlie  Convener  of  Forfar- 
shire,  grim,  implacable.  Doubtless  lie 
knew  what  it  meant.  Study  of  its  bear- 
ings was  kind  of  intellectual  rhapsody 
occasionally  permitted  himself  amid 
th?  more  serious  avocalions  of  arid  life. 

CREWE'S  gallant  spirit  quailed.  Accus- 
tomed to  face  hopeless  odds,  he  invari- 
ably makes  show  of  fight.  This  stupen- 
dous sub-:  e  -tion,  with  its  "but  if's,"  its 
"  and  if's,"  its  "  unlesses,"  and  its  "  or 
other  circumstances,"  too  much  for 
him.  As  for  BEAUCHAMP,  he  collapsed 
before  the  sanctuary  of  the  first  semi- 
colon was  reached.  When  the  LORD 
CiiANCixi.oii — whose  wig  slowly,  without 
touch  of  visible  force,  got  hopelessly 
awry  as  the  sub-section  was  read — put 
the  question,  Ministers  sat  mute  ; 
CAMI'ERDOWX'S  amendment  agreed  to 
without  division. 

In  a  sitting  that  lasted  up  to  midnight, 
only  one  other  division  taken.  It  re- 
corded the  presence  of  twenty -four 


Ministerialists.  Where  were  the  odd 
six?  CREWE,  looking  anxiously  round, 
concluded  they  had  succumbed  to  weight 
of  the  sub-section.  Paper  still  crowded 
with  amendments.  If  he  challenged 
further  division,  his  minority  would  alto- 
gether disappear.  So  he  meekly  bowed 
his  head  to  the  storm,  and  the  Opposition 
mercilessly  remodelled  the  Bill. 

Business  done. — Town  Planning  Bill 
in  Committee. 

House  of  Commons,  Tliursclay. — Light 
incidentally  flashed  on  pampered  condi- 
tion of  Territorials.  ORATOR  HUNT  held 
the  candle.  Wanted  to  know  if  it  is 
true  that  during  the  camping-out  of  the 
Gordon  Territorials  at  Aulttnore  the 
men  were  accustomed  to  shave  in 
lemonade  ? 

No  one  doubts  the  courage  of  NAPOLEON 
B.  HALDAKE.  Notable  that  on  this  occa- 
sion he  found  it  desirable  to  be  engaged 
elsewhere.  Shaving  in  lemonade  is  a 
small,  to  some  people  an  unaccountable, 


foible.  Why  a  man  should  hanker  after 
lemonade  as  a  solvent  for  his  bar  of 
shaving  soap  is  one  of  those  tilings  not 
easy  to  understand.  Next  he  '11  be  ask- 
ing for  ginger-beer,  on  field-days  for 
champagne. 

In  WAR  MINISTER'S  absence,  AOLAND, 
mildest-mannered  man  that  ever  faced 
an  infuriate  economist,  put  up  to  reply. 
Took  refuge  in  ignorance.  Never  heard 
of  the  lemonade  fantasy.  Probably  inci- 
dent result  of  personal  taste  and  posses- 
sion of  private  means.  Certainly  there 
was  no  record  that  in  addition  to  super- 
tax, increase  of  2d.  in  the  pound  income- 
tax,  and  other  severities  of  the  Budget, 
the  British  tax-payer  is  mulct  in  charges 
for  lemonade  served  out  to  the  Terri- 
torials at  shaving  time. 

ORATOR  HUNT  desired  to  continue  the 
conversation.  Glancing  at  the  SPI:\M  u, 
who  this  week  has  developed  welcome 
stringency  with  regard  to  the  plague  of 
supplementary  questions,  he  resumed 
his  seat,  contenting  himself  at  intervals 
with  vocal  imitations  of  the  popping  of 
corks  of  lemonade  bottles. 

Business  done. — Budget  Bill  in  Com- 
mittee. Major  COATES  illumines  dull 
debate  by  "  viewing  the  Stamp  Duties 
from  point  of  view  of  a  business  man, 
not  a  politician."  This  innovation  proved 
instant  success.  OP.ATOR  HUNT  has  "a 
talk  about  Tea." 


BEAUCHAMP  IK  ALL  ins  GLORY. 
(Earl  Beauchamp,  K.O.M.G.) 
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ON    MANCEUVRES. 


Ami/  Serrice  Corps  N.  C.  0.  in  charge  of  forage  (to  Officer's  groom  tr/io  /ins  OOIIIP  for  ejeltti  ralioiit  for  a  liortc).  " 
WISH-ION  ?  "  Groom.  "No.    AIX'T  our  KOSK  WITH  vs,  nrr  1'vi:  nnoi(aiT  A  BITKKT." 


IrflTION? 


HA\  i: 


WIGGY  AND  THE  FAKES. 

WIGGY  was  more  than  usually  talkative 
to-night  after  he  had  set  me  down  and 
1  had,  as  usual,  grossly  overpaid  him. 

"Lord  love  me,  Sir,"  he  said,  with  the 
Londoner's  elision,  "if  everyone  was  like 
you  what  a  pleasure  cab-driving  would 
be.  But  there,  they  ain't.  Only  this 
morning  I  had  two  old  ladies  to  drive 
from  the  Grand  Hotel  to  the  Natural 
History  Museum  and  back  again.  They 
took  me  for  an  hour,  and  they  got  back 
exactly  to  the  minute.  What  do  you 
think  they  gave  me  ?  Half-a-crown." 

"  But  that  'a  the  fare,"  I  said  ;  "  one 
hour,  half-a-crown.  They  probably  were 
strangers  to  London,  and,  having  read  it 
in  the  regulations,  thought  it  was  the 
proper  amount." 

"  J  v'  ight  you  are,  Sir,"  said  Wiggy.  "  I 
thought  something  was  up  on  the  way 
back,  and  I  opened  the  trap-door  and 
fatdied  tin-in  breaking  their  necks  try- 
ing to  read  the  table.  So  I  was  pre- 
pared for  the  worst.  But  what  part  of 
England  do  you  suppose  people  come 
from  where  they  don't  give  a  cabman  a 
penny  for  himself  ?" 

He  paused  to  gather  fresli  impetus. 
"l'i>  you  think  they'd  treat  a  taxi- 
driver  like  that?  Not  arf.  Look  at 


those  shovers !  They  never  say  a  civil 
word  to  anyone,  but  who  dan's  ask  one 
for  any  change  out  of  a  bob,  even  if 
there's  only  eightpence  on  the  clock? 
Oo?  No  one." 

Wiggy  leaned  down  to  bring  his  head 
closer  to  mine.  "  What  is  it  about  those 
shovers,"  he  asked  mysteriously,  "that 
makes  them  so  different  from  us?  Why 
are  people  so  frightened  of  them  ?  " 

I  murmured  something  about  machin- 
ery, unknown  forces,  and  so  forth. 

"  Yes,  I  daresay  that 's  part  of  it ;  but 
do  you  suppose  if  I  was  to  learn  to 
shove,"  said  Wiggy,  "  anyone  would  be 
afraid  of  me?  Nar !  It's  more  than 
that.  Smoke  cigarettes,  too,  all  the 
time,  and  has  more  meals  in  a  day  than 
I  get  in  a  week,  and  passes  on  the 
wrong  side.  I  dunno  what  London's 
coming  to." 

Wiggy  shook  his  head  tragically. 

"  You  don't  mind  me  talking,  I  hope," 
he  said.  "  It  isn't  costing  anything,  you 
know — not  like  talking  to  a  taxi,  what's 
going  on  all  the  time  !  " 

I  laughed. 

"But  that's  not  all  about  those  two 
old  ladies,"  Wiggy  resumed.  "  What 
dp  you  think  they  did?  They  didn't 
ejive  me  the  half-crown  themselves; 
(hey  nipped  indoors  and  sent  it  out  by 


the  porter.  There's  lots  of  different 
kinds  of  meanness  in  fares—  there's  the 
people  who  are  'so  sorry  they  haven't 
got  any  coppers  ;  '  there  an-  tin-  people 
who  think  that  giving  the  driver  an  old 
newspaper  is  enough  to  nuike  him  their 
slave  ;  there  are  the  people  what  pat  your 
horse  and  ask  questions  about  it.  and 
then  offer  a  bare  bob;  but  of  all  the 
mean  tricks  getting  the  jKirter  to  pay 
you  is  the  worst.  That's  mean  twice 
over  :  because,  to  begin  with,  it  's  mean, 
just  mean;  and  secondly  there's  the 
porter's  meanness,  too,  in  not  .-ticking 
up  for  the  cabman  and  telling  the  people^ 
that  the  fare  by  itself  's  not  enough. 
That  's  what  I  complain  of.  Why 
couldn't  old  brass-bound  have  i-aid  to 
the  ladies  t':at  in  Ixmdon  we  give  a  tip 
as  well  as  the  fare,  especially  when  we 
fill  up  the  blooming  hour  to  the  tick  ? 
He's  a  working  man,  just  like  me,  and 
in  fact  feeds  on  tips.  But  no,  he  just 
hands  it  to  me,  and  says  the  ladies  give 
it  him  for  me  for  an  hour's  hire,  and  off 
he  goes  back  to  his  armchair  and  Daily 


,y  sighed. 

"Fancy  giving  a  man  an  hour'.-  fare 
for  an  hour's  hire  !  "  he  concluded. 
"England's  breaking  up;  that  '*  what 
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PAGE  SEVEN. 

I  ALWAYS  used  to  read  those  little  books 
with  a  clear  conscience.  They  were 
given  to  me  only  on  a  Sunday  following 
an  unblemished  week.  I  am  proud  to 
say  that  I  never  once  missed  my  Aunt 
Belinda's  gift.  The  good  little  boy, 
I  remember,  was  always  called  Willie — 
while  the  dreadful  youth,  who  went  on 
the  river  on  Sunday  after  robbing  the 
poor  little  birds  of  their  eggs,  was  always 
George.  Perhaps  the  author  had  an 
enemy  called  George,  but  I  preferred 
to  believe  that  it  was  the  finger  of  Fate. 
I,  who  prided  myself  upon  being  a  model 
child,  was  christened  William.  The 
son  of  our  next-door  neighbour — a  reck- 
less, vulgar  boy  —  bore  the  name  of 
George  !  I  used  to  pass  the  little  books 
on  to  him  (after  I  had  conunitted 
them  to  memory).  The  bad  little 
boy,  I  pointed  out  to  him,  seemed 
to  have  the  better  time  for  the 
first  six  pages  of  the  book,  but 
Willie  always  secured  the  lion's 
share  of  total  benefits  at  page 
seven.  So  hardened,  however, 
was  his  conscience  that  he  used  to 
roar  with  laughter  over  George's 
untimely  fate,  and  was  even 
moved  to  merriment  by  the  excel- 
lent 'moral  that  was  printed  in- 
side the  cover.  Finally  I  gave  up 
all  hope  of  doing  him  gcod.  I 
left  him  to  go  his  own  wicked 
way  and  shunned  his  society. 
*  *  *  * 

Twenty  years  later  wo  met 
again.  As  might  have  been  ex- 
pected, he  had  gone  on  the  Stock 
Exchange.  He  was  dressed  as  a 
millionaire  could  dress  if  he 
wanted  to. 

"I'll  eat  my  hat  if  that  isn't 
Willie! "  he  cried. 

"  George,"  I  said  reproachfully, 
"  supposing  it  hadn't  been  me?  " 

"Just  the  same  old  Willie!"  he 
shouted.  Then  his  eye  travelled  over 
my  well-worn  but  scrupulously  clean 
attire.  "  Haven't  got  to  page  seven  yet, 
eh?  Well,  come  down  and  stay  with 
me  for  a  week  next  Friday.  You  are 
free?" 

"  I  am,"  I  replied,  as  I  took  the  card 
he  offered  me.  "I  was  forced  to  rebuke 
my  laic  employer." 

"You  would  !  "  said  <  Icorgo. 

I  sighed  in  pity  for  him.  Page  seven 
must  lie  very  near  for  him. 

***** 

I  gave  the  porter  his  twopence  with  a 
few  well-chosen  words  on  alcohol,  and 
hid  myself  behind  my  paper.  I  did  not 
wish  George  to  find  me.  He  was  too 
selfish  to  give  up  his  first-class  smoker, 
and  I  object  on  principle  to  smoking. 
Moreover  I  do  not  consider  it  right  to 
travel  fust-class  with  a  third-class  ticket. 


As  soon,  however,  as  he  Lad  been  defer- 
entially shut  into  the  next  compartment, 
I  put  down  my  paper  and  looked  out  of 
the  window.  As  I  did  so  an  elderly 
lady  made  a  dash  at  George's  door. 

"  This  is  a  smoker!  "  he  shouted. 

She  wrestled  ineffectually  with  the 
handle.  George,  I  doubted  not,  was  hold- 
ing it  firmly  from  within.  "Smoker!" 
he  roared.  "  Smoker!  " 

The  guard  whistled  and  the  train 
jerked  forward.  In  an  instant  I  was  out 
on  the  platform.  "Madam,"  I  said  with 
a  running  bow,  as  I  hoisted  her  into  my 
carriage,  "there  is  room  here."  The 
guard  helped  me  in. 

"  Did  you  hear  what  he  said  ?  "  I  in- 
quired anxiously. 


"No.     What  was  it  ?"_ 
I  retired  hastily  behind 


He   tossed   the    paper  from   him   as  I 
stooped  to  pick  up  my  piece  of  least. 
I  scraped  some  pieces  of  carpet  off  the 


buttered  side  before  replying. 


"  I  expected  it,"  I  said, 
seven.'' 
"If 


"It  is  page 


I  could  only  hang  on  for  the 
he  exclaimed.  "  Pity  you  can't 
lend  me  a  few  thousand  for  a  \M'<  k, 
Willie." 

"I  am  a  poor  man,  at  present"  I  said. 
"but  in  any  case  I  could  not  bring 
myself  to  aid  and  abet  in  a  gambling 


transaction. 
moral  in  (  ne 


Do    you    remember    that 
of  the  little  books  about 


my  paper. 


To      AVOID     FURTHER     UNFORTUNATE     JUSUSDEliSTASDIXGS,     MB. 
s'CII    SUGGESTS    THAT  A  VISITORS*   BOOK    SHOULD    BE   PLACED  AT 


The  first  paragraph  I  read  described 
how  a  youth  named  William  had  assisted 
a  lady  in  distress,  and  five  years  later 
had  been  left  a  fortune  by  his  grateful 
fellow-passenger.  I  put  down  the  paper 
again. 

"  Madam,"  I  said,  "  I  am  delighted  to 
have  been  of  some  trilling  service  to  you." 

"Ah,  when  one  is  left  all  alone  in  the 
world  one  doesn't  get  much  attention," 
she  said  with  a  sigh. 

Two  hours  later  she  descended  at  a 
wayside  station. 

"We  have  had  a  most  pleasant  jour- 
ney," she  said,  "and  I  can  promise  that 
you  will  not  find  me  forgetful." 

She  handed  her  shawl  to  a  magnificent 
footman,  and  as  her  car  drove  out  of  the 
yard  she  turned  to  wave  to  me. 

"  This  is  page  seven,"  I  said. 
***** 

"Blow!"   said  George.     "Ruined!" 


the  punishment  of  vice  ?  " 

George  made  no  reply.  There  could 
be  no  reply.  He  savagely  tore  open  an 
envelope  that  lay  by  his  plate.  "  Law- 
yer's letters  already !  .  .  .  .  By  Jove ! 

"By  Jove!  Listen  to  this,  Willie! 

'  Dear  Sir — On  Saturday  last  our 
client,  Miss  Priscilla  Goodman, 
made  a  fresh  will,  under  which 
you  have  become  entitled  to  a 
sum  of  close  on  half-a-million 
pounds.  Whilst  deeply  regret- 
ting her  sudden  decease  we  beg 
to  congratulate  you  on  your  gocd 
fortune.  You  will  doubtless 
remember  a  lady  asking  for  your 
card  after  your  kindness  to  her 
on  a  journey  to  Warwickshire'.' 
Awaiting  your  instructions  and 

hoping ' " 

I  heard  no  more.  A  terrible 
thought  had  struck  me.  I 
snatched  out  my  card-case  and 
opened  it.  The  card  which 
George  had  given  me  was  gone ! 
I  hastily  counted  my  own  cards. 
I  always  carry  exactly  half-a- 
dozen.  One,  two,  three,  four, 
five,  six!  "I  gave  her  (/our 
card!  "  I  shouted. 

George  laughed  aloud.  "  Why, 
there 's  some  hope  for  you  yet, 
Willie  !  Very  smart !  "On  the 


spur  of  the  moment,  too  !  " 
"I  did!"  1  said.     "I  did!" 
"  Anyway,"  said  he,  "  she  has  left  me 

the  money." 

"  But  1  helped  her  into  the  train  and 
is  kind  to  her !     That  money  is  my 

reward ! " 

"  Do   you    remember    the    moral    in 

another    of    those    little    books,"    said 

George,  "about  Virtue  being  its  own 

reward  ?  " 

***** 
There  must  be  something  wrong  with 

those  little  books. 


In  our  forthcoming  work  "  Telegraphic 
addresses  one  would  rather  have  left  un- 
registered," the  following  (for  informa- 
tion as  to  which  we  are  indebted  to  Tin: 
Buenos  Ayres  Herald)  takes  a  prominent 
position  upon  the  first  page  :— 

"  Hotel  Sud  Americano—'  HoteUudam.'  " 
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EVENING. 

iay  talk  of  the  splendour  of  morning 

When  tin1  Mm  on  some  primitive  Alp 
Glows  pink  on  the  snow  fields  adorning 

Its  hoary  anil  pinnacled  sc;ilp  ; 
You  may  dwell  on  (lie  thrills  of  emotion 

You  feel  when  the  vanguards  of  day 
Shimmer   up    from  the  (lark  o'er  some 

tropical  ocean 
lu  golden  array ; 

When  in  August  your  being  rejoices 
At   the   first   faintest   twang   of  the 

horn, 
When   the  puppies   are   flinging   their 

voices 
As  they  crash  through  the  bramble 

and  thorn, 

When  the  mist  in  the  valley  still  grey  is, 
While  the  gossamer's  draped  on  the 

stem, 
You  may  say  that  the  very  beat  hour  of 

the  day  is 
Five-thirty  a.m. ; 

You  may   boast  of  the  moments  that 

waken 

The  delights  of  a  fly-fishing  day, 
Of  tobacco  ambrosially  taken 

That  blends  with  the  scent  of  the  may, 
And,  burnt   through  the   lanes  to  the 

river, 
Where  the  wild   rose   bedizens   the 

hedge, 
Seems  a  delicate   incense  to   Pan— the 

great  giver 
Of  mayfly  and  sedge ; 

But  the  fulness  of  day  may  cloud  over 

The  peaks  where  the  sunrise  shone  fair, 

And  hounds  may  be  slipped  out  of  cover 

And  you  somehow  fail  to  be  "there;" 

Ami  noon  may  bring  storm  to  the  billows 

That    smiled    under   morning's   clear 

skies, 
And  the  monster  that  lurks  in.  the  shade 

of  the  willows 
May  heed  not  your  flies  ; 

Therefore  evening  for   me — when    the 

chances 

And  hazards  of  daylight  conclude 
In  the  lamp-lighted  hour  that  enhance.-; 
The  pleasures  of  friendship  and  food, 
When  I'aMies  of  Spain  are  projected 

In  outline  of  turret  and  keep, 
For  the  land  where  alone  you  may  find 

them  erected — 
The  Kingdom  of  Sleep  ! 


SMALT,   WANTS— GRATIS. 

A  »"  i.vr  of  The  Dnih/  Mail 

(a  morning  paper)  asks:  "Why  is  it 
that  dog-etealers  are  so  leniently  dealt 
with  compare. 1  uith  other  offender*  V  " 
He  then  adds:  "1  write  feelingly,  for 
on  September  12  my  valuable  brindle 
Scottish  terrier  disappeared,  andall  efforts 


INGRATITUDE. 

(Old  Man,  iclio  lias  juat  received  hit  Old-Aye  Pent'um,  tenders  the  ittuol  tJirec-ha!  ffi-nee 

for  half  an  ounce  of  tobacco.) 

Tobacconist.  "Ii  is  TWOPESCE  sow,  oniNii  TO  1111:  KM  in   1-1  rv  IMPOSED." 
Old  Alan.  "Gooo  HEAVENS!  WHAT  wn.i.  THIS  GOVERNMENT  DO  NEXT?" 


to  trace  him  have  proved  futile,  despite 
the  offer  of  a  £10  reward.  He  answers 
to  the  name  'Jannock,'  is  throe  years 
of  age,  and  weighs  22  Ib.  He  was  last 
seen  at  Fryshill,  Lymington,  Hampshire. 
I  shall  be  glad  to  have  tidings  of  him." 

Now  here  we  liave  a  device  for  which 
so  many  persons  have  long  been  pining : 
the  free  advertisement.  A  skilful  letter 
to  a  confiding  editor  does  all  that  is 
needed,  free  of  charge,  and,  indeed,  wins 
notice  in  a  way  that  no  ordinary  paid- 
for  advertisement  ever  could.  Thus : 

SIR, — I  am  annoyed  at  the  amount  of 
attention  that  is  given  to  such  an  un- 
practical matter  as  the  discovery  (or  not) 
of  the  Pole  (North  or  South),  a  hypo- 
thetical spot,  the  reaching  of  which 
cannot  add  one  jot  to  the  sum  of 
human  happiness,  while  really  important 
domestic  questions  touching  the  comfort 
of  the  home  are  neglected.  Take,  for 
example,  the  scarcity  of  servants.  Can 
nothing  be  done  to  remedy  this  defect  ? 
At  the  pivM-nt  moment  I  happen  to  want 
both  a  cook  and  a  parlour-maid.  To  the 


cook  I  am  prepared  to  give  £30  a-year, 
and  to  the  parlourmaid  £i'U. 

11.  H.\SKKs-Mimn:i>. 

23,  Marylebone  Square,  W. 
Could  anything  be  simpler  ? 

Or  again : 

SIR, — I  observe  with  somesurpriae  your 
panegyrical  remarks  upon  foreigners  and 
their  success  in  hotels.  The  desirability 
of  praising  foreigners  at  all  is  of  course 
open  to  question,  but  that  is  not  my 
point ;  my  point  is  that  it  is  idle  to 
suggest  that  English  youths  shall 
become  waiters,  because  of  course  they 
will  not ;  what  you  should  do  is  to  name 
reasonable  employment  for  them.  I  am 
twenty-three  and  have  been  well  edu- 
cated. I  speak  French  and  German 
an  1  can  write  shorthand.  1  am  open 
to  any  trustworthy  post  requiring  in- 
telligence. Salary  £150  to  begin  with. 
I  may  add  that  I  am  one  of  the  few 
persons  who  both  bought  and  read  your 
excellent  book  on  our  German  cousins. 
T.  HAKIMS  <;.MU.AM>. 

108,  Gull/ord  Direct,  \\ 
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rn:i.i>'s  last  book.  It  lias  a  wicked  heart,  however,  for  it  is 
tho  tsetse,  whose  bite  conveys  sleeping  sickness  to  the 
inhabitants  of  Uganda,  though  not,  of  course,  to  the  people 
who  read  ahout  it  in  a  novel.  Mr.  M. \SKPIKLVI  makes  no  bones 


OUR    BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By  Mr.  Punch's  Staff  of  Learned  Clerks.) 

WHEN  a  higlily  virile  explorer,  gifted  with  all  the  primitive  about  dispensing  with  the  conventions  of  his  craft,  for  his 

and  barbarous  attractions  of  his  fatal  type,  swoops  down  heroine  dies  quite  early,  and  we  never,  in  fad,  meet  her  in 
upon  an  ancient  manor,  we  may  be  sure  that  trouble  is  brew- '  flesh  and  blood.     It  is  the  influence  of  her  nvmory,  however, 

ing — especially  when  the  manor  contains  a  delightful  and  which    causes    Kogi'r    Naldrett   to   desert    play-writing   for 

confiding    girl.     In    Tito  Squire's   Dam/liter   (MiCTHl  K.x)    Mr.  science,  and  set  out  for  East  Africa  with  au.ther  altruistic 


confiding   girl 
ARCHIBALD  MARSHALL 


!<>l  a  ire's  Daughter  (M1 
deals  with  such  a  situation. 


Having 


read  his  novel  with  sustained  interest  from  the  first  page  to 
the  last,  1  am  bound  to  say  that  lie  deals  with  it  admirably. 


entomologist  in  search  of  a  cure  for  trypanosomiasis.  The 
author  is  quite  at  home  among  jungles  and  swamps  and 
winged  horrors;  lie  is,  in  fact,  one  of  the  most  imaginative 


He  is  never  mawkish;  he  never  gushes  unseasonably;  he  I  pen-explorers  I  have  ever  read;  but  I  am  not  sure  that  his 
never  offends  by  misplaced  sentimentality.  To  these  virtues  psychological  analysis  of  germs  and  flies  consoles  me  for  the 
of  a  negative  sort  he  adds  extraordinary  positive  merits.  I  substitution  of  medicine  for  romance.  Alsj  he  commits  one 
have  said  that  the  book  is  very  interesting.  It  owes  that  or  two  mistakes  on  other  matters,  which  make  me  a  litt'e 
supreme  quality  not  merely  to  its  skilfully  managed  plot,  j  distrustful  of  his  accuracy  as  a  leech.  There  is  no  such 
but  also  to  the  abundant  and  cheerful  humour— the  twins,  plant,  I  believe,  as  an  "  aspoclesta ; "  and  when  I  hear  of 
for  instance,  are  quite  irresistible— the  deft,  light  touch,  and  j  golfers  "loafing"  round  the  links  I  should  like  to  assure 
the  excellent  characteri- 
sation of  Mr.  MARSHALL. 
Mr.  Clinton  is  a  live 
Squire,  puzzle-headed, 
arbitrary,  affectionate 
and  absolutely  eonvinc- 


Mr.  MASKFIKLD  that  the 
bite  which  produces  the 
golf-fever  is  far  more 
like  that  of  the  gad-ily 
than  the  tsetse. 


^  in  his  reality  ;  and 
Cicely,  his  sweet  daugh- 
ter, with  her  innocence, 
her  gaiety  and  her 
charm,  is  just  such  a 
daughter  as  any  Squire 
may  well  be  thankful 
for.  All  the  persons, 
in  short,  stand  out  clear 
and  well-defined.  Mr. 
MARSHALL  Ins  done  good 
work  before,  but  The 
Squire's  Daughter  is  by 
far  his  best. 

Some  time  last  year  I 
read  in  one  of  the 
monthly  magazines  a 
story  by  Sir  GILBERT 
PARKEK,  which  slruck 
me  and  remained  in 
memory  by  reason  of  its 
simple  poesy,  its  fresh- 
ness of  character  and  scenery.  I  find  it  in  Northern  Lights 
(METUUEN),  one  of  nearly  a  score  of  short  romances  from 
the  same  pen.  The  rarest  thing  to  find  in  current  litera- 
ture is  a  first-class  short  story.  When  a  man  has  a  tale 
to  tell,  he  naturally  is  disposed  to  extend  it  over  the 
orthodox  space  of  a  six-shilling  novel.  Sir  GILBERT  PARKEU 
is  more  generous.  He  gives  of  his  best  within  the  compass 
of  an  average  of  twenty  pages.  Northern  Lights  shine  over 
the  Far  West  country  of  Canada.  One-third  of  the  tales,  in 
which  the  red  man  and  woman  figure,  are  reminiscent  of 
FKNIMORE  COOPER  at  his  best.  Of  late  years  the  author  lias 
been  more  familiar  with  the  wastes  of  Carlton  House  Terrace 
and  the  wanderings  of  that  mighty  river,  the  Thames.  But 
he  has  not  lost  touch  with  scenes  of  earlier  life,  can  still 
paint  the  glory  of  Canadian  skies,  and  enable  the  reader  to 
realise  the  vastncss  of  Canada's  prairies  and  its  forests.  These 
form  the  background  of  a  succession  of  stories  in  which  a 
few  short,  sharp  strokes  of  a  deftly-wielded  pen  lead  up  to 
a  variety  of  dramatic  situations. 


EPISODES 

SlB    C'ilKISTOI'IIEB 


Its  publisher  (GRANT  RlOHABBs)  has  painted  a  very  simple- 
looking  fly  on  the  cover  of  Multitude  and  Solitude,  Mr.  MASE- 


I  have  this  against 
Mr.  C.  F.  KEARY,  who 
lias  written  The  Mount 
(CONSTABLE),  that  after 
beginning  his  book  as  a 
placid  if  cynical  study 
of  provincial  snobbism. 
with  which  I  was  be- 
ginning to  be  restfully 
interested,  he  without 
warning  plunged  it  and 
meintoluridmelodrama. 
Thus  the  story  is  really 
in  two  parts,  of  which 
the  second  is  at  once  the 
more  thrilling  and  the 
less  convincing.  The 
squalid,  ugly  life  of 
a  Staffordshire  pottery 
town,  and  the  social  re- 
lations of  its  inhabitants 
with  the  richer  manu- 
facturers who  dwell 
in  the  decayed  country  that  surrounds  it,  are  told  enter- 
tainingly enough.  But  when  Wilfred  Ingram  invites  Hector 
Robinson  to  an  interview  in  his  study  at  The  Mount  and 
incontinently  shoots  him  dead,  I  was  surprised  and  shocked. 
I  join  issue  with  the  author  over  his  contention  that,  given 
the  help  of  an  old  servant  (who  seems  to  take  things 
astoundingly  for  granted),  it  would  be  possible  for  the  body 
to  be  removed  and  all  evidence  so  destroyed  that  no  suspicion 
would  fall  upon  the  murderer.  Personally,  I  doubt  it.  But 
Mr.  KEARY  evidently  knows  Staffordshire  better  than  I  do, 
and  if  he  thinks  the  local  police  incapable  of  discovering 
where  llobcrtson  went  that  evening,  and  who  wrote  the 
anonymous  letter,  1  am  bound  to  believe  him.  At  all  events 
he  has  written  a  book  which  is  well  worth  reading. 


THE    LIVES    OF    THE    GREAT.-IV. 


WEEN,  WHEN   QUITE  A  BOY,  CONSTRUCTS  A  IIEX-HOUSI: 
OBASDFATHEB. 


From  the  rules  of  the  Devon  and  Somerset  Staghounds : — 

"Subscribers  .  .  .  Lave  the  privilege  of  wearing  tlic  Hunt  Buttoii  oa 
hunting  waistcoats  or  on  scarlet  evening  coats  with  white  facings. 
The  same,  mutatis  routawZta,  applies  to  ladies." 

"Mutatis  mutandis  "  is  a  cowardly  way  out  of  it.  Why  not 
mention  boldly  the  Hunt  hook-and-eye  on  the  evening 
frock  ? 
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CHARIVARIA. 

IT    is   reported    that    Dr.   Li  NX, 


the 


Liheral  candidate  for  Boston,  Lincoln- 
shire, lias  declined  to  ingratiate  himself 
witli  his  constituency  by  giving  sub- 
scrijitions  to  local  objects.  And  now 
that.  "Lunn's  Cheap  Trips  to  West- 
minster "  have  been  inaugurated,  hosts 

of  imitators  are  sure  to  spring  up. 

*  * 

At  last  —  and  not  a 
mo:  i  lent  too  soon  —  a 
serious  attempt  is  to  be 
made  to  raise  the  waning 
prestige  of  Parliament. 
Mr.  uBOBQl  ALEXANDER 
has  consented  to  stand 

for  a  constituency. 

*  * 

.  He  has  presumably 
come  to  the  conclusion 
that  now  is  the  time  to 
act.  and  will  appear  in 
the  role  of  a  Tariff  Per- 
former. 

V 

Mr.  HAM.  CAINE,  we 
have  reason  to  believe, 
was  quite  serious  when 
he  told  the  Censorship 
Committee  that,  if  the 
theatres  are  to  be  given 
over  to  the  dra  ma  affected 
by  Mr.  GEOUGE  EDWAUDES, 
he  will  take  to  sweep- 
ing a  crossing.  He  has 
already  provided  him- 
self with  a  mop.  ' 


M  e;  1  1  1  while,  all  honour 
to  Mr.  CAINE  for  putting 
in  a  good  word  for  the 
unpopular  Mr.  KEDFOHO. 
lie  informed  the  Com- 
mittee that  one  play  of 
his  was  never  completed 
owing  to  his  fear  of  the 
Censor. 

V 

Mr.  CHESTERTON  tells 
ua  in  his  latest  book 
that  he  once  projected 
a  volume  of  poems  "  en- 
tirely about  the  tilings 
in  my  pocket,"  but  aban- 


"In restaurant  work,"  writes  Mrs. 
EUSTACE  MIIIS,  "there  are  many  trade 
secrets  which  it  would  be  harmful  to 
our  interests  to  divulge."  We  are  sure 
that  this  does  not  mean  what  it  appears 


to  mean. 


V 


Reading  that  over  2J  tons  of  fish  will 
shortly  be  placed  in  the  Thames,  a 
humane  lady  expresses  the  hope  that 


in  the  course  of  the  meeting  not  only 
•lie  Duke's  Indian  expedition  •!:• 
cussed,  but  Mies  ELKINS'  name  was  also 
mentioned  to  tlieir  Majesties."     It 
as  if  the  key-holes  in  the  royal  *./ 
badly  placed  for 


manger  are 
purposes. 


V 


A  club  for  spiritualists,  with  a  • 
room  for  ghosts,  is  to  be  eMahli-'ied 
shortly  in  the  \\V~t  Kml. 
It  is  unfortunate  that 
the  name  "White's" 
should  Lave  been  appro- 
priated already. 

V 

The  recent  t  lief  I  of 
one  of  the  new  machine- 
guns  from  a  French 
barracks  leads  a  nen -tin.-. 
taxpayer  to  ask,  "Are 
our  Dreadnoughts  effec- 
tually safeguarded?" 
and  to  express  the  hope 
that  in  times  of  JXMI  e 
there  is  always  a  care 

taker  on  board. 

*  * 

"  The  last  quarter  of 
the  year  begins  to-day," 
says  The  L'xpress,  in  a 
leader  on  Michaelmas, 
"and  it  is  permissible 
to  hope  earnestly  that 
the  weather,  whi.-li  ha^ 
not  distinguished  it-ell 
during  the  tirst  three 
quarters  of  190'J,  will 
now  endeavour  to  re- 
trieve its  character." 
We  congratulate  our 
contemporary  on  the 
moderation  of  UK  lan- 
guage. A  ouurttMtis 
appeal  like  this  is  far 
more  likely  to  do  good 
than  intemperate  abuse. 


"Heard  melodies  are  sweet,  but  those  unheard 

Are  sweeter." 
Customer  (to  Proprietor  specially  summoned).  "  Now,  FRANKLY—  WHAT  DO  roc  TIIUK 

OF   THAT   EGO  ? " 

Proprietor.  "  WELL,  SIB,  IT  SOUNDS  ALL  IIIGHT." 


doned  it  because  he  found  it  would  be 
too  bulky.  So,  you  see,  he  is  not  so 
stout,  after  all  :  it  's  the  things  in  his 
pocket. 

*** 

Professor  PKHCIV.U.  LOWKLI,,  of  IJo-ton, 
states  that  recent  observations  have 
revealed  the  fact  that  the  canals  on  Mars 
are  gradually  disappearing,  and  lie 
regards  this  as  tending  to  prove  the 
theory  that  Mars  is  inhabited  by  rational 
beings.  The  canals,  we  take  it,  cannot 
withstand  the  competition  of  the  rail- 
ways and  motor  traffic. 


every  precaution  will  be  taken  to  pre- 
vent any  of  them  being  drowned. 

An  indignant  correspondent  denies 
the  report  published  in  many  papers 
that  the  magnetic  storm  which  visited 
London  last  week  was  unaccompanied 
by  disaster.  The  football  rc-ults  were 
delayed, 

The  Duke  of  the  ABKC/.ZI  dined  the 
other  day  with  the  King  and  Queen  of 
ITAT.V,  and  "  it  is  believed,"  says  Hi 
"  though  nothing  definite  is  Itnoicn,  that 


The  Lady's  Pictorial 
on  the  weather  : — 

"  During  the  -  i  \ir.-M  j -i-:i  i  - 
every  year  varies  a  litlU-  in 
rhar.i<-t>>r.lritsiiinniMi£  them 
up  it  will  be  found  tlint  most 
are  good  or  bod  as  the  one 
'  may  l»." 

Not  a  single  subscriber  should  be  l"-l 
by  that. 


People  you  should  know: 

(Guaranteed  by  "  Thf  Morning  Post.") 

"  The  most  charming  mouse  in  Brondesburr 

r;,rk." 

.non  Bleiikiii,  Rural  Dear." 


More  barbarous  Treatment  of  Women. 

"She  still  wears  skirts  short  enough  to  show 
a  small  neat  pair  of  feet  that  were  toasted  in  the 
early  Victorian  days." — Belfast  Keir*  Letter. 
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A    TRAP    FOR    BIG    GAME. 

To  LOIID  LANSDOWNE. 

["  That  the  quarrel,"  says  The  Times,  "  has  teen  deliberately  arid  of 
set  purpose  fastened  upon  the  Lords  is,  of  course,  obvious."  Yet 
I'nionists  throughout  the  country  persist  in  urging  Lord  LANSDOWKE 
to  play  into  the  Government's  hands  by  giving  it  the  precise  tactical 
advantage*  for  which  it  has  been  laying  itself  out.] 

As,  when  a  sportsman  in  the  jungly  East 

Fixes  a  toothsome  snare 
Wherewith  to  catch  the  lion,  noble  beast, 

And  kill  him  unaware 
(Some  juicy  trifle  well-selected  for 

The  special  taste  of  that  fastidious  glutton — 
An  ox,  a  pig,  a  potted  zebra,  or 
A  woolly  mutton), 

Then  safe  behind  a  closely  wattled  screen, 

Or  up  a  likely  tree, 
Surveys  the  prospect  with  a  mind  serene 

And  snug  as  snug  can  be  ; 
Waits  for  the  moon  to  rise  and  climb  about, 

Or,  failing  that,  till  darkness  bids  the  morn  hail, 
And  he  can  see  to  lay  his  quarry  out 
Dead  as  a  door-nail, — 

There  is  a  moment  when  the  beast  appears 

In  a  majestic  pose, 
Observing  Nature  through  his  eyes  and  ears, 

But  mainly  through  his  nose ; 
Stalking  his  prey  with  nicely  bated  breath, 

He  little  dreams,  at  this  diverting  juncture, 
Himself  will  shortly  meet  a  horrid  death 
Due  to  a  puncture ; — 

There  is  a  moment  (I  again  remark) 
Which  shows  us  at  our  best, 
When  any  sportsman  who  can  raise  a  spark 

Of  pity  in  his  breast 
Suffers  a  qualm  that  puts  him  off  his  smile 

To  think  that  he  should  slay — it  seems  disgusting  — 
A  thing  so  ignorant  of  human  guile, 
So  naive,  and  trusting  ; — 

Just  so,  my  lord,  when  on  a  hunting  raid 

LLOYD  waits  for  you  to  spring 
Into  the  simplest  trap  was  ever  laid 

For  any  living  thing, 
There  comes  a  moment  when  a  kind  of  shame 

Freezes  his  fighting  marrow  on  reflecting 
How  innocent  you  are  (for  such  big  game), 
How  unsuspecting. 

But,  when  the  lion  with  a  lusty  bound 

Falls  on  the  fat  de:oy, 
Rends  it  in  little  bits  and  lies  around 

Licking  his  chops  for  joy, 
Past  is  the  fear  of  ultimate  remorse  ; 

The  hunter's  blood  is  hot :  it  almost  hisses  ; 
He  takes  and  plugs  him  dead  (unless,  of  course, 

The  idiot  misses).  0.  S. 


The  Horrors  of  the  Bath. 

"  Miss  Edith  Miluer  writes  to  Tlie  Times  from  Ober-Ammergau  con- 
cerning the  Passion-Play  of  next  year.  She  discourses  oil  the  luxury 
with  which  travellers  to  the  pleasant  little  village  in  Bavaria  will  be 
provided  on  the  next  occasion — that  is  to  say,  in  1910.  The  lodgings 
are  to  be  more  comfortable,  baths  are  to  be  provided.  ...  I  shudder 
at  the  prospect  set  forth  by  Miss  Miluer." — 0.  K.  8.,  in  "  The  Sphere." 

The  italics  are  ours  ;  the  shuddering  is  Mr.  SIIORTER'S. 


THE  SPREAD  OF  SOCIALISM. 

["  During  the  recent  Army  manoeuvres  large  numbers  of  officers  and 
men  who  were  in  the  stubble  fields  suffered  from  the  attacks  of 
'  harvesters,"  a  little  insect  which  burrows  under  the  skin.  Many  of 
the  spectators,  including,  it  is  stated,  some  [distinguished  persons,  who 
were  present  at  the  final  battle  on  Brabury  Down  and  Coleshill,  are  also 
victims." — Daily  Mail  (all  except  the  italics').'] 

SINCE  the  above  outrage  all  sorts  of  titled  people  have 
become  the  targets  of  impudent  insects,  which  have  apparently 
taken  courage  from  the  successful  attack  of  the  "harvesters" 
here  mentioned.  Only  the  other  day  the  Marchioness  of 
was  set  upon  by  a  wasp,  which  must  have  been  per- 


fectly well  aware  of  the  rank  of  his  victim,  and  it  was  a 
mere  chance  that  the  butler  in  his  efforts  to  save  his  mis- 
tress was,  fortunately,  stung  instead.  Even  the  timid 
house-fly  is  forgetting  himself :  The  other  day — to  the  honour 
of  all  who  witnessed  it — one  of  these  middle-class  p:sts  was 
seen,  actually  seen,  to  alight  on  and  explore  the  unde- 
veloped baldness  of  a  certain  noble  Earl.  Lord  B ,  too, 

has  had  a  nasty  experience  down  in  Devonshire.  Think- 
ing that  his  exalted  rank  would  protect  him  from  annoyance, 
his  lordship  sat  down  for  a  few  minutes  on  an  ant-hill  to 
tie  up  his  bootlace.  The  inhabitants  were  evidently  Socialists 
to  an  ant,  for  they  were  literally  all  over  him  in  a  minute! 
Where  is  this  sort  of  thing  going  to  end?  Cats  are  beginning 
to  look  askance  at  Countesses ;  a  dog  has  dared  to  disobey 
a  Duke ;  even  the  humble  worm,  as  has  been  predicted 
these  many  years  past,  is  turning.  The  three-year-old  heir 
of  a  noble  house,  on  bisecting  one  of  these  loathsome  creatures, 
was  to  his  dismay  immediately  outvoted- -for  a  worm  counts 
two  on  a  division.  Only  last  Wednesday  a  beetle  was  found 
in  the  bath  of  a  Baroness.  How  did  it  get  there  ?  What  do 
these  things  mean?  Again,  we  are  informed  that  a  sparrow 
— but  why  multiply  instances  ?  [Why,  indeed  ! — ED. 

WRINKLES  FOR  THE  SENILE. 

A  SIMPLE  means  of  staving  off  old  age  has  recently  been 
discovered  by  Mr.  EUSTACE  MILES.  It  is  to  do  something  new 
and  young,  and  perhaps-  ridiculous,  every  day.  He  further 
suggested  that  a  fortune  awaited  the  man  who  would  provide 
a  padded  room  where,  for  a  penny,  a  man  could  go  in  for 
five  minutes  and  laugh  heartily  and  kick  about  and  enjoy 
himself.  A  number  of  advertisements,  bearing  on  this 
idea,  have  already  been  received  by  Mr.  Punch. 

CHEERFUL  LUNATIC,  tired  of  Hanwell,  wishes  to  meet  with 
Kindred  Spirit,  with  whom  he  could  Exchange  Kicks  in 
quiet  studio  on  mutually  satisfactory  terms. 

BED-KICKING  ROOM  to  be  Let  for  Single  Middle-aged  Gentle- 
man, near  Charing  Cross  Hospital.  Sound-proof  walls  and 
concrete  dado.  Will  stand  any  impact.  Stretcher  and  first- 
aid  always  handy.  Highest  references  to  leading  boot- 
makers and  bone-setters. 

COMMODIOUS  LOOSE  Box,  for  Hire  at  One  Shilling  per  hour, 
in  Secluded  Mews.  Owner,  having  sold  Cab-horse,  would 
like  to  hear  of  Football  Professional  or  ex-Policeman.  Ample 
scope  for  Big  Feet. 

Au  PAIK. — Elderly  Suffragette,  in  tiaining  for  Hollo  way, 
offers  Back  Parlour  to  practise  in.  Persian  carpet  and 
nothing  breakable.  Could  give  lessons  in  deportment. 

VILLAGE  IDIOT  takes  pupils  in  Well-appointed  Country 
Cellar  by  permission  of  Parish  Council.  Highly  successful 
with  Grinning  through  Horse-collar,  Guffawing,  Chortling 
and  other  branches  of  Inanity.  Testimonials  from  Septua- 
genarians, Dyspeptics  and  Intending  Suicides. 

GUARANTEED. — A  Giddy  Time  and  No  Inquest.  Lady- 
Member  of  a  Corps-de-Ballet,  now  resting,  will  Thoroughly 
Rehabilitate  any  Female  Valetudinarian  with  One  Foot  in 
the  Grave  by  the  new  High-Kick  Cure.  Address,  Bath-chair 
Bungalow,  Broadmoor. 
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THE   FIASCO. 


S.-MM™  (,j,,\ng  off,  to  AUTUMN,  earning  on).  "WELL,  PEAK,  I  H"IT,  YOU'LL  BE  ABLK 
'EM  UP  A  BIT.  ANYllo\V,  Yor  CAN'T  DO  WORSE  THAN*  I'VE  DONE.  AiY  TURN  > 
ABSOLUTE  FROST."  


Ori.mr.it  d,   1909.] 


PUNCH,   OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


August  (noticing  thai  he  /,<•«  («•<•;(  terred  be/ore  liio  grand/otter).  "I  SAY,  CiiiAx'i'Ai-,  I'll.  YOU  TELL  THE  WAITEB  I  WASN'T  A  MIUBKB  HEBE?' 


TO    POSTUMUS    IN    OCTOBER. 

WHKN  you  and  I  were  younger  the  world  was  passing  fair ; 
Our  days  were  sped  with  laughter,  our  steps  were  free  as  air; 
Life  lightly  lured  us  onward,  and  ceased  not  to  unroll 
In  en  tl  less  shining  vistas  a  playground  for  the  soul. 
But  now  no  glory  fires  us  ;  we  linger  in  the  cold, 
And  both  of  us  are  weary,  and  Ixith  are  growing  old ; 
Come,  Postumus,  and  face  it,  and,  facing  it,  confess 
Your  years  are  half  a  hundred,  and  mine  are  nothing  less. 

When  you  and  I  were  twenty,  my  Postumus,  we  kept 
In  tidy  rooms  in  College,  and  there  we  snugly  slept. 
And  still,  when  I  am  dreaming,  the  bells  I  can  recall 
That  ordered  us  to  chapel  or  welcomed  us  to  hall. 
The  towers  repeat  our  voices,  the  grey  and  ancient  Courts 
Are  filled  with  mirth  and  movement,  and  echo  to  our  sports  ; 
Then  riverward  we  trudge  it,  all  talking,  once  again 
Down  all  the  long  unlovely  extent  of  Jesus  Lane. 

One  figure  leads  the  others ;  with  frank  and  boyish  mien, 

Straight  hack  and  sturdy  shoulders,  he  lords  it  o'er  the  scene  ; 

His  grip  is  firm  and  manly,  his  cheeks  are  smooth  and  red ; 

The  tangled  curls  cling  tightly  alxmt  his  jolly  head. 

And  when  we  launch  tlie  eight-oar  I  hear  his  orders  ring ; 

With  dauntless  iteration  I  see  his  body  swing; 

The  pride  of  all  the  river,  the  mainstay  of  our  crew — • 

0  Postumus,  my  bald  one,  can  this  be  truly  you ''. 

Nay,  Postumus,  my  comrade,  the  years  have  hurried  on; 
You  're  not  the  only  Phoenix,  I  know,  whose  plumes  are  gone. 
When  I  recall  your  splendour,  your  memory,  too,  is  stirred  ; 
You  too  can  show  a  moulted,  but  once  refulgent,  bird  ; 
And,  if  I  still  should  press  you,  you  too  could  hardly  fail 
To  point  a  hateful  moral  where  I  adorned  the  tale. 


'Twere  better  to  be'thankful  to  He.iven  that  ruled  it  so, 
And  gave  us  for  our  spending  the  days  of  long  ago. 

It.  C.  ! .. 

MR.  SHACKLKTON'S  SHOW. 
AT  THE  AKTARCTIC  KXHIBITIOX  is  S\\..v  SI-KELT. 

First  Female  (gazing  at  p//ot«/rn;>7i  of  members  of  the  expe- 
dition). But,  tell  me,  which  is  PKAKY? 

Ho-  Escort.  He  wasn't  there  ;  he  was  doing  the  other  Pole, 
you  know. 

First  Female.  But  how  silly  of  them.  Why  don  t  they  all 
go  to  one  Pole  at  a  time,  and  keep  each  oilier  company  V 

Her  Escort.  They  don't  want  company  at  the  Poles.  They 
like  seclusion  best. 

Second  Female  (in»pectiny  fur  boott).  But  what  huge  feet 
they  had ! 

Third  Femnb:  I  daresay  they  chose  them  for  that.  You 
don't  slip  so  easily  on  the  i.-elx>rgs. 

Second  Female.  Well,  it  s  all  frightfully  interesting;  but 
I  can't  understand  why  they  turned  back  if  they  got  so  far. 

Third  Female.  I  think  Mr.  SHACKI.ETON  explained  it  in  the 
papers.  They'd  shot  all  the  petnmican,  and  there  was 
nothing  left  to  eat. 

Fourth  Female  (peei,'niy  in  tent).  "Fur  sleeping-bag  to 
hold  seven  men."  What  did  they  want  all  that  fur  for? 
They  always  say  that  the  farther  south  you  go  the  hotter  it  is. 

Husband.  Not  beyond  the  Equator,  my  dear. 

Fourth  Female.  Well,  it  used  to  be  so  in  my  \"im«  days. 
That's  what  /  was  taught  at  school;  but  I  expect  it's  all 
altered  now. 

Husband.  It'sal  ways  been  very  cold  at  theSout  h  Pole.my  dear. 

-Stout  Lady.  How  do  they  know,  when  they  never  got 
then- '{  Anvhow,  it 's  time  1  had  a  cup  o'  tea. 
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LITERATURE  WELL  THUMBED. 

["  The  World1  a  Great  Hooks"  (says  the  adver- 
tisement) "  is  a  work  which  the  necessities  of 
modern  civilisation  have  long  (leniandecl.  'J'lie 
twentieth  century  lias  been  described  as  a 
century  in  a  hurry.  Time-saving  mctliods  and 
appliances  are  needed  everywhere.  It  is  in- 
evitable that  the  time  Mixing  principle  should 
be  extended  to  literature.  .  .  .  The  new  Harms- 
worth  fortnightly  is  destined  to  provide  the 
remedy.  .  .  .  A  book  like  The  Origin  of  Species 
will  be  presented  to  you  as  if  Darwin  had 
•written  it  in  the  form  of  an  article  for  the 
busy  man  who  reads  The  Jhiilij  Mnil;  Jane 
Eyre,  as  if  Charlotte  Dronte  had  written  it  as  a 
short  story  for  a  magazine." 

It  is  a  fine  conception.  We  hope  we  have 
caught  the  spirit  of  it  in  our  attempt  to  re-write 
The  Egol-t.} 

LORD  WILLOUGHBY'S  WOOING. 

[You  can  start  this  story  now .'] 
SYNOPSIS  OF  PREVIOUS   CHAPTERS. 

After  an   able   but   slightly   fanciful 
prelude,  in  wliicli  the  author,  with,  what 
seems  now   to   have  .been  almost   pro- 
phetic insight,  refers  to  the  dangers  and 
difficulties  of  the  explorer  ''  on  the  edge 
of  the  Pole,"  we  are  introduced  to 
LORD  WILLOUGHBY  PATTERNE,   a    typical 
English  peer  of  the  better  class,  the 
owner  of  a  fine  park  and  mansion. 
His  lithe-limbed  figure  is  the  admi- 
ration of  all,  particularly  of 
MRS.  MOUNTSTUART  JoTKiNSON,  one  of  his 
neighbours.      Lord  Willoughby  is 
madly  in  love  with  a  charming  girl, 
LADY  CONSTANTS  DURHAM.    She  however 
throws  him  over  and  elopes  with 
the  scion  of  a  noble  house  who  is 
in  the  Guards.     Lord  Willoughby 
is    literally   decimated   with  grief, 
and  turns  for  consolation  to 
LADY  LETITIA  DALE,  a  charming  girl  who 
lives  close  by.     Before  lie  can  pro- 
pose to  her  he  becomes  the  winner 
of    the    great    Atlas    Competition, 
which  entitles  him  to  a  free  tour 
round   the   world.     On   his  return 
from  this  he  finds  that  Lady  Letitia 
has  lost  much  of  her  beauty.     Sud- 
denly,  to  the  surprise  of  all,   he 
announces  his  engagement  to 
Miss  CLARAMiDDLETOX.acharming,  though 
untitled,  girl,  who  is  the  daughter  of 
BISHOP     MIDDI.ETON,    a    famous     divine. 
Father  and  daughter  come  to  stay 
at  Patterne    Hall.      Clara   takes   a 
great  interest  in  young 
HON.  CROSSJAY  PATTERNE,  a  small  relative 
of  Lord  Willoughby,  and  who  is  in- 
tended for  the  Navy.     He  is  being 
coached  by 
VERNON  WHITFORD,  a  handsome  and  melan- 
choly man,  who  is  secretly  in  love 
with   Clara,   but   from   motives   of 
poverty  and  honour  refrains  from 
pressing    his    suit.      Clara    thinks 
that  Crossjay  will  have  no  chance 
of  pas-ing  for  the  Navy  unless  he  is 
specially  craiimud.     [In   regard  to 


which  an  interesting  discussion  has 
arisen  in  our  columns  and  is  «m- 
tinued  below. — EDITOR.]  It  is  upon 
this  point  that  the  first  lovers'  tiff 
between  her  and  Lord  Willoughby 
has  arisen. 

GENERAL  SIR  HORACE  DE  CRAYE.  A  fasci- 
nating and  sentimental  Irishman. 
He  has  recently  been  the  victim  of 
a  nasty  cab  accident. 

CHAPTER    XX. 

An  Aged  and  a  Groat  Wine. 
Bishop  Middleton  was  walkingleisurely 
up  and  down  the  lawn  until  he  should 
hear  the  bell  to  dress  for  dinner.  As  lie 
paced  the  soft  turf,  elastic  on  muscles 
of  calf  and  foot,  he  bore  his  broad  iron- 
grey  head  in  grand  elevation.  Needless 
to  say,  however,  he  was  troubled  about 
his  daughter.  Her  mother,  Lndy  Jane, 
had  been  an  amiable  woman,  of  the 
poetical  temperament  nevertheless,  too 
enthusiastic,  imaginative,  impulsive  for 
the  repose  of  a  sober  divine  ;  an  admir- 
able woman,  still,  as  you  see,  a  woman, 
a  firework.  Clara  took  after  her— 
hence  these  tears.  A  husband  was  her 
proper  custodian,  justly  relieving  a 
father.  With  Socialists  and  so-called 
Liberals  abroad  and  daughters  at  home, 
philosophy  is  needed  for  us  to  keep 
erect.  Let  the  girl  be  Cicero's  Tullia, 
as  the  saying  is  :  well,  she  dies  !  The 
choicest  of  them  will  furnish  us  examples 
of  a  strange  perversity. 

While  he  was  rumina'ing  in  this 
extraordinary  manner  he  was  approached 
by  Lord  Willoughby,  who  was  swinging 
the  key  of  his  cellar. 

"What  will  you  drink,  Bishop?" 
asked  his  lordship. 

"Well,"  said  Dr.  Middleton,  cautiously, 
"  what  have  you " 

"Come  and  see.  I  am  just  going 
down  to  my  cellar." 

'  Have  you  anything  good  ?  " 

'A  wine  aged  ninety." 

'Port?" 

'  Port." 

'Ah,  we  are  in  England." 

[The  Australians  much  appreciated  Pcllier 
Water  during  their  stay  in  this  country. — A  DVT.] 

A  chirrup  was  in  the  right  reverend 
bishop's  tone  as  he  launched  into  his 
famous  discourse  on  wines:  "Hocks," 
he  said,  "are  sometimes  old.  I  have 
tasted  very  old  Hocks.  There  are  many 
different  kinds  of  Hocks.  We  say  Old 
Tawny  Port.  We  cannot  say  that  of  any 
other  drink.  We  never,  for  instance, 
say  Old  Tawny  Ginger  Ale.  Port  is 
literally  deep-sea  deep.  It  is  like  a 
classic  tragedy ;  for  example,  The  Aga- 
memnon, which  is,  I  hear,  appearing 
in  fortnightly  parts  in  '  The  World's 
Great  Books.'  Port  is  our  noblest  legacy. 
Burgundy  has  great  genius.  I  do  not 
compare  the  wines  ;  I  distinguish  the 


qualities.      Claret  also,  as  you  say,  has 
moments." 

[Do  you  drink  Three  Moon  Brandy  ? — A  DVT.] 

Conversing  jocularly  thus,  they  ap- 
proached the  cellar.  But  their  gaiety 
left  them  as  they  began  to  descend. 
The  cool,  vaulted  passages  struck  a 
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sudden  chill  into  the  heart  of  his  lord- 
ship. He  shivered.  A  nameless  fear 
also  seized  the  eminent  divine. 

"  Wait,"  he  said  hoarsely  ;  "  there  is 
something  I  must  tell  you." 

It  was  too  late.  The  other  had  turned 
the  key  and  the  cellar-door  swung  open. 

They  held  their  breath  as  they  peered 
into  the  darkness.  What  icas  that? 

A  sudden  shriek,  and  then  silence. 
(To  lie  continued.) 

WOULD  Cito=sjAY  HAVE  PASSED  INTO 
THE  NAVY  ? 

To  the  Editor  of  "  Tlie  Dally  Mail." 
The  Laurels,  Eastbourne. 

DEAR  SIR, — I  have  been  much  inte- 
rested in  the  discussion  which  has  arisen 
with  regard  to  the  education  of  the  lad 
Crossjay,  and  I  am  certainly  of  opinion 
that  it  would  be  advisable  to  remove 
him  from  his  present  tutor,  and  place 
him  in  charge  of  a  specialist  in  pre- 
paring boys  for  the  Navy.  Speaking  for 
myself,  I  have  one  vacancy  for  the  next 
term;  and  I  may  state  that  boys  under 
my  charge  are  not  only  instructed  by  a 
highly  qualified  staff  of  resident  gradu- 
ates, but  also  receive  every  home  atten- 
tion from  Mrs.  Tutt,  assisted  by  an 
efficient  lady  matron. 

I  am,  Sir,  &c.  PERCY  TUTT. 

Owing  to  the  great  interest  aroused 
in  this  question,  an  interest  which  will 
be  largely  increased  by  Mr.  Tutt's  letter, 
we  have  telegraphed  to  the  headmasters 
of  all  our  leading  public  schools,  asking 
them  to  let  us  know  whether,  in  their 
opinion,  a  private  tutor  or  a  coaching 
establishment  is  the  better  preparation 
for  the  Navy.  We  print  the  answers 
we  have  received  : — 

From  the  HEADMASTER  OF  POCKLINCION: 
"Many  of  our  boys  pass  direct  into 
Army  without  extra  coaching." 

From  the  HEADMASTER  OF  CLA  YES  MODE: 
"  The  health  of  the  pupil  is  of  more 
importance  than  mere  examinations." 

From  the  HEADMASTER  OF  BROMSUROVE  : 
"  It  depends  on  the  boy." 

[You  must  have  a  glass  of  Sherry.— A  nvr.] 

A.  A.  M. 


C.,  1909.] 
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MUST  AID  FOU  Till:  DIIAMA. 
Tin:  spirited  new  departure  taken 
liy  Mr.  HKIIIIKHT  TiirAvn  in  enriching 
the  llaymarket  programmes  for  King 
Lear  with  an  essay  mi  that  momentous 
tragedy  is,  we  are  glad  to  Ic.irn,  about 
to  he  extensively  followed  by  other 
IB,  managers  and  presenters.  It 
is  with  sim-ere  pleasure  that  we  repro- 
duee  portions  of  the  masterly  appreci- 
ation dl  Dear  Little  Denmark,  which 
lias  recently  emanated  from  the  scholarly 
pen  of  Mr.  FRANK  CURZOH.  # 
Dear  Liltle  Denmark  is  PAUL 
supreme  achieveinent,  perhaps  the  most 
poignant  and  >•  ou  [-shaking  comedy  ever 
written,  excelling  the  Frogs  of  AHISTO- 
i 'HANKS  iii  subtlety  of  characterisation, 
The  School  for  Scandal  in  beauty  of 
execution,  and  Our  Boys  in  profundity 
of  thought.  4  f  .-f 
Never  was  a  more  during  conception 
than  that  of  OfJielia,  a  maiden  from 
.1  ul  la  u  1,  wearing  a  tall  hat  and  speaking 
broad  Lancashire  !  A  lesser  genius  with 
a  lesser  conception  of  cosmic  humour 
would  have  shrunk  from  such  a  teme- 
rarious flight!  But  PAUL  RUBENS,  uniting, 
as  his  name  implies,  apostolic  fervour 
with  the  opulent  artistry  of  an  old 
master,  shrinks  from  nothing.  His 
tragically  profound  sense  of  humour 
perceived  that  this  strange  manifestation 
of  the  etoig  iceibliehe  supplied  a  scope 
for  irony  which  great  imaginations  have 
always  found  in  human  affairs,  and  the 
result  is  an  overwhelming  justification 
of  his  intrepid  enterprise.  4*  4 

In  hia  versatility — for  lie  is  his  own 
librettist— PAUL  KUBKNS  challenges  com- 
parison with  the  B:iyreuth  Colossus  and 
emerges  triumphantly  from  the  exacting 
ordeal.  •  For  while  WAONER'S  command 
of  sentiment  was  restricted  to  its  more 
serious  phases  PAUL  RUBENS  ranges 
over  the  whole  gamut  of  human  emotion 
from  elemental  passion  to  the  most 
delicate  caprice.  WAONKR,  great  genius 
that  he  was,  could  never  have  written 
that  adorable  refrain  to  the  "humming 
duel.": — 

OK.  tiddily  urn ! 

J .uiu  tity  toty  turn  ! 

1 .11111  tiildily  HIM  ! 

Lum  tity  toty  turn  ! 

J.um  tiddily  urn! 

l.niii  tity  toty  turn! 

Llllll  ti  to  la  tec 
Tiddily  inn  ! 

To  find  a  parallel  to  the  fine  careless 
rapture  of  this  wonderful  lyric  one  has 
to  go  back  to  llEitisteK,  CATLI.I.I  B  or 
XMTHO.  #  #  f  #  * 
Another  trait  in  TAIL  Kt  m:ss  which 
stamps  him  with  the  indelible  hall-mark 
of  genius  is  his  prescience.  Thus  the 
family  name  of  the  Duke  in  Dt-nr  Little 
Denmark  is  SomMtMm,  though  the  pro- 
duction antedated  by  many  weeks  the 
sudden  leap  into  eminence  of  his  nanic- 


School  Gorvrnem.  "  WHY,  VERA,  YOOB  ESSAY  is  COPIED  WORD  KOR  WORD  moil  MiuiCUkT." 
Vera.  "  WELL,  I  Tnofcirr  I  COII.DX'T  DO  A  BETTER  ONE  MYSELF." 


sake,  the  renowned  Eskimo  linguist  and 
champion  of  Dr.  COOK.  But  in  nomen- 
clature, as  in  all  else,  PAUL  RUBKNS  is 
paramount  in  poetic  significance  and 
imaginative  splendour.  Note  how  trip- 
pingly his  title  flows  from  the  tongue — 
Dear  TAnle  Denmark,  and  compare  it 
with  the  clumsy  inanity  of,  say,  Ctieap 
jreat  Sweden  or  Hateful  Huge  Russia. 
In  fine,  anyone  who  reads  the  play 
iright  will  find  through  all  its  spiritual 
•haos  and  terror  the  -avage,  majestic, 
tiimaii  soul  struggling  towards  gentle- 
ness, dignity  and  feeling  for  others. 
Changed  are  the  men  and  women  who 
lave  come  through  these  stormy  waters. 
md  the  headstrong,  wilful  Haiisen  of 
he  opening  scene  is  hardly  recogni-able 
11  the  discredited  Court  physician  who, 
n  the  hour  of  supreme  humiliation  and 


defeat,  forgets  his  own  sorrows  to  com- 
fort his  faithful  Lancashire  sweetheart 
from  the  vine-clad  summit-,  of  Jutl  nul. 

"  Incapacitated,  presumably  by  Rout,  judging 
from  the  Ixxit  tliat  cannot  em-ujie  tlie  eye  of  a 
sufTrrrr  fi1  >in  tliix  lomplaint,  the  lady  sat  com- 
placently in  a  chair." — The  Obnerrrr. 

"  Judging,"  we  should  have  said  (mind- 
ful of  the  gouty  squire  of  fiction)  "  by 
the  eye  that  cannot  escape  the  boot  of  a 
sufferer  from  this  complaint." 


"  Widower  (35),  two  daughters,  deaim  cor- 
respondence with  smart,  lovable  young  lady, 
able  to  swim." — Yorkthire  Pott. 

We  suggest  to  Mr.  MAUGHAM  that  he 
should  strike  new  ground  by  making 
his  next  heroine  a  smart,  lovable  young 
lady,  who  can  swim. 
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THE   NEW  FOLKS  AT  HOME. 

IT. 

London  (England^. 

DEAR  SADIE,  —  It's  a  terrible  while 
since  I  heard  from  you,  and  I  've  been 
looking  for  something  from  your  end  of 
the  line  this  last  month.  Just  rustle 
two  cents  (that 's  all  it  is  now)  and  send 
me  a  letter,  dear,  quick  ;  I  'd  like  to 
know  what 's  happening  your  way. 

Pop  is  in  terrible  disgrace,  and  I  must 
tell  you  about  it.  The  whole  racket  was 
over  a  salmon,  so  I  reckon  you  won't 
understand  it ;  but  it  shows  what  queer 
folk  they  are  over  here  anyway.  This 
is  how  it  happened.  Pop  was  staying  iu 
Scotland  at  a  house  where  they  Ve  got  a 
grouse  reservation  and  a  bit  of  a  wood, 
and  a  little  one-horse  creek  with  salmon 
in  it.  All  the  sports  were  crazy  to  catch 
a  salmon,  but  couldn't  do  it,  although 
they  tried  for  weeks  and  talked  about  it 
no  end.  You  have  to  wear  a  hat  trimmed 
with  flies,  and  creep  about  behind  bushes 
so  as  to  fool  the  salmon,  and  if  you  're  in 
luck  you  get  a  rise  ;  and  that 's  the  end 
of  it,  because  it  never  comes  to  anything. 
Well,  Pop  had  noticed  the  men  doing 
all  this  play-acting,  and  listened  to  their 
hard-luck  tales  about  the  pesky  fish,  and 
one  night  he  fixed  it  up  to  have  a  dash 
himself.  Next  morning,  bright  and 
early,  Pop  went  out  and  dug  up  a  worm, 
put  it  on  a  hook  and  dropped  it  into  the 
creek  and  waited  for  the  bell  to  ring. 
Sure  enough  in  a  minute  or  two  he  felt 
a  tug  and  yanked  out  a  big  salmon  !  It 
was  a  beauty,  and  Pop  was  in  two  minds 
about  putting  it  back  because  fish  doa't 
agree  with  him,  but  he  concluded  to  take 
it  indoors  and  show  the  folks.  When 
they  saw  the  fish  and  heard  how  Pop 
had  caught  it  they  were  fit  to  be  tied, 
they  were  so  mad.  It  appears  that  the 
old  man  had  done  the  wrong  thing 
somehow,  and  ought  not  to  have  fished 
that  way  on  any  account !  One  man  said 
it  was  worse  than  shooting  foxes,  and 
another  one  said  it  wasn't  cricket !  And 
Pop  said,  No,  of  course  it  wasn't,  it  was 
fishing,  and  all  he  cared  about  was  results ! 
They  didn't  quit  talking  about  it  all  day, 
and  they  kept  up  until  Pop  cleared  out. 
It 's  a  kind  of  mystery,  anyhow. 

I  met  Maisie  Hopkins  out  shopping 
one  day  last  week,  and  we  went  to  the 
Silence  Room  and  had  a  long  talk.  As 
soon  as  her  souvenir  collection  is  ready 
she  's  going  back  home,  and  my  word  ! 
Sadie,  she  has  got  some  things.  Maisie 
is  no  slouch  when  antiques  are  around  ! 
Four  full-sized  Saratogas  bursting  with 
them — curios,  hotel  spoons  and  relics  ! 
It  made  my  mouth  water  worse  than  a 
melon !  Maisie  says  collecting  is  dead 
easy  in  this  country  because  folks  don't 
savvy  the  value  of  things  and  don't 
know  what  they  're  selling  half  the  time. 
For  instance,  Maisie  was  in  a  cathedral 


town  and  lit  on  an  old  curiosity-store  on 
a  side-street,  and  you  ought  to  see  the 
bargains  that  woman  walked  away  with ! 
There  was  a  plague-pipe — there  are  only 
about  half-a-dozen  of  them  left  in  the 
country — and  a  silver  coin  very  old,  with 
B.C.  62  on  it,  and  the  cutest  snuff-box 
you  ever  saw  !  It  was  dug  up  some- 
where in  a  p:irt  called  Cornwall  and 
belonged  to  King  ARTHUR  !  The  old 
hay-seed  who  was  tending  store  for  his 
brother  let  her  have  the  things  for  a 
song !  I  tell  Maisie  she  has  all  the  luck, 
sure,  but  she  says  No,  it 's  just  the  bar- 
gain sense  !  I  guess  she  's  right. 

I  took  Pop  to  dinner  at  the  Wacken- 
baths  a  few  nights  back.  Old  man 
Wackenbath  has  struck  it  rich  in  glue, 
and  he  's  over  here  now  collecting  heir- 
looms. He  claims  that  his  collection  is 
the  biggest  in  Europe,  and  I  guess  he 's 
not  far  off  the  mark.  There  were  a  lot 
of  folks  there,  and  after  dinner  most 
everybody  settled  down  to  bridge  ;  so  I 
talked  to  the  man  who  took  me  in.  He  is 
iu  the  Army,  and  games  give  him  brain 
fag,  he  says.  He  wears  a  monocle,  and  I 
asked  him  why.  And  he  said  it  was  a 
regimental  custom,  and  the  other  officers 
would  haze  him  if  lie  didn't !  I  never 
saw  such  a  man  !  We  got  on  to  Ameri- 
can history  and  national  heroes,  and  I 
asked  him  who  was  his  favourite  cha- 
racter in  American  history  —  GEORGE 
WASHINGTON  or  ROCKEFELLER?  and  he 
said  the  Governor  of  North  Carolina 
was  his  favourite  character !  Sakes 
alive  !  I  couldn't  make  anything  of  the 
man  ;  but  he 's  going  to  call  here  some 
afternoon,  if  he  can  get  time  off.  He 's 
in  the  Guards,  and  they  hardly  have 
time  for  anything,  they  have  to  work  so. 
It 's  too  bad. 

Cy  has  just  come  prancing  in  as 
proud  as  a  poodle  with  a  blue  rosette. 
He  got  among  some  green-goods  men  at 
a  race  meeting,  and  they  thought  he  was 
a  Britisher  because  he  didn't  wear  a  flat 
hat  and  fancy  shoe-lac?s,  and  one  of  the 
men  said  he  was  at  school  with  Cy,  and 
Cy  said,  Yes,  sure,  and  did  he  remember 
the  old  vicarage  with  the  honeysuckle 
round  the  portico  where  they  used  to 
spend  vacations  ?  And  the  man  said, 
Yes,  and  would  Cy  flutter  for  sovereigns  ? 
So  Cy  fluttered,  and  won  twice,  and  then 
he  wouldn't  go  on  with  it,  and  when  the 
man  said,  Why  not  ?  Cy  said  that  his  old 
man — the  Vicar — told  him  never  to  toss 
more  than  twice  with  old  school-mates 
at  race  meetings  because  it  was  immoral. 
The  green-goods  merchant  cracked  on  to 
beat  the  band  and  said  that  Cy  ought  to 
be  deported !  I  reckon  Cy  is  slick 
enough  to  be  a  politician  ;  what  do  you 
think? 

How  are  things  at  Bangville?  I  shall 
be  glad  to  be  back  along  with  all  the 
folks,  though  I  'm  not  saying  that  it 
isn't  good  fun,  this  travelling  around 


and  seeing  things.  I  shall  never  be 
sorry  I  brought  Pop  over  here,  and  it 
does  me  good  to  see  him !  he 's  as 
chipper  as  a  sandfly,  and  enjoys  himself 
all  the -time. 

Write  as  soon  as  you  can,  Sadie,  and 
send  me  all  the  news.  I  must  quit  now 
as  1  'm  going  to  try  on  some  clothes  and 
the  woman  is  waiting.  They  're  dreams, 
but  I  haven't  the  time  to  tell  you  about 
them  this  mail.  Happy  days  ! 

Yours  as  before,  ELM  IRA. 


THE   STAG   0'   TKN. 
WE  left  the  lodge  in  the  morning, 

The  rime  was  white  on  the  grass, 
The  cock  grouse  crowed  on  the  hillocks 

To  cheer  us  up  the  Pass, 
The  peaks  wire  in  golden  glory, 

The  flats  wine-purple,  when 
We  left  the  lodge  in  the  morning 

To  look  for  the  stag  o'  ten  ! 

And  we  searched  each  face  and  corrie, 

And  we  saw  the  heather  swim 
A-jump  in  the  heat  at  noontide, 

All  hazy  blue  and  dim  : 
And  we  saw  the  red  hinds  listen 

Heads  high  and  ears  held  still, 
And  we  watched  the  bobbing  canter 

That  carried  them  up  the  hill ! 

We  spied  and  we  crawled  and  clambered , 

But  never  the  glass  picked  up 
A  hint  of  his  branching  honours — 

Of  brow,  of  tray,  of  cup, 
Till  over  the  western  summits 

The  night  came  down  the  glen, 
And  out  came  a  star  to  mock  us 

For  w.mt  of  the  stag  o'  ten  ! 

As  back  to  the  lodge's  lamp-light 

We  went  by  the  darkling  braes, 
All  solemnly  through  the  birches 

The  moon  came  up  to  gaze 
On  one  of  us  lamely  limping, 

Burnt  sorely  red  and  brown, 
As  stiff  as  a  kitchen  poker 

With  "  plowtering  up  an'  down  !  " 

lint  we'd  seen  some  six  fair  counties 

Spread  out  as  a  map  might  be ; 
We  'd  seen  an  eagle  wheeling, 

A  far  gray  shield  of  sea  ; 
We  'd  looked  on  the  rugged  splendour 

Of  loch  and  rock  and  Ben — 
So  one  of  us  said  'twas  worth  it, 

In  spite  of  the  stag  o'  ten  ! 


"  The  dispute  at  the  Auckland  Park  Collieries, 
Bishop  Auckland,  was  accentuated  yesterday 
by  the  putters  declining  to  undertake  the  duties 
of  the  disaffected  drivers." 

The  \\'i'xl minvtcr  Gazette. 

No  wonder.     Much  better  try  an  iron. 


The  Truth,  about  Moses. 

"  Captain  Peary,  who,  like  Moses,  was  granted 
but  the  sight  of  the  Pole."  —  The  Eastern 
TYoriiiee  Herald. 
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Krcllli   WITH   HIS   FAMILY  AND   FRIENDS  CELEBRATING  THE   THIRTIETH    ANNIVERSARY   «r    MIS   msco\KIIY    "  T1IAT   AST   TWO   BIDRM  <>P  A  TWAMH.K 

ARK  TOUETHKR   (IKKMKB  TIUN   TIIK    IIIIBD."  


THE   "EOOFER'S"  SUCCESSOR. 

THE  roofer  is  dead ;  that  is  certain. 
But  when  did  it  die?  When  did  the 
agreeable-  habit  of  thanking  a  hostess 
for  a  pleasant  visit  beneath  her  roof  die 
and  disappear?  It  would  puzzle  the 
social  historian  to  say,  but  it  probably 
met  its  end  at  about  the  same  time  as 
many  other  good  manners.  To-day 
visitors  come  and  go  and  say  nothing 
nl  it,  and  it  is  by  way  of  commentary 
on  this  new  departure  that  a  hostess  of 
imagination  has  invented  a  novel  type 
of  duty-letter.  It  tikes  the  form  of  a 
communication  from  the  hostess  to  her 
guest  thanking  him  for  being  so  gracious 
as  to  confer  distinction  on  her  house 
by  his  presence  and  so  condescending 
as  to  eat  her  food  and  drink  her  wine. 
It  runs  something  liko  this: — 

"  DEAU  Mu.  BLANK, — I  trust  that  you 
got  home  safely,  and  found  that  all  had 
gone  well  during  your  absence.  It  was 
very  kind  of  you  to  spare  so  nmch  of 
your  valuable  time  for  such  insignificant 
persons  as  ours-clvi  s,  and  we  duly  appre- 
ciate the  honour  done  us,  especially 
when  we  recollect  how  far  we  live  from 


town,  and  how  few  attractions  the  house 
can  offer  to  so  repandu  a  worldling  as 
yourself.  If  at  any  time  you  are  so 
good  as  to  pay  us  another  visit,  I  trust 
you  will  remember  that  a  Complaint 
Book  is  placed  in  the  hall,  and  anything 
that  you  object  to  we  will  do  our  best  to 
improve. 

"  Pray  do  not  trouble  to  acknowledge 
this,  and  believe  me  to  be  yours  to 
command,  "  ALICE  HAVEN." 

NATURAL  HISTORY  NOTE. 
DEAR  MB.  PUNCH,— I  think  that  you 
as  a  dog-lover  (for  you  do  love  Toby, 
don't  you  ?  At  any  rate,  you  seem  to 
be  inseparables)  will  be  interested  in 
hearing  of  an  invention  that  has  just 
been  perfected  by  Messrs.  Curzon  of  the 
Strand,  the  well-known  mathematical- 
instrument  makers.  This  consists  of  a 
pedometer  for  dogs,  so  carefully  con- 
structed that  it  may  be  altered  in  its 
gear  to  suit  the  gait  of  both  a  toy  terrier 
and  a  St.  Bernard.  It  is  a  small  instru- 
ment witli  a  strap  to  fix  it  firmly  to  the 
leg.  so  that  the  dog  cannot  worry  it  off. 
Every  dog-lover  has  remarked  from  time 


to  time  upon  the  wonderful  distances 
that  his  dogs  run  when  they  are  out 
with  him.  By  means  of  this  pedometer 
those  distances  can  now  be  ascertained. 
I  tried  one  on  a  fox-terrier  last  week, 
affixing  it  to  him  nt  the  beginning  of 
a  walk  over  the  hills  which  was  to  ex- 
tend on  my  part  to  a  measured  two-and- 
a-half  miles,  or  exactly  an  hour  in  time. 
Will  you  believe  it,  that  when  the  hour 
was  up  the  dog  had  covered  fifteen-and- 
a-third  miles  ?  You  see  how  interesting 
this  invention  will  make  country  walks  ; 
and  I  need  hardly  remind  you  of  the  bete, 
etc.,  it  will  lead  to. 

Yours,        PHIL  CAIHE. 


.  Forwards,  Arthurs,  Simpson, 
Patlley,  Haybould,  and  Lee.  ...  The  Worksop 
forward  line  was  very  weak,  snd  the  only 
players  worthy  of  any  praise  were  Arthurs, 
Simpson,  Padley,  and  lee."—Ket/ord  Time*. 
Our  sympathies  go  out  to  RATBOCLD. 

"  There  are  middle-aged  men  lining  on  the 
who  recollect  their  fathers  and  uncles 
attending   this   school."—  The   E<ut  Grmtttad 
Observer. 
(Sensation.) 
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Chauffeur  (consolingly).  "  You  "D  'AVE  'AD  'ill,  Sin,  IF  UE  'ADN'T  SKIDDED." 


TO  A  TEMPLE  PIGEON. 

3,  Temple  Buildings. 

(Go  on  climbing  stairs  till 
you  see  my  name  on  a  door.) 

Mr  DEAR  HERBERT, — I  think  you  are 
being  a  very  silly  pigeon.  It  used  to 
be  suck  a  comfortable  arrangement, 
your  coming  to  the  window  of  my  rooms. 
After  all,  you  did  not  have  to  struggle 
with  the  stairs,  and,  even  if  I  had 
wanted  to,  I  couldn't  fly  to  your  nest. 
How  was  I  to  know  where  it  is,  or 
whether  you  pigeons  even  have  nests 
at  all  ?  Then  you  suddenly  go  and  take 
offence  and  never  come  back  to  the  old 
window-sill  any  more.  As  I  say,  I 
think  you  are  behaving  foolishly,  even 
for  a  pigeon. 

I  must  confess  that,  when  in  the  first 
place  I  started  putting  crumbs  on  the 
sill,  it  was  not  so  much  out  of  kindness 
to  you  as  becausa  I  did  not  know  where 
else  on  earth  to  put  them.  If  I  threw  them 
out  on  to  the  lawn,  there  were  always 
the  Temple  porters  with  top-hats  ;  if  I 
put  them  down  the  waste  pipe,  there 
were  alwaj  s  sanitary  inspectors  without 
top-hats,  but  with  a  lot  of  violence  con- 
cealed about  them.  So  I  laid  them  on 
the  sill  and  you  came  along  and  thought 
that  I  was  meaning  to  do  you  a  good 
turn.  Who  was  I  to  undeceive  you  ? 
Really,  my  dear  old  bird,  you  cannot 
blame  me  for  that.  Be  blowed,  they 


were  excellent  crumbs  as  crumbs  go, 
and  I  know  lots  of  sparrows  who  would 
simply  have  hopped  at  them.  Moreover, 
I  dare  say  that  when  you  first  took  to 
leaving  feathers  on  the  sill  you  were 
not  thinking  entirely  of  my  pipe-clean- 
ing. Of  course  you  will  now  say  that 
you  were,  but  I  can  quite  imagine  that, 
though  feathers  are  all  very  well  to  fly 
with  and  to  keep  yourself  warm  and  all 
that,  it  is  very  comforting  to  find  a  man 
who  will  let  you  shed  the  worn-out  ones 
all  over  his  house  and  still  go  on  giving 
you  crumbs.  You  simply  dared  not  go 
into  a  second-hand  clothes  shop  and  try 
to  dispose  of  them ;  you  knew  that,  if 
you  once  started  doing  that,  you  would 
probably  end  in  a  cage  or  in  a  pie. 

As  it  was  our  little  mutual  arr;ingement 
might  have  gone  on  for  years  and  years  (or 
for  as  many  years  as  pigeons  go  on),  and 
no  blame  have  attached  to  either  party, 
when  you  go  and  make  an  idiot  of  yourself 
over  a  cigarette-end.  Surely  you  are 
never  going  to  say  that  I  had  no  right 
to  put  it  there?  After  all,  it  is  my  sill, 
and  how  was  I  to  know  that  you  were 
a  non-smoker?  Besides,  even  a  non- 
smoker  might  have  known  that,  witli 
however  good  intentions  you  start  a 
cigarette,  you  have  to  leave  off  before 
you  get  to  the  end.  Then  there  is  that 
tiresome  bit  to  get  rid  of,  and,  as 
the  Temple  porters  still  wore  top-hats 


and  the  inspectors  were  still  sanitary, 
there  was  nothing  else  for  it  but  the 
window-sill  again.  But  I  thought  that 
any  fool  could  tell  the  difference  between 
a  cigarette-end  and  a  crumb,  and  surely 
you  are  aware  that,  if  you  do  not  care 
for  what  you  happen  to  be  eating,  you 
can  always  leave  it  on  your  plate  ? 

Now  look  here,  old  cock.  I  am  ready 
to  climb  down,  if  you  are  ready  to  climb 
up.  Come  and  patronise  the  old  window- 
sill,  for  goodness'  sake,  and  get  on  with 
your  crumbs,  and  let  me  get  on  with 
the  cleaning  of  my  pipes.  Anyhow,  I 
promise  not  to  put  another  cigarette- 
end  in  your  way  unless  I  feel  that  I 
simply  must  have  one  more  good  laugh. 
Lastly,  I  warn  you  that,  if  you  ignore 
my  very  decent  offer,  I  shall  resort  to 
drastic  courses.  I  may  even  have  to 
punish  you  by  sub-letting  my  rooms  to 
a  man  I  know  who  eats  all  his  crumbs 
himself,  keeps  an  air -gun  and  simply 
hates  pigeons. 

Yours  still,  GEOGGE. 

An  Authentic  Criticism. 
Working  Man.  "  What  I  say  is,  why 
tax  the  working  man's  beer  and  tobacco  ? 
Why  can't  things  stop  as  they  are? 
What  do  we  want  a  Budget  for?  Never 
heard  of  it  before  LLOYD-GEORGE  came — 
it 's  one  of  his  fads." 


PUNCH.    oil   TIIK    LONDON'   CIIAUIVAKI.     Ocmm*  ft,   1000. 


A  DOG'S   CHANCE. 

KOBIJ.  SPAMEL  (anncering  to  name  of  "Marqui*").  "THEY  TELL  ME  THAT  AS  A  SPORTSMAN  I  QUO  I  IT 
TO  TACKLE  THIS  THING  ;    BUT  I  'M  NOT  AT  ALL  SURE  I  SHAN'T  LET  IT  PASS." 


OoroiiKtt  G,  1009.] 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON   Cll  \i;i\  AIM. 


1M7 


ESSENCE     OF      PARLIAMENT. 

EXTJUOTED    KROM   THE   DlABT  OF   TOBT,    M.P. 


THE  "BACKWOODSMEN"  ARE  COMING  TO  TOWN. 
(A  Fancy  Sketch  of  the  March  of  the  Lords'  Reserves  on  their  way  to  deal  with  the  Bullet.) 


House  of  Commons,  Monday,  Septem- 
ber 27. — Only  thirty  questions  on  paper. 
When  first  culled  on  not  as  many  Mem- 
bers present.  Front  Opposition  B  -ncli 
tenantless.  Treasury  Bench  almo.st  in 
tame  condition.  Here  and  then;  ;i  lusty 
trout,  such  as  N.  B.  HALDANI:,  and  here, 
and  there  a  grayling,  represented  by 
SYDNEY  BUXTON,  who  also  had  question 
to  answer.  What  with  non-appearance 
ol  Memliers  who  have  put  questions 
down  and  non-arrival  of  Ministers  to 
whom  they  are  addressed,  collapse  of 
sitting  seems  imminent. 

Fine  opportunity  for  HOUUOUSE,  who 
makes  the  most  of  it.  Nominally  FIXAX- 
n  \i.  Six  'KKTARY  TO  TitEAsniY,  he  is  actually 
the  I'tility  Manof  the  Ministry.  When 
any  right  lion,  colleague  is  detained 
cl-ewhere  by  State  affairs,  he  sends 
written  answer  to  HOBHOUSE,  who  ill  due 
r.mrse  r.-ads  it  to  House.  A  quick- 
change  artist,  he  at  one  moment  repre- 
sents tin-  Admiralty,  anon  the  Board  of 
Trade,  frequently  the  Treasury,  Ll.<",i>- 
(li.niinK  being  shut  up  in  his  room 
draliing  new  clauses  for  Budget  Bill. 

All  very  well  to  read  typewritten 
manuscript.  OiHieuIty  presents  itself 


when  enquiring  minds  opposite  put 
supplementary  questions.  Process  akin 
to  that  of  giving  novice  swimming  lessons 
with  assistance  of  the  corks,  presently 
withdrawing  them  and  bidding  him 
go  ahead.  HOHHOCSE  comes  through 
ordeal  admirably.  Naturally  knows 
little  of  particulars  of  case  presented 
as  affected  by  internal 
whether  of  Admiralty.  Board  of  Trade, 
or  Treasury.  Nevertheless  manages  ta 
give  the  soft  answer  that  turneth  away 
curiosity. 

Business  done. — Thirty-fifth  sitting  in 
Committee  on  Budget  Bill.  Members 
in  almost  comatose  slate. 

Tuesday.  —  The  CIIATTEHJEE.S  in  full 
cry.  A  group  of  fourteen  questions 
relating  to  unrest  in  India  stands  in 
their  name.  CIIATTERJEE  Corrov  le.uls 
off  with  three.  Close  on  his  heels  come 
Arim  r  Ki  ini;i:iom>,  AHABINBO  MACKAR- 

atld  KOLHATKAR  LtTfON,  who  be- 
vaceination  is  at  the  bottom  of 
the  whole  bad  business.  From  his  tower 
on  top  corner  seat  below  Gangway,  KI:I:< 
OK  HINDI  SPAN"  looks  on,  watchful,  ready 
to  trip  up  the  CHATTKKJI 

(!i  t   a   hit  of   string  across  the  road 


preparation 


for    preliminary    canter 
<'i'iT>ix,     who    moved 


for  return  setting  forth  particulars  of 
recent  deportations  in  India.  KKKS  gave 
notice  of  another  designed  to  present 
situation  in  entirely  new  light.  When 
Questions  got  in  full  swing,  he,  a  sort 
of  Parliamentary  King's  Proctor,  was 
submitting  in 

form  of  cunningly  constructed  question 
propositions    designed     to    bring     the 
ignominiously   to    mother 


_ 
arrangements  constantly  "  intervening, 


CMAITKRJEES 
earth. 

One    of    the   finest    touches   in 

familiar    comedy     is    the    attitude 


the 
the 


CHATTERJEE.M  adopt  towards  their  inquisi- 
tor. They  just  ignore  him.  As  far  as 
sign  of  knowledge  of  his  presence  is 
forthcoming,  he  might  still  In-  in  Hindu- 
stan. If  it  were  the  Irish  Nationalist--' 
turn,  and  if  in  analogous  cimim- 
stances  anyone  were  to  controvert  their 
questions  by  argument  prefaced  by  the 
phra-e,  "Before  the  right  hon.  gentle- 
man answers  that  questi<  n.  may  I —  " 
would  be  wigs  on  the  green. 
1 1. ill  a  dozen  of  the  bhoya  would  !• 
their  feet  and  fall  on  the  intruder. 

1\  ~sil.l\     !  -     lliftillle* 
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lienevolcnt  Old  Gentleman  (to  needy  applicant  for  a  j>b).  "Brr  T.IE  LAST  MAN'  I  HELVED  TURNED  OUT  TO  BE  A  uti:iii..VR." 
Seedy  Applicant.  "An,  YER  'ONOUR,  THAT'S  now  INNKIICENT  MES  LIKE  YOU  AND  ME  'AS  TO  SUFFER!" 


yearns  for  little  attention  of  that  kind. 
Nothing,  more  chilling  than  silence 
broken  occasionally  by  voice  of  SPEAKKR 
with  call  to  Order.  Sometimes  relief 
forthcoming  from  KOLHATKAK  LUPTON. 
Has  long  suspected  REES  of  having 
been  vaccinated.  Knows  that,  even  if 
Rules  permitted  him  to  address  enquiry 
designed  to  clear  up  doubt  on  subject, 
UI:KS  would  work  in  one  of  his  innocent- 
looking  counter- interrogations  and  sug- 
gest that,  assuming  (which  he  would 
not)  the  suspicion  were  well  founded, 
the  alleged  act  took  place  at  a  time 
when,  owing  to  his  being  a  minor,  he 
had  no  legal  responsibility. 

Nevertheless,  though  up  to  present 
date  he  has  mastered  disposition  to 
formulate  enquiry  on  the  subject,  LUPTON 
regards  REES  with  gravest  suspicion, 
moving  uneasily  in  his  seat  when  he 
hears  his  voice.  Some  day  temptation 
will  prove  irresistible  and  REES  OF 
HINDUSTAN,  warned  off  prevarication,  will 
be  publicly  challenged  to  say  "  Yes  "  or 
"No  "  to  a  personal  question. 

Another  part  in  comedy  admirably 
filled  is  that  of  UNDER-SECRETARY  FOB 
INDIA.  Came  down  to-day  with  sheaf  of 


manuscript  containing  official  answers  to 
questions  on  the  paper.  Before  he  could 
read  No.  1,  REES  OF  HINDUSTAN  inter- 
posed, turning  searchlight  full  upon  the 
CHATTERJEES  grouped  on  the  benches 
below,  disclosing,  a.s  it  were  through  the 
back  of  their  heads,  the  disloyal  inten- 
tions that  inspire  their  indictment  of 
the  Indian  Executive  Government. 
EMBANK  not  to  be  drawn  into  con- 
troversy. He  also  ignores  existence 
of  REES  OF  HINDUSTAN,  a  condition  to 
which  that  gentleman  is  growing 
accustomed. 

"In  reply  to  the  question  on  tlie  paper," 
says  ELIBANK  with  emphasis  establishing 
a  distinction,  and  then  comes  the  bare 
ret-ital  of  facts. 

Here  the  incident  might  be  expected 
to  end.  Such  expectation  indicates 
ignorance  of  the  ways  of  the  CHATTEIMEES. 
They  have  asked  their  question  and  re- 
ceived full  answer.  Instantly  full  pack 
on  its  hind  legs  yelping  in  chorus  fresh 
enquiries.  EMBANK  purrs  back  replies 
which  contain  as  little  as  possible  in 
addition  to  official  answer.  Next  ques- 
tion on  paper.  The  King's  Proctor  in- 
tervenes as  before.  Pussy  purrs  again 


with  increasing  seductiveness.  More 
yelping  in  chorus,  and  so  da  capo. 

The  House,  though  bored  by  vain 
repetition,  looks  on  smilingly  at  the 
diversion.  But  what  about  its  effect  on 
the  teeming  population  of  India  when 
gravely  reported  in  native  newspapers  ? 

Business  done. — Committee  on  Budget 
Bill  solemnly  decide  that  chalk  is  not  a 
mineral. 

Earl  WINTEKTON  (deathless  in  pursuit 
of  miscellaneous  information)  :  "  What 
about  cheese?" 

CHAIRMAN  OF  COMMITTEES:  "Order! 
Order !  " 

Tliuwday. — The  shadow  of  Dissolution 
hangs  low  over  the  House.  You  can 
almost  feel  the  dankness  of  its  atmo- 
sphere. To  all  appearance  Members 
still  busy  with  Budget  Bill.  Actually 
nothing  is  talked  of  but  Dissolution,  all 
conjecture  centred  upon  its  date,  all 
prophecy  foretelling  its  momentous 
results. 

Taken  for  granted  on  both  sides  that 
the 'Lords  will  throw  out.  Budget  Bill. 
Only  dissentient  voice  one  hears  comes 
from  the  MEMBER  TOR  SARK.  He  insists 
that  the  Lords  are  not  such — well,  are 
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not  so  far  lacking  in  sanity  as  to  force  :« 
I  >i, Dilution  at  this  particular  juncture. 
A  hove  all  in  view  of  this  particular  Budget. 
"Of  course,"  lie  says,  "if  they  do 
take  the  unprecedented  comseattrilmtcd 

to  their  intention,  they  \vill  lie  actuated 
by  no  other  motive  than  that  of  pure 
patriotism.  But  this  is  a  wicked  world, 
and  seeing  that  they  as  a  class  are  most 
.-evcrely  hit  by  the  new  or  extended 
methods  of  taxation  folk  are  sure  to 
s.iy  they  arc  lighting  for  their  own.  If 
the  Fourteen  millions  which  everyone 
admits  have  to  be  raised  somehow  were 
levied  upon  tea  or  sugar,  to  destroy  the 
|i  . 'po.-al  would  not  avoid  the  ((institu- 
tional question  of  the  Ixu-ds'  meddling 
with  money  Hills.  But  it  would  be 
fiv-  iioin  suspicion  of  personal  interest. 
By  a  Budget  that  creates  a  sy.-tom  of 
Land  'Taxes,  increases  IVath  Ihities, 
invents  super -income-tax,  the  Ix>rds 
themselves  are  sorely  Miiitten,  and  can- 
no:  escape  unworthy  suspicion. 

"In  throwing  out.  the  Budget  they 
will  not  only  commit  an  unpardonable 
sin  against,  tl:e  ('(institution;  they  will 
appear  to  )>,•  sinning  in  order  to  save 
their  own  pockets.  Impossible  to  con- 
ceive choice  of  battle-ground  being 
made  under  worse  conditions.  That  is 
my  specific  reason  for  refusing  to  believe 
that  the  Lords  will  throw  out  the  Bill — 
unless,  indeed,  the  wild  backwoodsmen 
force  LANSDOWNE'S  hand." 

All  very  well;  but  it  is  the  voice  of 
one  crying  in  the  wilderness.  As  for 
the  rest  they  shout  for  the  battle. 

Ttusiness  done. — Nearing  end  of  dis- 
cussion in  Committee  of  original  clauses 
of  Budget  Bill. 

QUESTION  AND  ANSER. 
INTERVIEW  wmi  THE  TALKING  GOOSK. 

Tin;  wonderful  thinking  goose  which 
so  deeply  impressed  the  editorial  staff  of 
The  I>aily  Chronicle  ha*  made  astonishing 
strides  sine;-  his  arrival  in  London.  To 
begin  with,  "Jimmy  "  was  able  to  con- 
vers  •  only  by  the  somewhat  cumbrous 
method  of  picking  out  cards  with  words 
painted  on  them.  But  a  few  lessons 
From  a  famous  voice-producer,  Mr.  Benry 
Mussel],  have  put  that  all  right,  and 
"  Jimmy  "  now  talks  quite  distinctly  in 
a  rich  fruity  voice  with  the  timbre  of  a 
bass  clarinet. 

Interviewed  last  Saturday  by  our 
representative  at  the  Golden  Egg  Hotel, 
"  Jimmy  "  courteously  answered  a  num- 
ber of  questions  bearing  on  his  own 
career  and  the  political  situation  with 
t'ie  tit  most  lucidity  and  intelligence, 
though  confessing  to  a  little  fatigueafter 
a  succession  of  Michaelmas  escapes. 

Asked  as  to  his  parentage  and  origin, 
"  Jimmy  "  stated  that  he  was  un- 
doubtedly of  royal  descent,  as  his  ancestors 
were  settled  at  Kingu-sie  (King  Goosey). 


Master.  "  WEU,,  JACK,  cv.'r  v»c  MM.  r-  A  u\\i>  WITH  A  WAMC?" 

Jack  (irfto  lias  been  i-unning  all  Hie  moru'wj}.    "  Vi  HV    scHllT,   Sit,    I>A«KS'T   IN.   X"   WOK. 
I  'ic  DRAWIN'  CI.CB  MOSKV." 

Mn*irr.  "WHAT'S  THE  MATTER?"  .furl;,  "dm  A  BAD  roor." 


When  the  laughter  provoked  by  this 
joyous  sally  had  died  away  our  re- ; 
presentative  asked  "Jimmy  "  what  he 
thought  of  the  Budget.  "  What  do  I 
think  of  it  ? "  he  replied.  "Why,  of 
course,  I  have  an  hereditary  partiality  for 
all  quack  remeJies."  In  this  context 
"Jimmy"  spoke  with  great  cordiality 
of  his  reception  at  the  offices  of  The 
Chronicle,  where  he  was  delighted  to 
find  a  rook  sitting  in  the  office  window. 
"  This,"  said  Jimmy,  "  is  the  age  of  the 
bird.  Man  takes  him  for  his  model  in 
aerial  locomotion.  He  cannot  even  dis- 
pense with  swallow  tails  in  his  evening 
attire." 

"  IB  it  true,"  queried  our  repre- 
sentative, "that  you  have  decided  to 
appear  at  the  Music-halls  ?  " 


"  Xo,"  said  "Jimmy,"  "  but  I  have 
accepted  an  engagement  to  speak  on 
In-half  of  the  Budget  League  to  counter- 
balance the  effect  of  the  iifiy-scven- 
\ ears-old  goose  (belonging  to  a  friend  of 
the  Duchess  of  BKDKOIU-)  who  luw  U-yu 
retained  as  a  champion  of  Tariff 
Ucform." 

"One  word  more.  Is  it  true  tint 
yo  ir  feet " 

"Are  webbed?  Yes.it  is;  and  I  shall 
c  ntinue  to  call  them  so  until  II"i.m.iN 
-wum  the  Channel." 

From  "Tilings  you  should  know." 
in  The  Glango\r  ATrtr*  : 

"  The  eel  has  now  two  separate  bearU." 
What  can  you  expect  with  this  I'.udg  t '' 
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A    STUDY    IN    JOURNALISTIC 
CONDENSATION.  - 

Tin-;  passengers  in  the  coasting  steamer, 
Davy  Jones,  had  an  alarming  experience 
yesterday  morning  when  that  vessel 
struck  on  a  submerged  rock  near 
Murthcr-Treadmyll,  North  Wales.  The 
captain,  Mr.  John  Jones,  immediately 
ordered  the  boats  to  be  lowered,  and  a 
lifeboat  was  despatched  from  shore  by 
Mr.  William  Jones,  harbour-master,  under 
the  command  of  Mr.  Thomas  Henry 
Jones  (retired  Royal  Navy);  but,  the 
catastrophe  having  occurred  in  only  six 
feet  of  water,  the  passengers,  to  the 
number  of  seventeen,  were  safely  got 
ashore  without  even  getting  wet. 

Mr.  George  Ap-John  Jones  (aged  45, 
married),  a  spectator  from  the  beach, 
gives  the  following  account: — "I  was 
standing  on  the  shore  with  my  friend, 
Mr.  Owen  Owens  Jones,  when  we  saw 
the  Davy  Jones  strike  end-on  upon  some 
obstruction  below  the  surface.  The 
boats  were  instantly  lowered,  but  were 
found  unnecessary,  as  the  passengers 
managed  to  climb  ashore  over  the  rocks 
without  even  wetting  their  feet.  There 
must  have  been  some  sixteen  or  eighteen 
of  them.  The  wreck  was  got  off  without 
any  assistance  from  the  lifeboat.  The 
incident  reflects  great  credit  on  all  con- 
cerned [except  perhaps  the  helmsman, 
Mr.  Thomas  Jones. — ED.]. 

In  an  interview,  the  captain,  Mr. 
John  Jones  (49,  unmarried)  states : — 
We  wass  steaming  off  Murther-Treadmyll 
about  eleven  o'clock  in  the  forenoon,  at 
a  speed  of  ten  knots  whateffer,  when  I 
heard  the  ship  strike  a  rock.  I  ordered 
the  boats  out  whateffer,  although  the 
water  wass  no  more  than  six  feet  deep. 
I  wass  be  signalling  for  a  lifeboat. 

How  many  passengers  were  you  carry- 
ing, Captain  Jones? — Seventeen.  I 
wass  shouting  out  that  there  wass  be  no 
danger,  and  put  on  a  lifebelt. 

Was  there  any  panic? — None  what- 
effer. We  wass  only  a  yard  or  two  from 
the  shore,  and  they  wass  landing  in  a 
few  minitts. 

Nobody  was  drowned  ?  —  Nobody 
whateffer  ;  they  went  ashore  dry-footed. 
I  wass  be  administering  stimulants  to  the 
crew,  and  we  got  the  vessel  off  whateffer. 

TlieMurtlier-TreadmyllCross-Examiner 
supplies  the  following  interesting  de- 
tails : — "  The  depth  of  the  water  at  the 
scene  of  ;  the  unforeseen  catastrophe 
approximates,  according  to  the  corro- 
borated evidence  of  experienced  mariners, 
to  six  feet.  No  insuperable  obstacles 
were  therefore  presented  to  disembarka- 
tion at  this  point,  and  no  inconvenience 
experienced  by  compulsory  immersion  in 
the  waters  of  what  our  old  friend  HOMER 
describes  as  the 


Mr.  Robert  Jones  (29,  widower),  a  pas- 
senger, a  jamboiliT,  in  an  account  which 
we  have  to  condense  owing  to  extreme 
pressure  on  our  space,  statr  s  that  the 
lifeboat,  under  Mr.  Thomas  Henry  Jones, 
made  every  effort  to  meet  the  wreck  in 
time,  but  the  passengers — seventeen  in 
number— scrambled  over  the  beach  or 
(in  the  case  of  the  ladies)  were  carried 
ashore  before  lie  arrived.  There  was 
hardly  a  wet  pair  of  slices  amongst  them 
all.  Owing  to  the  shallowness  of  the 
water — about  six  feet— the  danger  was 
infinitesimal. 


[We  have  corroborated  the  above  parti- 
culars. The  Admiralty  charts  give  the 
depth  of  the  water  as  six  feet,  and 
Lloyd's  Register  identifies  the  captain  as 
Mr.  John  Jones,  of  Bangor.  Private 
investigations  endorse  the  fact  that  not 
a  single  passenger  was  submerged.] 


AWAKE,    ENGLAND! 

FThe  following  lines  will,  it  is  hoped,  arouse 
our  youth  to  a  sense  of  their  decadence  (as 
recently  remarked  by  The  Da'di/  Mail)  in  per- 
mitting foreigners  to  monopolise  the  hotel- 
managing  business.] 

OH,  where  has  the  sea-dog  been  couch- 
ing? 

Oh,  where  are  the  Norsemen  of  old, 

The  chaps  who  were  constantly  pouching 

Some  enemy's  gold  ? 

Has  nothing  been  left  of  the  order 

Of  barons  who  boned  what  they  could, 
Of  raiders  who  harried  the  Border, 
And  bold  ROBIN  HOOD  ? 

The  buccaneer  captains  of  Devon 

Who  barbered  King  PHILIP  of  Spain, 
Has  none  of  them  left  us  his  leaven 
Of  duty  and  gain  ? 

And  those,  the  delectable  rangers 

Of  childhood,  who  dirked   and   who 

drank, 

Whose  simplest  amusement  for  strangers 
Was  strolling  the  plank  ? 

And    TURPIN,   whose  hoof-beats  would 

hammer 

All  night  on  his  pillagiiig  route, 

Has  lie  not  bequeathed  us  the  glamour, 

The  glory  of  loot? 

Our  fathers  were  full  of  the  vigour, 

The  verve  of  the  caterer's  art, 
That  bleeds  at  a  regular  figure, 
Or  else  a  la  carte. 

Then  up,  0  ye  Britons,  and  follow 

The  gleam,  the  adventurous  hope, 
With  backs  that  are  bending  and  hollow, 
With  palms  that  are  ope. 

Remember  the  gold  of  the  galleons, 

Remember  the  night-riding  swells, 
And  cut  out  the  Swiss  and  Italians 
At  keeping  hotels. 


A  KINDLY  SCHEME. 

"Yns,"  said  the  Philanthropist,  "  it  is 
quite  true.  The  idea  came  to  me  at 
BURROUGHS  AND  WATTS'  the  other  day  as 
I  watched  STEVENSON  waiting  for  his 
turn.  It  was  the  saddest  face  I  ever 
saw.  That  man,  I  said  to  myself — that 
man  and  all  (he  others  like  him — all  the 
other  billiard-experts  who  have  to  wait 
their  turns  -must  be  catered  for." 

"But  why?"  I  asked.  "They  arc 
happy  enough." 

"Happy!  "said  lie.  "Happy!  You 
evidently  weren't  there.  I  tell  you  he 
was  the  picture  of  woe.  Besides,  happi- 
ness has  nothing  to  do  with  it.  It  is 
the  sloth  that  I  object  to.  Man's  duty 
is  to  work,  and  here  was  a  man  doing 
nothing --not  even  watching  the  game. 
Half-hour  after  half-hour  he  sat  there 
with  only  an  occasional  brief  visit  to  the 
table,  while  an  inferior  performer  was 
doing  what  he  liked  with  the  balls.  I 
said  to  myself,  I  will  take  that  man  in 
hand." 

"  And  what  have  you  done  ?  " 

"  I  have  prepared  a  manual  for  such 
enforced  idlers.  It  is  called  '  All  Things,' 
an  anthology  of  really  good  reading, 
likely  to  interest  and  improve  their 
minds  and  lead  to  a  fuller  desire  for 
literature  and  progress." 

"  Why  do  you  call  it  '  All  Things'  ?  " 
I  asked. 

"  Because  it  is  to  come  to  those  that 
wait." 

"  Tell  me  some  of  the  contents,"  I 
snid. 

"Well,  I  begin  with  TENNYSON'S 
'  Break,  Break,  Break,'  a  beautiful 
thing.  Then  there  are  selections  from 
the  works  of  Q.  and  his  sister,  LILIAN 
QuiLLER-CoocH  or  Miss  Q. ;  MACAULAY'S 
1  allad  on  the  Battle  of  Ivry ;  THACKEKAY'S 
Roundabout  Paper,  '  The  Thorns  in  the 
Cushion  ; '  STEVENSON'S  '  Merry  Men  ;  ' 
SHENSTONE'S  ballad  of  Jimmy  Dawwm  ; 
and  a  translation  from  the  Basia  of  '  Se- 
cundus.'  At  the  close  are  a  couple  of 
exquisite  funeral  sermons  by  two  Canons 
of  Westminster,  entitled,  '  The  Long 
Rest.'  The  work  is  published  by  Long 
Jenny,  at  the  Bodley  Head,  and  there 
is  a  marker  in  every  copy.  Not  bad,  is 
it  ?  "  he  concluded. 

,  "  I  'd   rather   go   on  looking   at    my 
boots,"  I  said. 

From  an  official  communication  from 
the  Boy  Scout  Headquarters  relative  to 
a  peaceful  invasion  of  France  : 

"  The  numbers  to  be  about  6,000,  and  the 
price  per  eapitem,  about  £2  10s." 

As  is  well  known,  the  three  chief  duties 
which  a  Boy  Scout  must  practise  daily 
are 

(1)  To  do  a  good  turn  to  somebody. 

(2)  To  find  cover  behind  a  turnip. 

(3)  To  decline  caput. 
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HONOUR  WHERE  HONOUR  IS  DUE. 


First  Golfer.  "  WELL  DONE,  OLD  CIIAP  !    THAT  's  TUB  LO.NCEST  BALL  I  Vg  SEEN  too  DBIVK  YEI  !  " 

Second G.  "I'M  AFRAID  TUB  CREDIT'S  NOT  ALL  MINE.     A  BEAST  or  A  WASP  TOUCHED  ME  UP  is  TIIE  MIDDLE  or  MT  SKIM;.'' 


THE    DREAM    BIRD. 

IN  the  sunny  South  Pacific  there  's  an  island  all  uncharted 
Where   the  lazy  seals   lie  basking  through   the   drowsy 

afternoon  ; 
Not  a  tramp  has  ever  hailed  it,  nor  has  dip  of  oar-blade  started 

A  single  wash  of  ripple  in  the  calm  of  its  lagoou  ; 
Never  hurricane  may  harm  it,  though  at  times  the  land  breeze, 

leaping 
Tlo-ough  gludes  of  niagic  dream-cups,  sets  the  fern  fronds 

all  asway, 
Ere,  trembling  through  the  pahu-trees,  a  summer  moon  is 

steeping 
The  beach  in  sudden  silver  at  the  ending  of  the  day. 


you  tread  the  sun-bleached  coral  where  the  warm  and 
spicy  valleys 
Run  up  from  deep  blue  water  where  the  darting  ray-fish 

gleams, 
You  would  sou  across  the  twilight  of  the  breathless  forest 

alleys— 

A  Hashing,  leathered  jewel  —  flit  the  Bird  of  Pleasant  Dreams. 
Never  met   him?  Very  likely,  though  you  know  the  night- 

mare's prancing 

(How  often  at  your  bedside  has  her  hateful  hoof  been  heard  !  :  ; 
Yet  if  peace  lie  on  your   pillow,  and  your   dreams   be  all 

entrancing, 

You've  to  thank  the  ministrations  of  this  charming  little 
bird  ! 

In  liis  plumes  the  gold  of  sunset  with  the  pink  of  morning 
mingles, 

And  liis  throat  of  ruby  velvet,  every  humming-bird's  outvies, 
While  his  wings  are  blue  as  ocean  when  the  sap[>  hi  re  .sweeps 
the  shingles 


(There's   a   fortune  in    his   feathers   were    you  dressing 

salmon  II. 
From  his  pinion  breathes  a  fragrance,  not  of  languid  tropic 

hours 
(0  the  pallid,  waxen  orchids  where  the  branches  twine  and 

net!), 

But  a  hint  of  June  in  England,  and  of  cottage  garden  flowers, 
A  scent  of  briar  roses  and  sweet  peas  and  mignonette  ! 

Could  you  slip  across  the  sea-line  when  the  sun  is  westward 

stealing, 

And  by  grace  of  fairy  magic  on  the  cor.d  take  your  poet, 
You  would  sec  his  radiant-cohorts  round  the  wavy  palm-tope 

wheeling 
Ere  they  wing  it  through  the  darkness  to  the  folk  who 

need  them  most ; 
To  the  streets  and  crowded  court-yards,  to  the  cottage,  to  the 

palace, 
To  the  wakefid  and  the  weary,  they  are  speeding  mile  on 

mile. 
Bringing  pleasant  thoughts  and   fancies  drawn  from  out  the 

dream-bloom  chalice, 
Where  it  Mows  mid  sea  and  silence  on  the  small  enchant-  -I 

Isle! 

***** 

No,  I  've  not  exactly  seen  him,  though  1  well  remember  waking 
On  a  perfect  night  in  summer  with  my  window  open  wide 

On  a  quaint  old  Kentish  garden  of  Kli/alicthan  making. 
Where   between  the  prim  yew-hedges  you  could   * 

ChaniH  1  tide 
(Some  cricket  \\cek,  1  fancy,  for  I'd  dreamt  I'd  sent  tin-  i 

Somewhere  over  the  pavilion);  and  I 'd  rather  like  to  bet 
That, although  1  didn't  see  him — not  a  single, shining  feather — 

lie    had    just    that    moment    vanished— for  I    ttill    smelt 
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OUR    BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By  Mr.  Punch's  Staff  of  Learned  Clerks.) 

IT  is,  perhaps,  a  pity  that  the  Jolm  Scnliouse  of  MAI  KITE 
HEWLETT'S  new  novel,  Open  Country  (MACMILLAN),  should 
have  been  already  introduced  to  us,  at  a  later  stage  iu  his 
career,  in  Halfway  House.  Not  so  much  because  we  had 
become  sufficiently  familiar  with  the  charming  habits  and 
foibles  of  this  delectable  philosopher  of  the  caravan,  but 
rather  because  we  should  have  liked  to  picture  him  incon- 
solable at  the  loss  of  his  Sanchia ;  whereas  we  know,  from 
Halftvajf  House,  that  he  is  going  to  be  quite  ready,  after  a 
modest  interval,  to  lake  up  with  another  lady.  He — and  his 
author  too,  I  suspect— was  first  attracted  to  Sanchia  by  the 
length  of  white  leg  which  she  exposed  while  wading  in  a 
forest  pool.  But,  in  spite  of  these  happy  auspices,  and  the 
fact  that  half  the  book  is  a  pa-an 
in  praise  of  her  loveliness  of  body 
and  mind,  we  never  really  get  to 
know  her ;  because  she  contributes 
practically  nothing  in  proof  of  her 
own  excellence,  seldom  committing 
herself  beyond  the  point  of  saying, 
"It's  very  difficult  somehow  to 
know  what  one  ought  to  do."  For 
much  of  the  time  she  remains  pas- 
sive as  a  marble  figure — a  sort  of 
Galatea,  that  only  wakes  up  at  an 
advanced  stage  of  the  story.  (By 
the  way,  talking  of  statues,  what 
does  Mr.  HEWLETT  mean  when  he 
says,  by  way  of  compliment  to  her 
unearthly  chastity  and  beauty : 
"  He  would  as  soon,  he  said,  seek 
the  favours  of  Diana  of  the 
Epheeians  as  dare  to  expect  one 
charged  look  from  her  eyes  ? " 
Surely  he  cannot  mean  Diana  "of 
the  Ephesians" — not  that  many- 
breasted  Oriental  monstrosity  !) 

On  the  other  hand,  John  Son- 
liousc  is  at  no  pains  to  conceal  liis 
personality.  Among  other  items 
of  self -revelation,  he  informs  his 
Sanchia,  cheery  iconoclast  that  he 
is,  that  for  a  man  to  ask  a  woman 
to  marry  him  is  to  pay  her  the 
w:rst  insult  in  his  power.  Yet 
when  a  successful  rival  pro- 
poses to  omit  this  degrading  formality  in  his  relations  with 
Sanchia,  Senhouse  insists  on  it  as  an  essential.  Which 
at  least  proves  him  human  at  a  pinch ;  and  that  is  more 
than  can  be  said  for  the  other  gentleman.  On  Sanchia's 
conduct  in  the  matter  (she  finally  omits  the  formality)  I  have 
no  criticism  to  offer ;  after  all,  she  is  a  sort  of  Arcadian 
nymph,  and  therefore  not  amenable  to  ordinary  moral 
standards ;  but  I  don't  think  I  have  very  often  met  the  kind 
of  British  sportsman  who  would  ask  a  nice,  clean,  gently-bred 
girl  to  share  his  ancestral  home  as  hu  mistress  when  by 
lifting  his  hand  he  could  divorce  his  runaway  wife,  and 
make  a  decent  thing  of  it. 

I  have  sp?iit  all  my  space  and  said  nothing  of  the  tonic 
qualities  of  Mr.  HEWLETT'S  work.  Still  faintly  Meredithian  in 
manner,  he  has  sloughed  most  of  his  affectations  without  losing 
his  fertility  of  language  or  his  unerring  flair  for  the  right 
word.  He  has  a  very  happy  touch  in  his  sketches  of 
Sanchia  s  sisters.  I  think,  indeed,  he  must  have  been  a 
dominant  feature  at  the  baptism  of  these  young  women ; 
for  the  father,  who  was  something  round  and  large  in  The 


Poultry,  could  never  have  invented  Melusine,  Hairise  and 
Sanchia- J osepha ;  and  the  mother,  who  toft-hunted  in  the 
best  circles,  would  have  known  better  than  to  hamper  her 
daughters  with  fancy-names  which  might  well  have  frozen-off 
the  nobler  kind  of  suitor. 


When  Mrs.  ALFRED  SIDGWICK'S  latest  book,  The  Scvei-ins 
UEN),  appears  in  your  house,  my  advice  is  this  —  secure 


Excited  Naturalist.  "ARE  YOU  AWARE,  MY  DEAR  SIR,  THAT 

THIS  GATE-POST  OF  TOURS  IS  THE  FEMUR  OF  AX  OltNITHOSCELIDA?" 

Farmer  (apologetically).  "I  ALWAYS  THOUGHT  IT  WAS  SOME- 
THIN'   ODD  LIKE.      IT  DON'T   MATCH  THE   OTHER  POST  NOHOW  !  " 


it  firmly  and  at  once  for  yourself,  before  anyone  else  lias  a 
chance  to  spoil  your  enjoyment  by  reading  aloud,  without 
context  or  explanation,  any  of  tlie  many  delightful  scenes  of 
comedy  that  it  contains.  Otherwise  this  is  what  is  safe  to 
happen.  I  don't  know  that  it  would  be  quite  kind  to  tell  you 
the  story  ;  but  I  will  hint  that  the  trouble  for  the  Severins 
was  partly  that  Michael,  the  eldest,  had  been  away  from 
the  rest  of  them  so  long  that  when,  he  returned  prosperous, 
and  with  ideas  of  behaviour  founded  upon  that  of  ordinary 
—  people,  his  family  could  not  fail 
to  strike  him  with  something  of 
a  si  lock.  There  were  five  of 
them  —  Mrs.  Severin  (addressed 
by  her  children  as  Sophia), 
Clotilda,  the  married  sister  whose 
husband  was  incautiously  in 
Africa,  Selma,  the  art  student, 
Camilla,  and  young  Bob  ;  anil 
they  were  all  beautiful,  and  vague, 
and  clever,  Bohemian  in  habits, 
and  frankly  impossible  as  mem- 
bers of  the  society  to  which 
Michael  had  grown  accustomed. 
And  their  friends  were  far  worse. 
You  see  the  difficulty  of  the  situa- 
tion ;  Mrs.  SIDGWICK  makes  of  it 
one  of  the  most  amusing  s  dries  1 
have  read  for  years.  Heroically, 
I  will  not  quote  any  particular 
passage,  though  there  are  several 
that  I  should  like  to  repeat. 
Where,  for  instance,  they  go  to 
return  the  Walsingham  call,  all 
five  of  them,  in  -  •  but  no,  you 
shall  read  it  for  yourself;  and  if 
you  do  not  fall  a  victim  to  the 
family  fascination  you  will  be 
unworthy  of  it.  I  did,  and  so  (f 


am  quite  sure)  did  Mrs.  SlDGWtCK  ; 
not  otherwise  could  she  have 
written  what  is  certainly,  so  fur, 
her  masterpiece. 


A  writer   in   The    Manchester   Guardian,    describing  his 
sensations  on  an  aeroplane  trip,  observes  that  after  the  flight 
he  "  began  to  feel  as  I  think,  perhaps,  the  poets  do."     This 
may  account  for  the  headlines  of  lib  article  which  run : 
"A   FLIGHT    WITH   MR.    CODY. 

IMPRESSIONS   IN    THE    AIR. 

(FROM    OUR    SPECIAL    CORRESPONDENT, 

MR.  O.   H.  MAIR.)" 


"  It  was  more  difficult  for  a  camel  to  go  through  the  eye  of  a  needle 
than  for  the  little  wisp  of  cotton  in  the  Lands  of  some  of  those  male 
volunteers." — The  Daily  Chronicle. 

Anybody  who  has  seen  a  camel  will  agree. 

"  They  (the  Unionists)  have  everything  to  gain  and  nothing  to  lose ; 
and  they  intend  to  lose  nothing  for  lack  of  courage." — Daily  Mail. 

But  why  make  such  a  point  about  losing  nothing  when  there 
isn't  anything  to  lose  ? 
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Now  tliat  Mr.  SUM  KM.TON  lias  point.'.! 
out   the   freedom    from  colds   whicli  la- 
in!   liis    companions  enjoyed    in    the 

Antarctic,  there   18  Some  talk  oi  ('aplain 

ri    getting    over    tlie    difficulty    in 

regard  to  lunils  liy  Inking  with  him  on 
lis  expedition  a  limited  number  of 
persons  suffering  from  c-hronic  catarrli 

is  pay ing  guests. 

Dr.  COOK,  it  has  been  asserted,  is  of 
Tewish  origin,  Ijeing  a  descendant  of  a 
family  named  KOCH.  A  still  mure  inter- 
esting rumour  now  reaches  us.  It  is  to 
the  effeet  that  the  two  Eskimos  who 
iccompanied  him  are  also  Semites,  the 
word  Eskimo 
of  Eskimoses. 


being  a  local  contraction 


V 


Scarcely  have  we  been  reminded  that 


It  lias  been  ascertained  that  tin' 
flamingo  which  was  recentlv  shot  on 
the  mar-he-,  at  Bradwell,  KMWX,  was 
one  which  escaped  from  the  Zoological 
(i. miens  some  months  ago.  The  s.ul 
affair  has  cast  a  gloom  over  Regent's 
Park,  where  the  deceased  was  well 
known,  but  it  is  thought  that  it  may 
.-em-  a  useful  purpose  as  a  warning  to 
those  animals  who  are  always  chafing 
for  emancipation.  *  * 

"In  the  midst  of  the  deluge,"  we  read 
in  an  account  of  the  South  Wales  floods, 
"  the  regular  water  supply  of  Aberavon 
was  cut  off."  The  same  economy,  we 
understand,  is  practised  in  many  Scotch 
towns  where  the  street  Limps  are  ex- 
tinguished on  moonlight  nights. 

V 

Someone  has  blundered  again.  The 
advcitisement  of  the  second  part  of  the 


the  apparition  of  Hal-  — 
ley's  Comet  has  usually 
portended  a  grave  dis- 
aster than  a  rumour 
reaches  us  to  the  effect 
that  yet  a  third  lady 
novelist  is  about  to 
cease  writing. 

iS    * 

.* 
Meanwhile     we     are 

told  that  Halley's  Comet, 
though  still  invisible 
to  the  naked  eye,  has 
been  photographed  in 
Germany,  England  and 
America.  To  give  them 
this  kind  of  preliminary 
boom,  as  if  they  wen- 
mere  Mnsic-llall  Stars, 
in  scarcely  the  way  to 
encourage  such  rare 
visitors.  *,  * 


~o/**  •     . 


Mi.  HOKMM;'-  /AijW, >  Hhmvcd  u 
to  become  liurglar.-.      Another  author  i- 
now   catering    for    those    who   wish    t  . 
^  '   a   Mep    Inrihi-r.      A    weekly   jiaper 
announces :  — 

ML'KI'I  I;    MAI'K    I 

G.    R.   SIMS. 

There   i-   now  no  excuse  for   any  out- 
failing  to  become  a  eoinph-t'-  <  riminal. 

V 

According  to  The  Sketch  "  there  u  a 
physical  reason  why  women  make  better 
speakers  than  men.  and  that  is  the 
superior  construction  of  the  larynx." 
They  "can  speak  liu-rally  for  hours 
without  experiencing  undue  fatigue." 
We  begin  to  understand  why  Ml'  I 
tremble  at  the  thought  of  the  <•!• 
of  women  to  Parliament. 

V 

\\  e  were  sorry  to  read  the  other  day 
that  a  testator  had  in- 
serted in  his  Will  a 
penalty  for  any  daugh- 
ter of  his  who  should 
marry  a  minister.  In 
our  opinion  clergymen 
are  no  worse  than  other 
people,  and  the  dis- 
crimination is  unjust. 
*  * 

The  Holland  Park 
Skating  Rink,  an  ad- 
vertisement tells  ns, 
will  open  "  in  the  Fall.' 
It  sounds  ominous. 


l'>, 

I  ' 

^. 

x-,^>   ' 


Preparations  continue 
to   be  made   for  the  reception 


Extract  from  a  lellt 

iHrNCKYS,    WITH    WHOM 

CVS   TO  MARK   MY  VISIT    ENJOYABLE. 

<aVK   MF.   A   WlliiI.K   FIKI.O  TO   MYSELF. 


• 

i.\i: 
1   AM    STAYING,    ARE   AWFfLI.Y   DECENT,   AND   Do   EVERYTHINi;   Tlltl      This 


any- 


"A   loan    by    port 
where,  to  all  classes;   imli- 
of  bath    li.  and  c.);    terms 
mod. ;  month  or  longer." 
Adrt.  in  "  Daily  Mail." 

is  not  at  all  our 

1XST\SCK,    W1IK3EVKB    WE    OO    8H(KT[Sci,    TIIH      j^g.,      of       ((,3        (irdill  ITV 

'  moneylender. 


from  Vert'ie  to  hi*   friend   Perry.— "  l>t:\i:    I'KBCY.— TIIK 
FOR 


of   the 


Dukes  in  their  new  homes.  The  Cam- 
benvell  Guardians  have  now  laid  out 
a  lawn  tennis  court  in  the  infirmary 
grounds  for  the  use  of  pauper  inmates. 

Every  day  one  comes  across  fresh 
evidence  that  the  upper  classes  arc 
doomed.  The  Great  Western  Railway 
is  now  abolishing  second-class. 

* 

The  spread  of  Socialism  again: — 
"EVERYTHING    Foil    I.VKItYBODY. 


MI:   OUR 
SMALL  ADVEIfl'ISKMKXTS." 


Mail. 


Satisfactory  results  are  reported  by 
those  visitors  who  partook  of  the  life- 
prolonging  sweets  which  were  shown  at 
the  London  Medical  Exhibition.  Eve 
one  of  such  persons  has  lived  longer 
since  taking  these  wonderful  bon-bons. 


new  Harmsworth   publication  leads  off 
with  the  cautionary  words:— 


'LOOK 


OIT! 

* 


"  Picture  postcards,"  says  a  contem- 
porary, "  are  much  more  ancient  than  is 
generally  supposed."     We  have  pcru-ed 
ones   and   heartily 


som  •  of  the   comic 
support  this  theory. 


"THE  FORTUNATE  ISLES. 

IN  THE  CANARIES  WITH  A  CAMERA  " 
is  the  title  of  a  review  in  a  contemporary. 
But  surely  the  Fortunate  Isles  are  those 
where  there  is  no  one  with  a  camera? 

v 

Harvard  House,  which  was  opened  by 
Miss  CORELLI  List  week,  is  to  be  a  home 
for  Americans  visiting  Stratford-on- 
Avon.  Curiously  enough,  when  we  were 
last  in  that  town,  it  >eemH  to  us  that 
what  was  wanted  was  a  haven  of  refuge 
for  our  own  countrymen. 


The  Ubiquitoua  Scot. 
"The  l'riiu-<>  and  Princeits  Kuni  held  a  Irvw 
during    the    afternoon.      Colonel    Robert     M. 

Thompson  introduced  to  lln-ir  royal  liiKhlan 
-••MTU!  of  lii-i  fi-ii-nds."— AVir  York  Heral-l. 


"  He  is  reported  to  be  a  tremendous  traveller. 
his  joiirm-ys  haviiu;  taken  him  to  almost  IMTV 
part  of  the  world— including  some  of  the  le»»t 
inaccessible."— The  Globe. 
It  is  only  a  report,  mind,  that  he  has 
ever  been  to  Piccadilly. 


The  Spltere    finishes    its  account   of 
tho  wedding  of  Madame  CLAKA  BITT'S 

-i-ier  in  this  way,  the  sequence  of  ideas 
being  very  clear  :  — 

"The  newly-married  couple  were  the  reci- 
pients of  many  handsome  presents  from  their 
numerous  friends,  and  are  sending  tlirir 
honeymoon  in  Paris.  Madame  Clara  Hutt'.- 
U  autiful  voice  may  now  be  heard  on  some  new 
i  -  of  l he  G  ramophone  Company.— (Adrl . }. " 

The  little  word  in  italics  is  our-. 


VOL.  OlXiVU. 
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THE    WANDERWOCHE. 

[Hints  to  Liberal  M.l'.'s  on  the  best  way  of  utilising  their  brief 
holiday.  Jt  has  been  suggested  that  if  they  spent  the  week  in 
stumping  the  constituencies  it  might  be  railed  The  Jabberwochy. 
This  suggestion  has  been  courteously  declined.] 

REST,  rest,  perturbed  spirits,  and  repair 

The  pallid  veins  where  once  the  blood  ran  red 

Ere  yet  the  small  hours  blanched  your  raven  hair, 
Hollowed  your  eyes  and  wore  you  to  a  thread  ; 

Shake  off  your  megrims,  go  your  blithesome  way 
Far  from  the  dust  of  that  infernal  Forum  ; 

Break  into  laughter,  run  and  romp  and  play 
llicockalorum ! 

Stay  not  to  work  the  latest  Budget  out, 

As  GEOROE  suggested  (talking  through  his  hat) ; 

Let  those  who  made  it  maul  the  Bill  about, 
Your  idle  hands  were  never  meant  for  that ; 

Don't  waste  your  time  and  precious  stock  of  wit 
On  stuffy  tasks  when  earth  and  sky  and  water 

Can  give  you  better  game  —and  every  bit 
As  ripe  for  slaughter. 

While  there  are  salmon  spoiling  for  a  fly, 
And  grouse  that  want  you  badly  in  the  butt, 

And  hares  to  mock  you  with  a  backward  eye, 
And  conies  to  provoke  the  loud  "  Tut,  tut !  " 

With  driven  partridges  to  make  you  sport, 

Swerving  at  sight  of  your  pronounced  apparel, 

And  pheasants  which  occur — the  tamer  sort — 
Close  to  your  barrel. 

Or  haply  you  will  go  for  gaudier  game, 

Dukes  and  the  like,  and  follow  on  the  scent 

Of  those  ground-vermin  who,  to  England's  shame, 
Batten  upon  an  unearned  increment ; 

Stumping  the  provinces,  you  '11  take  your  stand 
And  cry  from  hustings,  motor-car,  or  steeple, 

"  Down  with  the  Lords  !  and,  on  the  other  hand, 
Up  with  the  People  !  " 

Renewed  (by  these  pure  joys)  in  heart  and  brain, 
Back  to  the  Budget  Bill  fresh  courage  bring, 

Trim,  and  re-trim,  and  trim  it  once  again, 
Till  not  a  soul  can  recognise  the  thing  ! 

Then,  when  you  're  ready  for  the  knife  to  fall 
And  carve  the  victim  up  for  chop  or  fillet, 

WThat  if  the  Peers — unkindest  cut  of  all — 
Refuse  to  kill  it  ? 


O.S. 


Why  Motor  Associations  are  so  Popular. 

Lord  KiNGSBunoH,  President  of  the  Scottish  Automobile 
Association,  as  reported  in  The  Edinburgh  Evening  Dis- 
patch :  — 

"  He  had  seen  a  woman  rush  up  when  her  child  was  run  over  in  a 
town,  and,  instead  of  abusing  the  driver,  whip  the  child.  That  was 
what  he  called  common  sense." 


"  Still  another  prize  will  1x3  offered  for  the  competitor  who  performs 
one  circuit  of  the  aerodrome  in  the  slowest  time,  and,  as  this  has  never 
been  accomplished  before,  it  is  more  than  probable  that  Blackpool  will 
establish  another  record — that  is,  if  the  elements  and  the  conditions  are 
favourable." — Mancliestcr  Daily  Diapatch. 

A  strong  circular  wind  against  you  might  be  of  some  help. 


Confession. 

"  The  silent  voter  had  to  lie  reckoned  with,  and  thoughtful  men  were 
not  Socialists,  nor  were  they  Nonconformists." 

This  (according  to  The  Daily  Mail)  from  Sir  ROBERT  PERKS  ! 


THE    WRECK    OF    "THE    ARK." 

ALL  went  well,  as  journalists  say,  until  we  entered  the 
harbour.  You  might  think,  as  I  did  before  I  made  the 
acquaintance  of  this  one,  that  a  harbour  was  a  nice  safe 
place  for  a  motor-boat  to  put  into.  There  we  sat,  all  un- 
suspicious of  danger — the  Captain's  wife  and  the  Visitor 
and  the  Babe  at  one  end  of  the  boat,  and  the  Captain  and 
the  Engineer  and  the  Crew  at  the  other  end.  One  end  was 
called  the  stern,  and  the  other  end  was  called  the  bow  ;  but 
I  gathered  from  the  conversation  generally  that  it  did  not 
matter  which  end  was  called  which.  This  may  have  been 
because  on  shore  the  Captain  was  a  doctor,  and  the  Engineer 
was  a  chauffeur,  and  the  Crew  was  a  novelist,  and  the  Visitor 
was  a  suffragette.  The  motor-boat  w.is  not  a  motor-car  on 
shore,  but  directly  we  arrived  in  the  harbour  it  took  to  be- 
having like  one,  and,  when  it  had  run  over  several  fish  and  a 
wooden  post  that  was  sticking  up  in  the  water  to  warn  us  to 
keep  away  from  it,  it  went  aground. 

The  Crew,  with  great  presence  of  mind,  yelled  "  Star- 
board ! — no,  I  mean  Port !  "  and  the  Captain,  under  the  stress 
of  circumstance,  told  us  all  to  get  out  of  the  way;  and  the 
Babe,  who  reads  boys'  books,  jumped  up  and  down  and  said, 
"  What  fun  !  Have  we  sprung  a  leak,  and  shall  we  fetch  the 
shore  ?  "  Then,  suddenly,  the  Engineer  remembered  he  was 
a  chauffeur  and  said,  "  Reverse  the  engine,  Sir,"  as  you  would 
if  you  had  run  over  a  man  instead  of  a  fish ;  and  then  a  lot 
of  mud  was  stirred  up,  and  the  Captain's  wife  wished  she 
had  worn  her  other  skirt,  and  the  Vi-itor  said  it  was  a  bless- 
ing purple  didn't  mark,  though  white  and  green  did. 

Presently,  as  nothing  moved  except  the  dinghy,  which 
strolled  round  to  the  side  of  the  boat  and  looked  up  at  us 
pathetically,  the  Crew  said  something  about  lightening  the 
ship,  whereupon  the  Captain's  wife  flung  her  arms  round 
the  Babe,  while  the  Babe  flung  hers  round  the  tea -basket, 
and  the  Visitor  was  heard  to  regret  the  absence  of  Cabinet 
Ministers  among  the  ballast.  The  Captain  followed  this  up 
with  a  further  suggestion  that  we  should  take  to  the  boats. 
There  was  only  one  boat,  the  little  thing  that  was  tied  on 
behind  ;  but  of  course  in  a  shipwreck  you  never  talk  of 
taking  to  a  boat. 

"  I  'm  not  going  to  move  till  I  've  had  my  tea,"  said  his 
wife  firmly.  "  Perhaps  by  that  time,  if  you  stop  disturbing 
ths  underneath  part  of  the  harbour,  we  shall  be  afloat 
again." 

The  Engineer's  caustic  remark  that  the  tide  was  going 
down  met  with  nothing  but  incredulity.  "Perhaps  it  will 
go  up  again  if  we  turn  our  backs  on  it,"  the  Crew  said 
facetiously. 

We  were  just  through  with  the  jam  sandwiches  and  were 
starting  on  the  cake  when  the  Engineer,  n:>t  at  all  a  nice! 
person  to  have  at  a  picnic,  by  the  way,  mentioned  that  if 
we  did  not  take  to  the  boats  now  we  never  should,  because 
the  dinghy  was  nearly  aground  too.  Whereupon  the  Crew 
dramatically  proposed  that  the  women  and  children  should 
be  landed,  while  the  men  remained  at  the  post  of  danger. 
This  proposition  sounded  magnificent  until  one  came  to 
examine  it,  when  it  appeared  that  the  women  and  children 
would  have  to  go  without  their  second  cups  of  tea  and  their 
cake  in  order  to  walk  home  with  a  tired  child  across  four 
miles  of  broken  landscape,  while  their  natural  protectors 
sat  and  smoked  until  wliat  time  the  tide  should  rise  and 
bear  them  gallantly  homewards. 

"  Privileges,  forsooth  !  "  scoffed  the  Visitor.  "  Give  m<^ 
penalties — I  mean  RIGHTS  !  " 

The  Captain  rose  to  his  full  height  and  stood  there  with 
folded  arms,  irresistibly  suggesting  NAPOLEON — or  w;is  it 
Peter  Pan  ?  "  The  Babe  must  be  got  home  before  bedtime;" 
he  said  in  full  rich  tones,  "and  it  is  my  duty  to  stand  by 
the  ship." 
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THE  PARTING   OF  THE   WAYS. 


LOUD  ROSEUKRY  "  WHO  WOULD  ON  ME  THESE  BOOTS  REPLACE 

(tfo  new  fiombarfe*).  WILT,  FIND  ME  DEUCED  HARD  TO  TRACE!" 

[Lonl   Knwliory's  resignation  of  tin-  I'n-sUlenoy  of  tho  Uberal  League  wag  accepted  last 
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'S*T,  DRIVER,  WHAT'S  THAT  EDIFICE?" 


AN    AMERICAN    AT    OXFORD. 

"THAT'S  ST.  JOHN'S  COLLEGE,  M'M." 


"OH,   80  TOO    IHVK   (  AIII.EUES   HERE !' 


"  You  won't  have  any  difficulty  in  doing  that,  darling,  if 
the  tide  continues  to  go  down  at  this  rate,"  said  his  wife,  as 
we  rowed  ashore. 

We  found  the  local  Ancient  Mariner  most  discouraging 
when  we  met  him  Liter.  In  his  opinion  The  Ark  could  not 
be  got  off  for  a  week  ;  he  talked  also  of  neap  tides.  "  If  it 
was  a  spring  tide  now,"  he  added  kindly,  seeing  we  were 
depressed. 

"  How  could  it  be  a  spring  tide  in  the  autumn  ?  "  demanded 
the  Captain's  wife  crossly ;  and  we  left  the  Ancient  Mariner 
shivering  his  timbers. 

After  that  the  Babe  was  packed  off  to  bed  sans  pliragc 
because  she  predicted  cheerfully  that  we  should  have  to  sit 
through  the  watches  of  the  night,  a  prey  to  horrid  thoughts ; 
but  her  words  came  unpleasantly  true,  and  as  the  hours 
went  by,  bringing  no  sign  of  the  shipwrecked  heroes,  the 
Captain's  wife  said  she  knew  now  what  it  meant  to  be  a 
mariner's  widow,  and  the  Visitor  said  warmly  that  she  felt 
mure  and  more  that  never  until  women  were  placed  on  the 
same,  etc.,  etc. 

"  Yes,"  agreed  her  hostess,  shivering  over  a  blazing  fire. 
"Think  of  the  wretches  all  snug  in  the  cabin  with  their 

ginger-beer " 

"There's  only  one  bottle  left,"  the  Visitor  felt  bound  in 
honesty  to  remind  her.  "No  dinner-and  it's  just  striking 
three  A.M." 

"Don't  !"  wailed  the  Captain's  wile.  "For  all  we  know 
they  may  be  drifting  out  to  France.  And  he  doesn't  know 
anything  but  Esperanto." 

Some  hours  later,  a  happy,  washed  and  be-rihboned  Babe 
came  dancing  down  to  breakfast  and  went  out  with  her 
mother's  opera-glasses  to  sweep  the  offing  for  MMIIC  trace  of 
the  missing  craft.  She  swept  in  vain,  and  came  dancing  in 


again  with  a  most  tactless  remark.  "  I  spects  they  're  having 
a  nice  warm  breakfast  now  at  the  Haven  Hotel,"  she  said, 
and  plunged  into  her  porridge. 

We  went  silently  upstairs  to  try  to  remove  all  appearance 
of  having  p  issed  a  night  in  the  train. 

When  they  came  home  at  three  o'clock  in  the  afternoon, 
having  dug  out  The  Arl;  with  spades,  we  overwhelmed  tlie;n 
with  feminine  sympathy.  Could  anything,  we  asked,  l»e 
more  cruel  than  "the  way  brave  men  were  sacrificed  to  duly, 
while  women  and  children  in  the  shelter  of  their  homes 
merely  sat  up  all  night  for  them  ?  "  Sit  down,"  we  begged, 
"sit  down  and  eat  your  dinner,  your  breakfast,  ami  y.nr 
lunchenn  before  you  speak  one  word  ! 

They  sat  down,  rather  unwillingly,  we  thought.  "  lou 
see,"  began  the  Crew,  "  you  see,  there  was  a  neap  tide— 

"Yes,"  chimed  in  the  Captain  eagerly,  "  it  got  neapier  and 
neapier — 

"Yes,"   echoed    the    Crew,    "neapier   and    neapier  and 

neapier  and " 

"So  we  simply  had  to  abandon  the  ship  to  its  fate  for 
the  time  being,"  ended  the  Captain  on  a  high  soprano  note. 

"Yes,"  shrilled  the  Crew,  "yes." 

The  Visitor  observed  that  they  did  not  seem  so  very 
hungry  considering  they  had  not  touched  food  for  nearly 
twenty-four  hours. 

"  And  you  have  both  shaved,"  added  the  Captain  s  wife  in 
a  tone  of  icy  calm. 

The  Babe  was  crooning  to  her  doll,  "So  the  women  a r 
children  was  landed  and  sat  through  the  watches  of  the  night, 
a    prey    to   horrid    thoughts    while    the    gallant    Cantata 
Daddy,  were  you  comfy  last  night  at  the  Havn  Hotel • 

There  was  one  of  those  long  deep  pauses  which  make 
England's  homes  what  they  are. 
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THE    FIRST    GREEN. 

CiiAi'Tiai  I. 
THE  documents  in  the  case  are  these : — 

Him  to  Me. 

"  Come  and  play  golf  on  Thursday. 
What  is  your  handicap  ?  I  expect  you 
will  be  too  good  for  me." 

Me  to  Him. 

"  MY  GOOD  THOMAS, — Don't  l>e  silly. 
I  will  p'.ay  you  at  cricket,  tennis,  lawn 
tennis,  football  (both  codes),  croquet, 
poker-patience,  high  diving,  and  here- 
we-go-round-the-mulberry-bush.  If  you 
insist,  I  will  take  you  on  at  prisoner's 
base  and  billiards.  Moreover,  I  can 
dance  the  pavane. 

Yours  ever,        ADOLPHUS. 

P.S. — Anyhow,  I  haven't  any  clubs." 

Him  to  Me. 

"My  DEAR  Ass,  —  I  gather  that  you 
aren't  a  golfer  ;  well,  why  not  begin  on 
Thursday?  There  will  be  nobody  else 
playing  probably.  Meet  me  at  Victoria 
11.5.  My  brother  is  away,  and  I  will 
lend  you  his  clubs." 

Me  to  Him. 
(Telegram.) 

"  Is  your  brother  out  of  England  ? 
Wire  reply." 

Him  to  Me. 

"  Yes.     Sicily." 

Me  to  Him. 

"  Right  you  are,  then." 
CHAPTER  II. 

"  You  know,"  I  said  to  Thomas  in  the 
train,  "  I  have  played  a  little  on  a  very 
small  island  off  the  coast  of  Scotland ; 
but  it  was  such  a  very  small  island 
that  we  never  used  a  driver  at  all,  or — 
what's  that  other  thing  called?  —  a 
brassy.  We  should  have  been  into  the 
sea  in  no  time.  But  I  rather  fancy 
myself  with  a  putter." 

"  You  might  go  round  with  a  putter 
to-day." 

"  I  might,  but  I  shan't.  I  expect  to 
use  the  wooden  clubs  with  great  ease  and 
dexterity.  And  I  think  you  will  find 
that  I  can  do  my  little  bit  with  the 
mashie.  "What 's  a  niblick  ?  " 

"The  thing  you  get  out  of  bunkers 
with." 

"  Then  I  shan't  want  that." 
CHAPTER  III. 

The  fateful  moment  arrived.  Thomas 
presented  me  with  a  ball  called  the 
Colonel, and  a  caddieoffered  me  Thomas's 
brothers  driver.  He  also  asked  me 
what  sort  of  tee  I  should  like. 

I  leant  upon  my  club  and  looked  at 
him.  Then  I  turned  to  Thomas. 

"  Our  young  friend  Hector,"  I  said, 
"  is  becoming  technical.  Will  you  ex- 
plain ?  " 

"  Well,  do  you  want  a  high  or  a  low 
one?" 


"I  want  to  hit  this  Colonel  ball  very 
hard  in  the  direction  of  that  Hag.  What 
do  you  recommend  ?  " 

"  Well,  that 's  just  as  you " 

'    "  I  think   a  medium  one.      Slow   to 
medium." 

The  preliminaries  being  arranged,  I 
proceeded  to  address  the  ball.  My  own 
instinct  was  to  take  the  address  as  read 
and  get  to  business  as  soon  as  possible, 
but  in  the  presence  of  an  expert  like 
Hector  I  did  not  dare  to  omit  the 
trimmings.  As  it  was,  after  every 
waggle  1  felt  less  and  less  like  hitting 
the  Colonel.  When  at  last  I  did  let  fly 
it  was  with  feelings  of  relief  that  I  dis- 
covered, on  returning  my  eye  to  the  spot, 
that  the  tee  was  indeed  empty.  I  shaded 
my  eyes  and  gazed  into  the  middle 
distance. 

"  No,"  said  Thomas,  "  it 's  more  to  the 
right."  He  indicated  a  spot  in  the 
foreground,  about  tea  yards  E.N.E. 
"  There  you  are." 

"That  isn't  my  ball?" 

*'  Yessir,"  said  Hector,  grinning. 

"  May  T  have  it  back  ?  " 

Thomas  laughed  and  smote  his  own 
into  the  blue.  "  You  go  on  from  there," 
he  said. 

"  I  'm  still  aiming  at  the  same  flag  ?  " 

"  Go  on,  you  ass." 

I  went  on.  The  ball  again  rolled  ten 
yards  to  the  east. 

"  I  don't  know  why  we  're  going  in 
this  direction,"  I  said.  "  If  I  get  much 
further  east  I  shall  have  to  send  back 
Bartlett.  You  know  I  don't  believe  the 
Colonel  is  taking  this  seriously.  He 
doesn't  seem  to  me  to  be  trying  at  all. 
Has  he  ever  been  round  the  course 
before?" 

"Never.     He's  quite  new  to  it." 

"  There  you  are.  He  '11  come  down 
at  the  ditch  for  a  certainty." 

I  played  my  third.  A  third  time  we 
went  ten  yards  to  the  east — well,  per- 
haps a  touch  of  north  in  it  again.  And 
this  time  Hector  gave  a  sudden  snort  of 
laughter. 

I  leant  upon  my  club,  and  stared  him 
into  gravity.  Then  I  took  Thomas  by 
the  coat  and  led  him  on  one  side. 

"  There  are,  Thomas,"  I  said,  "  other 
things  than  golf." 

"  There  are,"  he  agreed. 

"  A  man  may  fail  temporarily  at  the 
game  and  yet  not  be  wholly  despicable." 

"True." 

"  He  may,  for  instance,  be  able  to 
dance  the  •pacane  with  grace  and  dis- 
tinction." 

"  Quite  so." 

"  Well  then,  will  you  take  this  giggling 
child  away  and  explain  to  him  that  I  am 
not  such  an  ass  as  I  appear?  Tell  him 
that  the  intellectuals  of  Brook  Green 
think  highly  of  my  mental  powers. 
Assure  him  that  in  many  of  the  best 
houses  at  Wandsworth  Common  I  am 


held  to  be  an  amusing  raconteur,  lie- 
mind  him  of  niy  vlllanelle  'To  Autumn.' 
For  heaven's  sake  make  him  understand 
that  my  reputation  dees  not  stand  or 
fall  with  my  ability  to  use  this  brassy 
thing.  I  'm  not  a  golf  professional." 

Thomas  allowed  himself  to  smile.  "I 
will  tell  him,"  he  said,  "that  you  are  not 
golf  professional." 

We  veered  right  round  to  the  east 
with  my  fourth,  and  then,  I  became 
desperate. 

"  Why,"  I  shouted,  "  do  I  hit  the  ball 
with  a  ridiculous  club  like  tliis  ?  I 
could  send  it  farther  with  a  cricket  bat. 
I  could  push  it  straighter  with  a  billiard 
cue.  Where's  that  bag?  I  am  going  to 
have  a  lucky  dip." 

I  dipped,  and  came  up  with  what 
Thomas  calls  a  cleek.  "  Now  then,"  I 
said.  I  didn't  stop  to  address  the 
Colonel,  I  simply  lashed  at  him.  He 
flew  along  the  ground  at  a  terrific  pace. 

"Well  kept  down,"  said  Thomas 
admiringly. 

"By  Jove,"  I  cried,  "that's  never 
going  to  stop.  See  how  he  flies  along 
.  .  .  now  he  breasts  the  slope  .  .  .  look, 
he  is  taking  the  water  jump  .  .  .  ah, 
he  has  crossed  his  legs,  he  's  down. 

"This,"  I  said  to  Thomas  as  we 
walked  after  the  Colonel,  "is  golf.  A 
glorious  game. 

"  What  nonsense,"  I  said  to  Thomas, 
"  they  put  in  comic  papers  about  golf. 
All  that  about  digging  up  the  turf  ! 
.  .  .  and  missing  the  ball!  .  .  .  and 
breaking  the  clubs  !  I  mean,  I  simply 
don't  see  how  one  could.  Let  's  see, 
I  've  played  four,  haven't  I  ?  " 

"  Five,"  said  Thomas. 

"What  I  am  wondering,"  he  added, 
"  is  why  you  should  have  been  afraid  of 
using  ant/  club  in  your  small  island  off 
the  coast  of  Scotland." 


IV. 

Twenty  strokes  after. 

"The  green,  the  green,"  I  shouted 
joyfully,  in  the  manner  of  the  ancient 
Greeks,  though  I  was  only  on  the  edge 
of  it. 

"  Go  on,"  said  Thomas. 

I  took  a  careful  aim  and  put  the  white 
down. 

"  You  see,"  I  said  carelessly,  leaning 
on  my  putter.  A.  A.  M. 

Now  that  evenings  are  drawing  in, 
country-house  hostesses  are  always  glad 
to  hear  any  new  suggestions  for  amusing 
their  guests  during  the  awkward  time 
between  tea  and  dinner.  We  reproduce 
this  week,  therefore,  a  simple  conjuring 
trick  from  Tit-Bits  : 

"  When  pressing  a  coloured  dress,  and  you 
have  the  misfortune  to  scorch  it,  take  a  shilling 
or  any  silver  coin  and  lay  it  flat  on  the  scorched 
part  and  rub  it  briskly,  and  you  will  find  it  will 
disappear." 
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Vifltor  (tn  hostess  wlune  small  daughter  is  amusing  lierself  by  bloirlny  up  the.  <iir-ti/nliion  t,-nt  nj  a  motor).  "On,  DO  You  THINK  IT'S 
WISE  TO   LKT  YOUR   LITTLK   OIUL   DO   THAT?      So   LIABLE  TO  GIVE   ONE  CAXCEK,    YOU    KNOW  !      /   ALWAYS   LET  TlfE   BlTLKH    IK>    IT." 


HANDBOOK    OF    PARLIAMENTARY   TERMS. 

(Mainly  for  the  Majority.) 
I.     A  WHIP. 

(«)  An  underlined  lithographed  letter  commanding  at- 
tendance under  the  guise  of  a  request.  The  urgency  of  a 
\vliip  varies  directly  as  the  number  and  thickness  of  the 
underlines  and  inversely  as  the  reluctance  of  the  Irish  to  go 
into  the  other  lobby. 

(6)  A  human  watch-dog  who  lets  you  in  gladly  for  an  all- 
night  fitting  but  never  lets  you  out  again  if  he  can  help  it. 
He  is  a  stern  upholder  of  numbers  and  a  blind  believer  in 
them,  but  whereas  he  permits  no  single  Member  to  pass  him 
he  nuiy  ol'ien  lie  placated  \\itli  a  pair.  He  is  generally  abused 
without  discrimination  by  those  who  have  made  his  task  diffi- 
cult. His  faith  is  summed  up  in  a  conviction  that  the  absent 
(unpaired'  are  always  wrong  and  that  the  present  (when  they 
vote  against  him)  arc  never  right.  When  four  Whips  are 
arranged  in  a  line  they  bow  beautifully, and  may  be  produced 
as  far  as  tho  Table  of  the  lli.n-c  Minultaneously. 

If.     A  PAUL 

(a)  A  friend  in  need  who  helps  you  to  go  to  bed  liecause 
(i)  he  wants  to  go  to  lied  himself,  or  (ii)  he  thinks  lie  has 
had  about  enough  of  it,  or  (iih  lie  doe.-n't  want  his  rame  to 
appear  in  the  Division  list. 


(6)  A  combination  of  two  mutually  destructive  voting 
machines  for  the  purpose  of  maintaining  the  balan.-e  of 
parties  and  redressing  the  iniquities  of  lute  sittings  and  dull 
debates. 

IN.     A  DIVISION-. 

Divisions  arc  such  stuff  as  Acts  are  made  of. 

Divisions  may  be  misled  (when  the  doors  are  locked^,  or 
multiplied  (when  Sir  F.  R\xi:t  i:v  is  pnvcntt,  or  avoided 
(when  a  deal  has  taken  place). 

According   to   the   frequency  of  his    Divisions  the  many 
electors  add  reputation  to  the  elected  one,  or  subtract  it  from 
him.     Yet  the  elected  may  enter  the  door  and  afterwards 
pass  the  Tellers  without  knowing  why  he  has  voted  for  what. 
Compare    the.  common  phrases  of  the   Divi-ion    I»bi 
"  What 's  thit  tec  're  rating  about  ?  "     "  It  thin  the  Clotiire  ?  " 
"I   don't   know,  tliey  told   me  to   tome   in  here";    "I  taw 
Harold  Cox  in  tlie  other  lobby,  so  I  came  into  thit  one." 
IV.     A  Snmi. 

A  method  of  spending  breath  without  profit,  and  time 
without  amus  inent. 

A  .-peedi  may  be  prolonged  to  infinity  without  meeting 
any  arguments. 

The  Week's  Notable  Sayings. 
Sir  HEKRERT  TREE,  as  interviewed  in  a  contemporary : — 

••.!/•>;//•<  cl  m-rita*.  :ui(I  il  slull  nhv.iy*  \>n-\ 
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THE  LORDS  AND  "THE  CHRONIC." 

THE  Lords  must  go:  that  is  certain. 
They  have  failed  all  round.  Not  only 
do  they  threaten  the  people's  rights  but 
they  have  even  lost  their  old  manners. 
Once  upon  a  time,  however  headstrong 
and  foolish  the  Lords  might  be  in 
politics,  they  did  practise  the  ordinary 
courtesies  of  society.  If  you  asked  them 
a  question  they  replied  to  it.  But  now 
all  that  is  changed. 

On  Monday  we  sent  a  telegram  in 
these  words  to  every  member  of  the 
House  of  Lords  :  — 

"Trade  of  the  Country  is  suffering 
by  uncertainty  which  exists  as  to  fate 
of  Finance  Bill.  Now  that  Bill  is  prac- 
tically settled  by  House  of  Commons, 
Editor  of  '  Daily  Chronic '  would  esteem 

favour  if  Lord would  say  what  he 

intends  to  do  about  it." 
A  moderate  enough  request,  one  would 
think,  and  one  the  answer  to  which 
is  generally  required.  No  self-respect- 
ing editor  could  do  less  than  put  it. 
In  order  that  the  chances  of  getting  no 
answers  might  be  reduced,  we  paid  six- 
pence on  each  telegram  for  a  reply — in 
the  aggregate  an  immense  sum. 

And  what  happened?  Will  it  be 
believed  that  only  three  Peers  gave  a 
satisfactory  and  straightforward  answer ; 
all  honour  to  them!  Earl  DE  LA 
WARE,  consummate  statesman  as  he  is, 
although  nominally  a  Conservative,  sent 
us  at  once  six  hundred  words,  or  five 
hundred  and  eighty-eight  more  than 
we  had  bargained  for ;  but  the  novelty 
and  rapture  of  being  addressed  at  such 
length  by  a  peer  compensated  us  for 
the  expense.  His  reply  was  a  trenchant 
defence  of  the  Budget,  and  an  intima- 
tion that  he  should  vote  for  it  when  it 
reached  the  Gilded  Chamber.  The 
Marquis  TOWNSHEND  replied  at  once : — 
"Shall  not  be  present." 

Here  is  a  manly  pronouncement,  a  model 
of  straightforwardness  which  we  invite 
some  of  his  so-called  peers  to  imitate. 
Earl  ROSSLYN  was  equally  explicit  and 
courteous : — 

"  Shall  be  at  Monte  Carlo." 

Some  of  the  Peers  whom  we  addressed 
sent  non-committal  replies.  Even  these, 
however,  are  not  without  their  interest, 
although  it  is  more  on  the  human  than 
on  the  political  side.  As  one  reads  these 
little  sheets  of  rustling  thin  paper  one 
wonders  if  it  is  possible  to  wrest  from 
them  the  secret  of  the  writer's  opinions. 
What,  for  instance,  was  behind  the  cool, 
calculating,  and  massive  brain  of  Lord 
ROTHSCHILD  when  he  sat  in  his  great 
office  in  St.  Swithin's  Lane,  and  wrote 
the  following  telegram,  and  sent  it  to 
the  post-office  in  Cannon  Street : — 

"  In  answer  to  your  message,  there 
is  no  doubt,  I  think,  that  the  trade  of 


the  country  is  suffering,  but  this  is  on 
account  of  the  provisions  of  the  Budget, 
and  not  for  any  other  reasons  connected 
with  it.  I  shall  do  what  I  shall  do." 

This  is  a  masterpiece  of  evasion,  and 
one  cannot  but  humbly  and  respectfully 
admire  the  author  of  it.  Lord  ROTH- 
SCHILD was,  of  course,  not  under  any 
obligation  to  answer  our  question,  but 
the  manner  in  which  he  has  replied  to 
our  telegram,  while  ignoring  the  query, 
is  beyond  all  praise. 

This  is  comparatively  polite,  if  uncivil. 
There  are  several  other  evasive  answers 
that  are  contemptible  in  their  want  of 
common  decency  to  members  oi  the 
Fourth  Estate.  Lord  LINDLEY,  for 
example,  actually  brought  himself  to 
reply  thus : — 

"Do  not  know  ;  ask  no  more." 

The  meaning  of  the  first  three  words 
is  beyond  dispute :  Lord  LINDI.EY  does 
not  know  what  he  will  do  when  the 
Finance  Bill  reaches  the  House  of  Lords. 
The  second  three  words  are  problemati- 
cal, but  we  fancy  we  know  their  mean- 
ing. His  lordship's  telegram  was  sent 
from  Mulbarton,  in  Norfolk,  five-and-a- 
half  miles  from  Norwich.  "Ask  no 
more"  is  the  wearied  cry  of  a  man  en- 
joying a  well-earned  holiday,  far  from 
the  turmoil  of  the  Legislature,  who  does 
not  wish  to  be  troubled  with  any  more 
editorial  inquiries.  Well,  it  shall  never 
be  said  that  we  on  The  Chronic,  are  in- 
capable of  taking  a  hint.  We  shall  lie 
very  careful  never  again  to  ask  Lord 
LINDLEY  anything. 

Worse  remains.  Lord  LISDLEY  is  simply 
rude  ;  but  what  of  the  cowards  ?  Here 
is  the  reply  from  Chislehurst  Park,  the 
seat  of  the  Earl  of  Chislehurst : — 

"Lord  Chislehurst  is  too  unwell  to 
reply." 

There's  a  champion  answer.  Unwell,  is 
he  ?  We  don't  wonder.  And  he  's 

fsing  to  be  worse.  They  all  are.  The 
eers  are  in  for  a  pretty  hot  time,  if  we 
have  our  way,  and  mean  and  tricky  little 
subterfuges  like  this  won't  help  them 
much.  For,  of  course,  Lord  Chislehurst 
isn't  ill  at  all :  he 's  simply  hiding.  He 
daren't  come  out  into  the  open  and 
show  his  hand. 

Again,  this  is  what  we  get  from 
Mil  ford  House  : — 

"  Lord  Milford  out  of  town." 
Now  there 's  a  foxy  answer.  Look  at 
it  well.  Carry  it  to  the  light.  Take  the 
reading-glass.  "Lord  MILFORD  out  of 
town."  Did  you  ever  see  a  statement 
that  so  palpably  bore  on  its  face  all  the 
insignia  of  evasion  ? 

So  much  for  the  replies,  the  paucity 
and  tone  of  which,  always  excepting 
the  noble  Earl  DE  LA  WAKB,  speak 
volumes  for  the  decay  of  the  old  prin- 
ciple, Noblesse  oblige.  As  for  those  who 
did  not  reply,  we  have  no  words  to 


express  our  scorn  and  contempt.  Apart 
from  the  loss  of  money— some  hundreds 
of  telegrams,  reply  paid — it  strikes  us  as 
shoddy  conduct  in  the  extreme.  That 
the  Lords  must  go  is  now  more  than 
ever  certain. 


THE    SONG    OF    THE    DIRT. 


(H"i//(  nb'jCfl  a/mlar/ies  all  round.) 

["'Dr.  Cook  was  the  dirtiest  white  man  I 
ever  saw,'  said  .Mr.  Whitney,  who,  after  th<> 
explorer  had  rested,  '  worked  on  him  for  nearly 
half  a  day  with  hot  water  and  a  brush.'  He 
found  Dr.  Cook  '  nothing  but  skin  and  bones,' 
and  had  difficulty  at  tirst  in  distinguishing  him 
from  the  Kskimos."  —  Press."] 

WITH  fingers  frozen  and  numb, 

But  with  eyes  the  colour  of  hope, 
A  man  in  latitude  82 

Was  plying  a  brush  and  soap  — 

Scrub—  scrub  —  scrub  ! 
(So  hard  that  it  must  have  hurt,) 

And  all  the  time  in  a  minor  key 
He  sang  the  "  Song  of  .the  Dirt  !  '' 

"  Scrub  —  scrub  —  scrub  ! 
While  the  water  is  cooling  fast, 

And  scrub  —  scrub—  scrub, 
As  hour  after  hour  drags  past. 
It  's  0  !  for  a  glimpse  of  pink  ; 

If  only  on  flesh  I  could  look  ! 
'  Twoidd  make  me   scrub   with   vigour 
al'resh, 

If  I  knew  it  was  really  COOK! 

"  Scrub  —  scrub  —  scrub 
Till  I  almost  begin  to  sob, 

Scrub  —  scrub  —  scrub 
Will  this  brush  last  out  the  job  ? 
Nose  and  forehead  and  tars, 

Ears  and  forehead  and  nose, 
How  I  long  to  be  in  a  Christian  land 

Where  a  fellow  could  borrow  a  hose  ! 

"The  shape  I  am  trying  to  clean 

Is  nothing  but  skin  and  bone, 
Yet  but  for  the  terrible  dirt 

It  seems  so  like  my  own  ; 
It  seems  so  like  my  own  ; 

Poor  chap  !  it  makes  me  weep 
To  think  that  soap  should  be  so  dear 

And  ice  should  be  so  cheap. 

"  Scrub  —  scrub  —  scrub  ! 

My  labour  never  flags, 
And  what  shall  I  get?  —  A  par  or  two 

In  the  half-penny  evening  rags. 
But  there,  I  mustn't  complain, 

My  name  would  never  be  seen 
In  even  the  most  obscure  of  prints, 

If  COOK  had  been  fairly  clean  !  " 

With  lingers  fro/en  and  numb, 

But  with  eyes  the  colour  of  hope, 
A  man  in  latitude  82 

\V;i>  plying  his  brush  and  soap  — 
Send)  -  scrub—  scrub  ! 

(So  hard  that  it  must  have  hurt) 
And  all  the  time  in  a  minor  key— 
Which  must  have  been  jolly  for  Dr.  C.  !— 

He  sang  this  "  Song  of  the  Dirt  !  " 
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"ARMS    AND    THE    MAN." 

[Lines  attributed  to  one  of  those  Socialists  \vlm 
have  recently  refused  to  acknowledge  any  con- 
nection between  themselves  ami  tin-  '|Vn  itorial 
Army.] 

I. I;T  others,  with  mistaken  zeal, 
Prepare  to  gall  th'  invader's  he  I 
With  dreadful  shot  and  awfid  steel 

And  thin«s  that  l.urst  ; 
Before  the  noble-minded,  free, 
And  gentle  Socialist  will  be 
In  any  way  concerned,  lie '11  seo 

Them  further  first. 

They  are  but  slaves,  who  walk,  and  run. 
Hither  and  thither  --rain  or  sun— 
Carry  a  rille,  serve  a  gun, 

And  creep  and  crawl 
As  tyrants  hid  them  ;  they  must  do 
Exactly  what  they  're  ordered  t»  ; 
It  wouldn't  be  the  thing  for  you 

Or  me,  at  all. 

Men  of  our  independent  mould 
Arc  I'l'Je  used  to  being  told 
To  do  our  .silly  job  ami  bold 

Our  silly  tongue  ; 
Yd,  il  \\e  tried  to  state  our  views 
On  d.iing  what  we  might  not  <-hoo-e, 


My  comrade^,  in  a  brace  of  two-, 
They  M  have  us  hung  ! 

It  may  lie  very  well  to  save 

Your  native  land  (which  rules  the  wave) 

From  alien  enemies  who  crave 

That  noble  site ; 

But  who  are  we  to  lend  a  hand? 
We  tell  them  that  it 's  not  our  land  ; 
The  dukes  and  classes  have  it,  and 

They  'd  better  fight. 

Ah,  no!     Let  those  prepare  to  bleed 
That  scorn  our  Socialistic  creed  ; 
We,  brothers,  who  are  all  agreed 

To  stand  alone, 

May  still  pursue  our  settled  plan 
Of  taking  everything  we  can 
From  every  other  class  of  man 

Except  our  own. 

Th  '  only  point  we  have  to  \\iii 
Is  decent  safety  for  the  skin  ; 
And,  even  if  the  foe  comes  in 

And  makes  a  fuss, 
Tin'  Territorials,  no  doubt, 
Will  promptly  come  and  turn  ihcin  out  ; 
They  can't  defend  themselves  without 

IVI'ending  us.  DiJ.U-1".  M. 


TIIK  NKW  TYKANNY. 

[To  tin-  j;rfiil  inconvenience  i>f  nuiiiv  foreign 
ronipetili-i-s  Tin-  At-rn  Club  has  laid  il-.  ban  .HI 
the  Doncaster  Hyinn  week  Ixvaiise  il  rlii-lu— 
with  another  at  ll!ark|HH)l,  to  which  the  ('lull 
lias  extended  its  sanction.] 

Si  i;ri!lt\N  lidy  clerks  \vlio  are  in  the 
habit  of  simply  Hying  for  their  trains  in 
the  mornings  arc  warned  that  the 
Club  will  not  permit  this  methyl  .  I 
proxres8  at  :in>"  l'ln''  ''1;lt  coincides  with 
tl'c  Blackpool  Aviation  Meeting. 

All  migratory  birds  that  have  not  \c; 
left  our  shores  must  take  notice  that 
flight  will  not  be  permitted  on  the  d.iy. 
of  Hl:u:k pool's  flutter. 

Defaulting  trustees  are  informed  that 
during  next  week  any  sudden  departure 
from  this  country  that  may  be  termed 
Might  will  l>e  rigorously  rcf u sed  sanction 
by  the  Aero  Club. 

Master  James  Martin  and  his  bruther, 
of  Streathani,   who  had   completed   all 
arrangements  for  a   kite-flying  contest 
on  the  Common  with  their  uncle  John 
u.  \i  Tuesday.  ln\e  received  a  ' 
Lit' r    from   tho  Secretary  of   the 
Club  to  say  that  this  thing  is  not  to  lie. 
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Worried  Captain  (as  the  Colonel  signals  some  invention  of  his  own,  ai>pareiit1y  a  combination  of  the  Extend,  the  Close,  and  the  Hall). 
'NOW    WHAT  DOES  THAT  MEAN?" 

Resourceful  Sub.  "  EXTREME  NERVOUS  TENSION,  AIRSHIPS  IN  SIGHT." 


THE  CALL. 

DEAR  BROWNE-SMYTH,— Calls  are  of  four 
qualities:  the  telephone' call, '  the  call 
on  hostesses  who  supply  free  meals  to 
deserving  bachelors,  the  call  of  the 
blood,  and  the  call  to  the  Bar.  Yours  is 
to  be  of  the  fourth  quality.  Keep  your 
ears  open  and,  when  you  hear  the 
Benchers  of  your  Inn  calling  on  the 
seventeenth  of  this  month,  indicate  by 
a  brief  gesture  that  you  arc  there.  I 
cannot  help  thinking  that  you  have 
been  successful  with  your  examinations, 
or  the  Benchers  would  not  be  making 
all  this  noise.  Let  me  congratulate  you 
upon  having  completely  deceived  a 
reputedly  intelligent  set  of  examiners. 

If  the  immediate  awe  of  your  relatives 
permits  them  to  jest  at  all  they  will  pro- 
bably make  some  humorous  reference  to 
other  less  respectable  but  more  profitable 
bars.  There  's  many  a  true  word  spoken 
in,  etc.  Having  qualified  yourself  by  a 
course  of  three  years'  dinner-eating,  you 
will  finally  become  a  barrister  by  one 
night's  drinking.  Between  you  and 
me,  this  "call"  is  a  euphemistic  way  of 
describing  a  little  razzle-dazzle  with  the 
Benchers.  For  you,  the  razzle-dazzle 
will  consist  of  one  glass  of  port,  sherry, 
or  marsaln. 

For  this  night  only  j'ou  will  be  I;III;AT, 
not  only  in  the  eyes  of  your  proud 
parents,  but  also  in  those  of  the  Pro- 


fessional News  Distributors,  Match  Mer- 
chants, and  Gentlemen  at  Large  who 
hang  round  the  entrances  to  the  Temple. 
They  are  sufficiently  in  the  know  to  see 
what  it  is  all  about,  but  are  not  so  over- 
fed with  the  prospect  of  beautiful  young 
men  in  evening  dress  as  to  despise  them. 
Make  the  most  of  your  "  moment,"  for 
this  one  glass  of  port  will  cost  you  up- 
wards of  £100,  and  drink  at  that  price 
per  glass  is  not  to  be  tossed  off  lightly 
or  to  be  upset  carelessly  down  the  shirt 
front. 

Make  the  most  of  yourself  by  iille 
boasting  of  the  future  and  frequent 
appearances  in  the  new  wig  and  gown 
afterwards.  It  will  take  all  your  efforts 
to  keep  the  popular  interest  alive.  Your 
most  enthusiastic  female  relatives  will 
lose  all  interest,  and  even  contrast  you 
unfavourably  with  poor  Cousin  Tom  who 
makes  £90  a  year  in  a  bank,  unless  you 
are  made  Attorney  -  General  within  a 
mouth  of  your  call.  Be  thankful  that 
they  do  not  in  these  days  insist  on  the 
Woolsack  for  you,  but  also  do  not  lie 
too  certain  of  this  Attorneyship.  The 
next  election,  I  am  told,  cannot  take 
place  much  before  January,  and,  even 
if  the  results  necessitata  a  change  of 
Law  Officers,  there  arc  reasons,  which  I 
am  not  at  liberty  to  reveal,  why  they 
may  not  hit  on  you  for  their  Attorney- 
General. 

Finally,  keep  your  copy  of  The  Times 


of  the  day  after  your  call,  in  which  that 
great  incident  is  mentioned.  It  will  bo 
the  last  gratuitous  reference  to  you  in 
public  print  for  about  five  years.  The 
next  one,  when  it  comes,  will  be  in  the 
local  rag  of  some  unknown  circuit  town, 
where  a  prisoner  will  be  lucky  enough 
to  be  prosecuted  by  you.  It  will  be 
only  because  the  reporter  was  not  com- 
petent enough  to  make  the  observation, 
or  the  editor  not  bold  enough  to  print 
the  statement,  if  that  notice  omits  to 
mention  how  thoroughly  badly  you  con- 
duct d  the  prosecution. 

Your  Fellow-sufferer,      Ronixsox. 


Why  Men  Best  their  Feet  on  Chairs. 

"  According  to  a  social  authority  (lie  mascu- 
line habit  of  resting  the  foot  upon  another  chair 
than  the  one  occupied  hy  the  sitter  has  its 
origin  iu  the  instinct  of  self-preservation." 

H  echhf  Scotwn&n, 

We  agree.  We've  tried  putting  our 
feet  on  the  same  chair  as  the  one  occu- 
pied by  the  sitter  (ourselves),  and  it 
isn't  anything  like  so  self-preservative. 


Little  Known  Heroes. 

"  After  the  match  there  was  a  supper  and 
social,  when  there  was  a  large  attendance.  .  .  . 
Messrs,  (r.  Armstrong  and  W.  Thompson  were 
the  carvers,  and  Mrs.  Thos.  Crellin  boiled  the 
water." — ]\  cut  Cumberland  Times. 


IM  Nt'H,    o|{    TIIK    I.MNlHiN    ('II. \IMVAIU.-Ocr.m  u  I:;,  1909. 


PARLIAMENTARY  GOSSIP. 

CnumoiCU  r,F  HOUSE  OF  Lorn*.  "YOUR  PEOPLE  GONE  AWAY  FOR  A  BIT  0'  QUIET  THIXKINT,?' 
CunroiUH  Of  Boon  or  Cwciiow.  "\VKLL,  0'  COURSE,  I  DOXT  KXn\V  NOTIUNK.  1«T  Y<  > 
MY  WORDS,  THERE  'S  HIXFLUEXCES  A-GOIN'  ON.     'OWEVEII,  MUM'S  TIIK  W01M 
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ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 

KviiiAi-nin  KIMIM  i  m;  DIARY  OK  TODT,  M.P. 

Iliiiim'  uf  <  'untuning,  Monday,  Oelober  4. 

Wasn't,  it  HA/I.IIT  who  made  shrewd 
observation  <h:  it  in  ;i  transpontine  t  heat  re 
no  one  ever  heard  eoiiclusion  of  sentence 
beginning,  "  A  man  who  raises  his  hand 
against  a  woman  except  in  kyindnr>-- 
S  i  cpiick  and  thunderous  was 
applause  of  gallery  that  the  actor's  voice 
was  lost  in  the  roar.  In  the  matter  of 
chivalry  Inwards  womankind  the  Com- 
mons yield  first  place  to  nobody.  This 
makes  ;-ll  the  more  significant  the 
chilling  reception  which  greets  appeals 
made  from  time  to  time  for  imprisoned ' 
SulTragelti  s. 

This  doubtless  largely  due  to  per- 
sonality of  self-appointed  champion. 
Though,  as  the  name  indicates,  I  »ON'T 
KKIH  HAKDIK'S  principles  are  based  on 
negations,  he  is  particularly  alive  to 
opportunity  of  asserting  himself  when 
gratuitous  advertisement  is  forward, 
whether  ihe  objects  of  his  passionate 
sympathy  dwell  in  India  or  in  London. 

Up  a.naiu  to  night  with  catechism  ad-- 
dres>ed  to  MOMK  SKUIETAIIY  with  intent 
to  show  that  Suffragettes  arc  being  in- 
humanly tortured  in  Birmingham  (iaol. 
MASTI:KMAN  —  whose  answers  throughout 
have  bein  the  more  effective  by  reason 
of  their  cool  courtesy  and  extreme 
matter-of-fact  character  —  showed  that 
the  treatment  of  artful  abstainers  from 
food  is  a  common  practice  in  analogous 
cases  in  hospitals  and  prisons.  It  is 


Pouring  unpalatable  truths  into  Keir-Hiinlii- 
;igninst  his  will. 

(Mr.  C.  F.  G.  Masterraan,  I'nder  Secn-uiry 
to  the  Home  Office.) 


neither   painful  in   prows   nor  harmful 

in  result.     Fund   prepared    in   tl rdi- 

fnr    the    wm;,. 

they    will    take    it.       If   not,    the    [ 
authorities     eannot  -soriea     to 

delil-erale     -Ilii  ide        Thei, •',.[•••     HMiiri-ll- 

ment  i^  admiirstcred. 

No  line  ri-i  s  to  luck  up  I'nv't    KKII: 
MAIIIIIK    in    his    lat.  -t  <  ru -..ule.     Un   the 
other  liand,  ehei-r.-  from   lioth   --id. 
I'l-.'vc  action  of  authoriti  (J  as  de-criKd 
by  I'MTI:  Si  i  1:1.1  M:V 

The  MiiMisiii  ton  S\iiK  wants  to  know 
who  finds  the  money  for  this  unwomanly 
farce.  The  Suffnigelles  can't  go  riding 
atKiut  in  chariots  f,,r  nothing,  Ix-drck- 
ing  theinsolves  with  ribboM  and  giving 
iKinntiful  bre»kf:i8trt  to  each  other  on 
coming  out  of  prison.  N'or  can  they 
pay  the  ex|wnse-  of  -pin-.ti-rs  of  :,1! 
living  humdrnni  lives  in  the  country 
who  jump  at  opportunity  of  a  free  trip 
to  London,  fnc  food  and  lodgings,  with 
pi.  --pi-ft  of  seeing  their  ol>M-ure  names 
in  the  newspapers.  It  nm^t  cost  some- 
thing in  the  way  of  travelling  e\p  n>.  s 
down  to  Kent  to  buffet  Ministi-rs  on  the 
golf  links,  and  fling  stones  through  their 
drawing-room  windows  under  shelter  o{ 
night.  Who  pays? 

At  outset  of  campaign  husband  ^f 
one  of  the  women  east  solitary  gli-.nu  of 
humour  on  turbulent  scene  by  an- 
nouncing that  he  would  contribut  •  £10 
a  week  to  the  cause  as  long  as  his  wife 
was  kept  in  prison.  That  rource  of 
revenue  long  since  dried  up.  Who 
subsidises  the  continued  antics,  which 


Mr.  Kfii-  ll;<nlir  almost  sobbing  with  angiiisliiil  indignation 
tliiil  sunn'  juior  niisguuliMl  wninr-n  ~lionlil  lie  ileniecl  tlio  glory 
"I  '''.iili  by  innnition. 


THE  HUN.  JfF.Mm..;  t"i:  THE  lU-vs  Pn 

mi  syni|atln>tii';illy  tonili-ntl  to  Mr.  Hilairr  I 
If  he  wrri-  lo  ;idopt  it,  we  could  alni'^i  j;u.ir.ini< •<•  i 
would  oury  «r«t  to  the  moftt  di«U  ''«• 
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How  they  will  look  if  the  Budget  discussion  goes  on  much  longer. 


include  attempts  to  mount  buildings 
where  public  meetings  are  held  in  order 
to  fling  down  bricks  on  the  heads  of  the 
hapless  audience  ? 

Certainly  they  don't  pay  in  the  House 
of  Commons. 

Business  done. — Schedules  of  Budget 
Bill  dealt  with  in  Committee. 

Tuesday. — This  the  forty-sixth  and 
penultimate  sitting  in  Committee  on 
Budget  Bill.  Time  land  was  in  sight. 
Things  going  hard  with  crew  on  weather- 
beaten  barque.  Many  absent  when  muster 
called.  The  SPEAKER,  who,  owing  to 
habitual  sitting  in  Committee,  has  been 
pr.ictically  a  half-timer,  fled  for  a  while 
to  his  northern  home.  KMMOTT, -whose 
health  improves  under  extra  strain  of 
work,  doubles  his  part.  In  Question 
time  sits  in  SPEAKER'S  Chair.  When 
Mace  removed  from  Table,  hey,  presto ! 
becomes  Chairman  of  Committees. 

Liquor  licences  being  t3  the  fore, 
PREMIER  undertakes  to  look  after  Bill. 
Hardly  had  Houss  met  when  he  has  to 
leave  post-haste  for  Balmoral,  sum- 
moned to  presence  of  his  Sovereign. 
Members  nudge  each  other.  Shrewdly 
suspect  this  has  ;-<mie  bearing  on  pend- 
ing fight  'twixt  Lords  and  Commons. 


PREMIER  rushes  off  to  catch  Scotch  ex- 
press. Leaves  INFANT  SAMUEL  in  charge. 
Someone  with  domestic  instincts  suggests 
a  "small  boltlo."  CHAIRMAN  rules  that, 
clause  of  Bill  dealing  with  that  subject 
being  passed,  further  reference  is  out 
of  order.  So  the  INFANT'S  feeding  must 
take  its  chance. 

Members  settle  down  to  what  promises 
to  be  dull  night.  Forecast  not  belied. 
FADER  read  what  from  tone  of  voice  and 
subdued  attitude  suggested  Last  Speech 
and  Dying  Confession  prior  to  execu- 
tion. Was  merely  moving  amendment 
omitting  the  words  "Making  the  duty 
equal  to  half  the  annual  value  of  the 
licensed  premises."  BELLOC  —  whose 
name  WINSTON  wilfully  pronounces  as  il 
it  were  spelt  Bellow — momentarily  raised 
drooping  spirits.  His  oratorical  manner 
marked  by  cheery  peculiarity.  Starts 
speech  with  sudden  shout,  a  sort  of  View 
Halloa  which  recalls  to  old  Members 
memories  of  the  hunt. 

What  BELLOC  wants  to  whisper  in  ear 
of  House  is  suspicion  that  Ministers  are 
suborned  by  the  arts  and  purses  of 
millionaire  cocoa-manufacturers.  Look- 
ing into  the  cocoa  cup,  he  discerns 
depths  of  infamy  compared  with  which 


tumblers  of  toddy  are  home-blessings  in 
disguise. 

HALL  WALKER  so  moved  by  discovery 
of  treason  in  our  midst  that  he  contri- 
buted most  original  idea  that  has  yet 
llasht  d  through  debate.  Protest  being 
made  against  alleged  design  of  Govern- 
ment  to  extinguish  small  licensed  houses, 
gallant  Colonel  deployed  in  their  defence. 
Declared  axiom  that  public-house  is, 
perhaps  next  to  garments,  absolute 
IK •(•(  .-~Miy  for  working-man. 

"  Fact  is,"  he  said,  "  every  working- 
man  requires  two  publie-houses — one 
near  his  home,  one  near  his  work." 

Member  below  Gangway,  not  to  be  out- 
done in  generosity,  suggested  another 
midway,  so  that  going  and  coming 
Weary  Willie  might  drop  in.  No ;'  HALL 
WALKER  a  man  of  moderate  views.  Not 
to  be  dragged  into  extremes.  A  public- 
house,  say  next  door  but  one  to  his  resi- 
dence, another  three  doors  distant  from 
his  workshop,  should  suffice  any  reason- 
able labourer. 

Committee  had  heard  of  the  principle 
of  One  Man  one  Vote.  Something  novel 
about  this  development  of  One  Working 
Mnn  Two  Public  Houses.  Adjourned  to 
think  it  over. 

Business  clone.  —  In  Committee  on 
Budget  Bill.  Land  in  sight. 

Thursday.  —  THOMAS  JOSEPH  CONDON, 
five  times  Mayor  of  Tipperary,  in  another 
respect  soars  beyond  DICK  WHITTIMITON 
inasmuch  as  he  contributes  practical 
suggestion  for  amendment  of  Parlia- 
mentary procedure.  Puts  long  question 
to  CHIEF  SECRETARY  setting  forth  par- 
ticulars of  the  police  hauling  down 
American  flag  that  flaunted  over  front  of 
hotel  in  Dublin  honoured  by  visit  from 
Irish  herces  who  are  not  afraid  to  talk 
of  '48.  ST.  AIT.USTINE  remarks  that 
he  has  only  just  received  notice  of  the 
question. 

"I  will,"  he  added,  nodd  ng  genially 
to  his  interlocutor,  "  inquire  into  the 
Eacte." 

"  The  facts,"  said  the  man  of  many 
mayoralties  severely,  "  are  as  I  have 
stated  them." 

House  laughed;  on  reflection  per- 
ceived the  rejoinder  conveyed  valuable 
hint,  designed  to  save  trouble  in 
Government  Offices  and  expedite  busi- 
n  ss  in  the  House.  Ordinary  course  pur- 
sued is  that  which  ST.  AuQUSTINE  showed 
inclination  to  follow.  Member  sets  forth 
a  narrative  of  questionable  particulars 
thinly  disguised  in  form  of  interroga- 
tion. It  is  referred  to  officials,  who  spend 
hours  looking  into  it.  Minister  reads  in 
due  course  pn'cin  of  their  conclusions. 
Why  not  forthwith  accept  the  facts 
as  slated  by  lion.  Member  concerned  V 
Nobody  would  be  a  penny  the  worse, 
irritation  would  be  avoided,  much 
time  saved.  Lacking  the  stimulus  of 
Ministerial  correction  Members  would 
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MAKING    THE    BEST    OF    IT. 

McSicinJlr  (tr/io  7ia«  lee»  trying  In  fell  a  gnn-sliy  dog,  and  lias  reluctantly  been  oblitjed  to  grant  a  trial).  "  M»*.  WHAT  DID  I  TELL  T«f 

Ts\'l    HK    FAST?" 


speedily  tire  of  recreation  of  presenting 
controversial  matter  in  form  of  question. 
Business  done.  —  On  stroke  of  two 
o'clock  this  morning  Budget  Bill  through 
Committee.  House,  encouraged  by 
prospect  of  a  week's  rest,  takes  up 
Development  Bill  with  intent  to  pass  it 
before  adjourning  for  holiday. 

From  an  Irish  Seedsman's  Catalogue  : 

"  All  seeds  selected  with  the  greatest  care. 
Not  accountable  for  the  growth  of  any  seeds." 

They  will  sprout  up   sometimes  ;    you 
can't  help  it. 


"  \\  V  have  been  appointed  sole  agents  in 
Jamaica  for  -  '«  Antiaceptic  Preparations."  — 
Atlrt  .  in  "  Jamaica  Gleaner." 

Trial  bottles  have  been  forwarded  to 
l>r.  COOK,  Mr.  BALFOUR  and  Mr.  LLOVD 
QEOBOE. 

The  following  appeal  to  gouty  gentle- 
men appeared  in  a  local  paper  :  — 

"  \Vlieu  hopping  for  Christinas  gifts  call  and 
IBSpecl  the  large  variety  of  fancy  and  u-.-iul 
presents  now  on  exhibition." 

'•  \Ve  shall  lie  very  thankful  to  whom  who 
\\.MK!  kindly  recommend  our  cstablislunent  to 
thin  friend-." 

Tiiis  advertisement  comes  from  Koine, 
but  it  will  be  useless  for  Mr.  BEIXOC  to 
pa.-s  it  on  to  his  friend  Mr.  CiiESTF.mxw. 


ODE  TO  AUTUMN. 

[The  fault  of  most  of  the  classical  composi- 
tions ou  this  theme  ig  that  the  writers  of  them 
were  born  in  towns,  and  failed  to  catch  tin- 
right  bucolic  spirit.] 

SEASON,  when  the  skies  are  fainter, 

Spirit  of  the  golden  sheaves, 
Whom  the  mythologic  painter 
Up  in  London  town  c-oneeives 
Not  inelegantly  bodiced 
In  a  gown  that 's  far  from  modest, 
Principally  made  of  flowers  and  leaves. 

Autumn,  would  yon  have  me  utter, 

When  I  see  your  boons  dispersed, 
Lots  of  laudatory  butter, 
Me  of  Little  Mcdlinghurst? 

Hymn  you  like  the  writing  fellows 
Whom  romantic  moonshine  mellows. 
Folks  that  ain't  been  country -born  and 
nursed  ? 

Shall  I  mention  how  Demeter 

Gathers  in  the  girded  shucks? 
How  the  happy  peasants  greet  her 
Laughing  as  the  laden  trucks 
Leave    their    trails,   as   bright    as 

guineas, 

Hanging  from  the roadsidespinneys? 
No,   that's   not   the  way  we  talk    in 
Bucks. 

Yellow  grain  and  bursting  berry 

Think  you  these  would  make  us  glad? 


Was  there  ever  time  so  merry 
British  hearts  could  not  b-  Kid? 
Bravely  though  thewhcat  h,  -smiling, 
Someone's  oats  are  always  spiling, 
Turmuta  too  lie  ruination  bad. 

So  it  is  through  all  the  county  ; 

Times  in  Fulborough  is  hard  ; 
Notwithstanding  "  fWes'  bounty  " 
There's  a  mort  of  mangels  marred  ; 
Let  the  city  poets  render 
Tributes  to  your  Mazing  splendour. 
Much  they  know  of  England,  xiy*  the 
liard. 

Ay,  and  if  you  choose  to  tumble 

"  Cornucopias"  about 
Till  there  bain't  no  ground  to  grumble, 
Still  the  future  hangs  in  doubt  : 
We'd  be  laying  up,  remember, 
Surtin  sure  for  next  September, 
Either  too  much   r.iin  or  too  muck 
drought. 


"A  barrister's  son,  I'.'i,  educated,  Ac., 
post,  any  eap:i<  in  .  .  .  .  Will  train  along 
any  indicated  lilies.  Start  when  deaiml."- 
The  Daily  Tclrgmph. 

For  instance,  if  there  was  a  vacancy  at 
I  lover  College,  he  would  train  along  the 

South  Eastern  and  Chatham  line.starting 
from  Victoria  ju>l  when  the  Headmaster 
de>ired  him  to,  except,  of  coiirx-.  Ilia'  lie 
would  have  to  be  guided  by  the  time- 
table. 
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OUR  LITERARY 
THE    announcement 


MINISTERS, 
that    Mr.    JOHN 


BURNS  gave  £1,000  for  a  Second  Folio 
Sliakspeare  turns  out  to  be  an  exaggera- 
tion, Mr.  BURNS  having  fortunately 
secured  this  treasure  at  a  much  lower 
figure. 

It  is,  however,  stated  on  good  autho- 
rity that  immediately  after  the  great 
dock  strike  Mr.  BURNS  began  to  prepare 
a  book  on  the  relation  of  SHAKSPEARE  to 
the  Labour  movement,  but  political  work 
crowded  upon  him,  and  the  book  still 
remains  to  be  written. 

At  the  same  time  we  understand  that 
Mr.  BURNS  has  sketched  out 
a  good  deal  of  the  work, 
entitled  Labour's  Love  Lost, 
and  that  some  of  his  emen- 
dations and  comments  will 
throw  a  flood  of  light  on 
passages  which  have  hither- 
to baffled  the  ingenuity  of 
some  of  the  ablest  interpre- 
ters of  the  Bard  of  Avon. 

The  most  remarkable  of 
these  is  that  locus  desperatus 
in  Henry  VIII.,  Act  V., 
Scene  4 : — 

"These  are  the  youths  that 
thunder  at  a  play  house  and  light 
for  bitten  apples ;  that  no  audi- 
ence but  the  tribulation  of  Tower 
Hill,  or  the  limbs  of  Limeliouse 
their  dear  brothers,  are  able  to 
endure." 

Mr.  BURNS  satisfactorily 
proves,  by  a  chain  of  incon- 
trovertible evidence,  that 
this  passage  is  one  of  the 
many  instances  of  SIIAKS- 
PEARE'S  supernatural  presci- 
ence, and  identities  the  "  tri- 
bulation of  Tower  Hill "  with 
Mr.  JACK  WILLIAMS,  and  the 
"limbs  of  Lirnehouse"  with 
the  supporters  of  another 
prominent  demagogue. 

One  of  his  very  happiest 
emendations  deals  with  tlie 
line  in  The  Merry  Wives  of 
Windsor: — 

"  I  come  to  her  and  cry 
'  budget.' " 


as  foreshadowing  BEN  TILLETT;  Quince, 
HARRY  QUELCII;  and  Portia,  Mrs.  SIDNEY 
W  Kins.  He  also  goes  fully  into  the  ques- 
tion whether  FRANCIS  BACON  was  ever  a 
West  Ham  Guardian  or  not. 

In  this  context  it  is  interesting  to 
learn  that  the  CHANCELLOR  OF  IHE  Ex- 
uiEgi.'ER,  who  recently  acquired  for  the 
sum  of  £2,000  a  splendid  MS.  copy  of 
the  (Jeorgics,  is  preparing  a  monograph 
on  VIRGIL'S  views  on  unearned  increment. 

Sir  EDWARD  GREY  has  long  been  known 
as  an  ardent  bibliophile.  His  latest 
acquisition  is  an  editio  prineeps  of  The 


THE  ALIAS. 

["Mr.  Asquith,  travelling  under  Hie  nan,<  of 
'  Jlr.  Herbert,'  arrived  iu  Aberdeen  by  the 
1:21  Kust  Coast  express  from  King's-rross. 
He  breakfasted  at  the  station  refreshment 
rooms  and  left  by  the  8.5  train  for  Bulkier."] 

The  Ben  Tussoch  Hotel, 

Andranoddy,  A'.B., 

October  Qth,  1009. 

MY  DEAREST  MARIA, — How  is  your  indi- 
gestion ?  Feel  greatly  invigorated  by  my 
holiday.  But  what  I  chiefly  want  to  leil 
you  about  is  an  event  which  gave  me 


5HL  W.   STEVEN 


t. 


This,  according   to  Mr.  BURN*,   should  in  the  Stockbridge  Parish  Magazine. 


have  dropped  out  after  the  word  "  local." 

Mr.  BURNS,  we  may  add,  is  great  on 
parallels,  and  in  a  critical  excursus  gives 
good  grounds  for  regarding  HEN  JONSON 


Gompleat  Angler,  for  which  he  gave  a  sum  i  the  proudest  moment  of  my  life— always 
running  into  five  figures.     An  article  on  j  excepting   that   in    which    yon   and   1 

became  one  in  the  bond  of 
matrimony,  my  dear  Maria.; 
While  waiting  for  my  train' 
in  Aberdeen  station  early 
on  Wednesday  morning,  I 
sauntered  into  the  refresh- 
ment room  for  a  cup  of  hotj 
tea.  There  I  beheld  none; 
other  than  the  Prime  Minister! 
of  Great  Britain,  quietly  par-) 
taking  of  a  frugal  meal.: 
(Lest  you  fall  into  your  usual; 
error  of  thinking  that  Sir' 
HENRY  NORMAN  is  our  Pre- 
mier, let  me  remind  you 
that  I  refer  to  Mr.  HERBERT 
HENRYASQUITII.)  The  thought 
flashed  into  my  mind  that  it 
would  indeed  complete  n?y 
enjoyment  of  a  sojourn  in 
this  laud  of  rugged  beauty 
if  I  might  be  favoured  \\ith 
some  word  from  his  lips.  As 
he  folded  his  napkin  some- 
thing impelled  me  to  seize, 
the  opportunity  ere  it  was 
too  late.  Rising  quietly,  and 
approaching  him  with  dig- 
nity and  in  a  courteous 
manner,  I  said  : — 

"  May  I  be  so  bold  as  to 
venture  to  voice  my  heart- 
felt admiration  of  your  great 
work,  Mr.  AsQcini  ?  " 

He  rose,  and  with  a  smile 
— a  truly  brotherly  smile, 'I 
now  remember — said,  "  My 
name  is  Herbert." 

I  need  hardly  tell  you,  my  dearest 
Maria,  that  this  sudden  proffer  of  friend- 
ship staggered  me.  All  I  could  do  was 
to  seize  his  hand  and  in  broken  tones 
exclaim  :  "  Thank  you,  Herbert ;  will 
you  call  me '  Horace '  ?  " 

His  valet  cut  short  our  conversation 
by  reminding  my  leader  of  his  train,  and 
so  he  left  me,  bestowing  on  me  another 
smile.  Thus  am  I  favoured  above  most 
men  in  Surbiton,  my  love  ;  and  later  on 
in  the  winter  we  must  see  what  we.  can 
do  about  a  little  dinner  to  Herbert  and 
his  wife. 

Your  loving  Husband, 

HORACE. 


I/P 
KV 


mum';  she  cries  iu&li  WALTON'S  views  on  Dry  Fly  ing  Ma- 
chines by  Sir  EDWARD  will  shortly  appear 


read : —  I 

"  He  comes  to  me  and  cries  '  budget ;'  I  cry  an  exhaustive  study  of  SCHOPENHAUER'S 
'mum.'" 

Even  more  felicitous  is  the  exquisite 
addition  which  Mr.  BURNS  suggests  to 
the  words: — 

"  ( lives  to  airy  nothings 
A  local  habitation  and  a  name." 

Here  he  contends  with  great  plausibility 


Mr.  HALDANE  has  undertaken  to  write 


views  on  the  value  of  captive  balloons 
in  blockades,  and  Mr.  HERBERT  SAMUEL 
is  credited  with  the  intention  of  writing 
a  compendious  treatise  dealing  with 


MILTON'S    opinions 
Question. 


on    the     Licensing 


Lastly,  Mr.  LEWIS  HlBOOtJRT  recently 
that  the   words   '' Government   Board      purchased  at  a  fabulous  price  the  MS. 


of  one  of  the  unpublished  plays  of  his 
brother,  Mr.  ROBERT  HAROOURT.  He  is 
now  engaged  on  a  witty  brochure 
entitled,  "  Why  I  believe  in  the  Censor." 
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(also  tiitimj  Member  /or  ili*tr'iet}.  "By  THE  WAY,  DOBBINS,  I  VE 

THAT  SHED  OK  You  IIS   MENDED  AS  SOON   AS   YOU   LIKE." 

Dubbins.  "TiuuKKK.  iSiR.     THEN  IT  BE  TBCE  THAT  OENERAL  ELECTION  BE  A-COHIN'  on?" 


HEAVING  TO  TELL  TOU  I'LL  SEND  A  MAN  ft  AXD  HAYB 


RAISING  THE  WIND. 

"  YES,"  lie  slid,  "  wo  were  awfully 
stoney,  but  it 's  better  now.  We  tided 
over  the  crisis  all  right." 

"  Do  tell  me  how,"  I  suid.  "  The  hist 
time  I  saw  you  it  was  hopeless." 

"Jenny  had  an  inspiration,"  he  re- 
plied. "  She  went  to  visit  an  old  school 
friend  who  was  having  a  baby,  and  the 
thought  came  to  her  then." 

"Well?"  I  Mid. 

"Well,  it's  like  this.  If  you  have  a 
baliy  and  iidvertisc  it  in  the  papers  you 
get  all  kinds  of  truck  sent  you." 

"I  know,"  1  said.  "It's  a  regular 
nuisance." 

"  Oh,  is  it?"  he  replied.  "  Wait  a  bit. 
Look  at  these." 

He  handed  me  three  tiny  slips  of 
paper.  ( )n  one  I  read  :— 

liKICIN'SON.  —  On  Wednesday,  the  20th 
September,  at  4,  Wellington  Kotul,  W.,  tin-  \vif<> 
of  MENKY  XOHI.E  HIUIUNSUN,  of  twins,  daaghtcn, 

Ou  another : — 

MAYO!!.— On  the  L'n.l  <M..lu-r,  lit  US.  Orme 
Square,  W.,tln>  wife  of  HonEHT  FOXWELI.  MAYOR, 
of  twins,  son  and  daughter. 

And  on  the  third  : — 

SOLLY.—  On  tl,i>  4th  Oclolier,  at  ',1'.).  Kirh- 
nmnd  Villas,  W.,  the  wife  of  Aroi.HU's  S.u.i  v, 
of  tEiplets,  suns. 

"  How  odd!  "  I  said,  as  I  returned  the 


slips.      "Two   twins  and  one  triplets. 
That  must  be  veiy  unusual." 

"  Very,"  he  said,  "but  not  impossible. 
Not  too  unlikely  for  good  art." 

"  Art?"  I  enquired. 

"  Of  course,"  he  answered,  "all  those 
are  fakes.  Inventions.  But  the  addresses 
are  real  :  friends  of  mine  live  tliere." 

"I  don't  understand,"  I  said. 

"  Why,"  he  replied,  "it's  as  plain  as 
ninepence.  These  advertisements  cost 
me  six  bob  each,  a  sum  which  I  had  no 
difficulty  in  borrowing  after  I  had  ex- 
plained the  scheme.  They  go  into  the 
Press,  and  at  once  the  firms  that  send 
out  all  the  free  truck  begin  to  get  to 
work.  Here  comes  in  the  point  of  the 
twins  and  triplets,  because  the  linns 
send  twice  or  three  times  as  much.  Do 
you  see?  Now  I'll  tell  you  what  the 
harvest  is,  down  to  date. 

"Seven  bottles  of  an  excellent  beef 
extract,  retail  3*.  &d.  a  bottle. 

"  Seven  pieces  of  perfectly  beautiful 
soap,  worth  M.  a  cake  at  least. 

"  Seven  boxes  of  very  superior  violet 
powder,  at  say  1». 

"  Seven  pairs  knitted  socks,  worth  la. 
a  pair. 

"  Twenty-one  tins  of  assorted  food  for 
babies,  at  say  Is., 

and  an  odd  lot  of  patent  safety  pins  and 
things  like  that.     Of  course  some  of  the 


people  only  sent  things  on  approval,  to 
be  paid  /or  if  kept.  The  cheek  of  them ! 
But  most  were  free,  as  they  ought  to 
be." 

"And  what  then?  "I  asked. 

"  Well,  Jenny  unloaded  the  lot  on 
young  mother  friends  of  hers  for  three 
pniinds.  or  over  200  per  cent  on  our 
outlay.  Brainy,  isn't  it?  " 

I  agreed  very  cordially. 

"  The  festivitien  will  be  continued  on  Moiid.iv. 
when  a  great  Iifelx>at  Having  ilf*inonntra!i<>ii 
•will  In.  performed  )>y  the  Ihirhew.  Oth.  i 
events  of  great  moment  will  also  take  place."— 
The  Olatgoie  Herald. 

Look  out  for  her  Grace's  new  volume, 
Lifeboat*  I  hare  saved. 

Mrs.  PAXKIIURST,  as  reported  in  The 
Times  :— 

"  She  was  going  to  America  for  a  fcw  week*, 
but  would  return  for  the  test  case.  If  nhe  had 
to  go  to  prison  with  her  91  comrade*  they 
would  be  94  'hunger-strikers.' 

Either  Mrs.  PAXKHURST'S  resolution  or  her 
arithmetic  is  not  to  be  trusted. 


"In  case  of  fire  communicate  with  A.  B. 
Firr  I/MB  Assessor*  and  Valuers."— Ada.  in 
"  Manchester  Guardian." 
If  you  an-  uninsured  it  is  perhaps  better 
to  communicate  first  with  the  nearest 
fire  brigade  station. 
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OUR    BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By  Mr.  Punch's  Staff  of  Learned  Clerks.) 

PEOPLE  who  regard  with  righteous  indignation  and  not  a 
little  personal  loathing  the  mere  possibility  of  a  burglar 
eouchant  under  their  bed  o'nights,  gather  round  the  cracks- 
man of  fiction  in  admiring  crowds.  If  their  criminal  care- 
fully divests  his  crime  of  every  possible  extenuation,  steals 
because  he  likes  stealing  and  happens  to  be  called  Raffles, 
their  enthusiasm  becomes  unbounded.  Mr.  HoBNCNQ  was  to 
be  congratulated  in  the  beginning  of  things  for  boldly 
recognising  this  innate  immorality  of  the  reader  and  allowing 
his  hero-villain  no  merit  save  good  sportsmanship.  But  is 
lie  to  be  congratulated  either  on  protracting  the  existence  of 
the  popular  idol,  or  on  finding  for  him  a  dully  virtuous  end 
to  justify  his  charmingly  disreputable  means?  With  all  its 
easy  style,  occasional  humour  and  pleasant  seasoning  of  love 
interest,  Mr.  Justice  Raffles  (Surni,  ELDER)  rarely  rises 
above  the  level  of  everyday  criminal  fiction.  The  devices 
employed  for  the  rescue  of  friends  from  the  clutches  of  a 
moneylender  are  hardly  ingenious  enough  to  be  worthy  of 
the  amateur  cracksman,  and, 
when  he  sits  in  mock  judg- 
ment on  the  melodramatic 
blood  -  sucker  and  rebukes 
his  rather  conventional  sins 
in  no  very  original  manner, 
the  situation  becomes  a  little 
ridiculous  and  Raffles  him- 
self something  of  a  prig. 
Frankly,  the  reader  may  feel 
at  the  end  of  the  book  that, 
though  he  would  like  a  lot 
more  of  Mr.  HORNDNG,  he  has 
by  now  had  almost  enough 
of  Mr.  Raffles. 


American  novel-readers 
must,  I  think.be  wonderfully 
simple  and  unsophisticated 
folk.  Here,  for  example,  is 
MABEL  OSGOOD  WRIGHT,  whose 
press  -  notices  proclaim  her 
one  of  their  best-established  favourites,  serving  up,  in  Poppea 
of  the  Post-0 fflce  (The  MACMILLAN  Co.)  material  that  was  thread- 
bare in  these  islands  before  the  days  of  DICKENS.  In  an  early 
chapter  we  hear  how  the  pretty  wife  of  rich  and  proud 
John  Angus  was  driven  from  home  by  her  husband's  cold- 
ness, and  how,  some  time  later,  baby  Poppea  was  found 
abandoned  on  the  steps  of  the  village  post-office.  The  child 
is  adopted  by  old  postmaster  Gilbert,  and  brought  up  as  his 
own  ;  but  years  afterwards,  when  she  has  grown  into  the 
heroine  of  the  tale,  and  proud  John  Angus  has  married  and 
lost  another  wife,  chance  reveals  Poppcaio  be  none  other  than 
his  own  daughter  by  the  ill-treated  first.  Well,  with  no  desire 
to  swagger  about  it,  I  must  say  that  personally  I  guessed  that 
in  one.  John  Angus  has  also  a  son,  a  cripple,  whom  he 
treats  with  jealous  affection,  forbidding  him  the  friendship 
of  his  half-sister  at  the  post-office,  and  generally  behaving 
in  an  overbearing  and  Dom&e/y-ish  manner,  which  I  only 
did  not  mind  because  I  was  so  sure  that  he  would  relent 
in  the  end.  As  indeed  was  the  case.  Seriously,  however, 
there  are  features  in  the  book  that  redeem  the  somewhat 
fustian  character  of  its  plot ;  the  picture  it  gives  of  rural  life 
in  America  at  the  time  of  the  Civil  War  i,s  one,  and  another 
is  a  certain  delicacy  of  writing  that  I  would  like  to  see  more 
worthily  employed.  It  is  published  at  five  shillings,  a 
reduction  that  appears  to  have  been  rendered  possible  by  the 
quality  of  the  paper,  though  it  is  far  better  worth  half-a- 


A    CHANCE    FOR    TRUE    POLITENESS. 

South  Pole  Explorer  (to  Second  Ditto).  "AFTER  TOU,  Sin  !  " 


crown,  than  the  majority  of  those  for  which  six  shillings  is 
charged. 

In  his  first  essay  in  romance,  Anne  Incseourt  (GRIFFITHS), 
MAKCTS  SERVIAN  shows  a  nice  sense  of  character,  and  not 
merely  of  the  kind  that  curries  a  label  and  lives  in  a  pigeon- 
hole. His  dialogue,  to:>,  is  taken  down  from  the  living 
voice.  Such  signs  of  inexperience  as  one  expects  from  an 
untried  hand  betray  themselves  rather  in  his  narrative  style, 
which  lacks,  at  any  rate  in  the  first  part  of  his  book,  the 
right  note  of  confident  simplicity.  The  story  itself,  on  the 
other  hand,  moves  forward  naturally  enough  to  the  tragedy 
of  its  conclusion,  asking  no  assistance  from  those  strained 
coincidences  and  melodramatic  shocks  which  are  apt  to  occur 
in  a  first  trial  of  strength.  The  scheme  of  the  book  is  a 
bold  one,  for  it  takes  a  fairly  courageous  writer  to  disregard 
popular  sentiment  and  to  demonstrate  how  poor  in  actual 
life  are  the  chances  of  poetic  justice  when  it  runs  up  against, 
the  cussed  irony  of  things.  Here  a  good  man's  happiness  is 
ruined,  not  through  the  faithlessness  of  his  wife,  but  through 
his  own  fidelity  to  the  word  of  honour  by  which  he  was 
pledged  to  take  her  back  if  she  wanted  to  return — a  promise 

on  which  her  cowardice 
falls  back  at  the  very  mo- 
ment when  he  is  about  to 
free  himself  and  find  con- 
solation in  the  love  of  a 
woman  who  is  worthy  of  him. 
I  compliment  Mr.  SERVIAN 
on  his  hardihood  in  forego- 
ing the  comfortable  ending 
which  threatened  to  issue  out 
of  much  evil.  The  home 
scenes,  I  should  add,  are  laid 
among  the  marshes  of  the 
Norfolk  coast,  whose  colours 
the  author  has  not  only  ob- 
served lovingly  for  himself, 
but  seeu  also,  as  he  should, 
through  the  eyes  of  his  cha- 
racters. I  could  wish  that 
his  printer's  reader  had  done 
as  much  for  us  others. 


"  Here  come  the  Limbersnigs  marching  along!"  So  ran 
the  National  Anthem  of  that  unique  race  whose  legend  has 
j  tist  been  published  by  Messrs.  LAWRENCE  AND  JELLICOE  ;  and 
such  should  be  the  cry  of  all  Nice  Children  as  soon  as  they 
set  eyes  on  this  herald  of  the  season  of  Delectable  Books. 
FLORA  and  LANCELOT  SPEED,  the  authors  of  The  lAmbertnigg, 
seem,  between  them,  to  know  exactly  what  is  wanted  in  this 
kind.  The  story,  simply  and  very  freshly  told,  with  just  the 
right  touches  of  irresponsible  fun,  serves  as  an  excellent 
thread  on  which  to  hang  the  pictures.  Some  in  harmonies 
of  brilliant  colours,  some  in  black-and-white,  Mr.  SPEED  lias 
painted  and  drawn  them  with  so  generous  a  fancy  and  a 
humour  so  lavish  of  detail  that  we  are  never  done  with  them, 
and  don't  want  to  be.  The  plan  of  the  Limbersnigs'  castle 
and  the  map  of  their  city  are  alone  an  occupation  for  a  week 
of  British  climate.  If  between  now  and  Christmas  any  two 
people  produce  a  better  book  for  children,  I  should  like  to! 
hear  of  it. 

"  In  an  interview  Mr.  Orvillc  Wright  said  he  had  never  flown  so  In'^h 
before.  He  estimated  the  altitude  at  500  metres.  It  took  him  five 
minutes  to  ascend  and  only  five  minutes  to  descend.  The  downward 
speed  was  simply  terrifying." — The  Glasgow  Herald. 

A  little  under  four  miles  an  hour  is  indeed  a  terrifying 
speed.  He  must  have  been  scared  with  wondering  if  he 
would  ever  get  to  earth  again. 
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CHARIVARIA. 

Tin:  Board  of  Admiralty  has  shown 
more  lliat  it  is  always  ready  to 
t  new  ideas.  A  Navy  War  Council 
is  t<>  he  organised  at  once.  This  notion 
of  making  our  Navy  useful  in  time  of 
•war  strikes  us  as  being  a  really  bright 
one.  *  * 

Now  that  the  prospects  of  Home  Rule 
are  so  rosy  Mr.  T.  P.  O'CONNOR  is  to 
go  to  America  to  raise  funds.  America, 
we  understand,  is  prepared  to  respond 
liberally  to  the  appeal  if  an  arrangement 
can  be  arrived  at  whereby  the  whole  of 
Tammany  will  return  home  in  the  event 
of  Home  Rule  being  granted. 

*  * 

"A  farmer  in  Canada  or 
the  States,"  says  Mrs. 
HUMPHRY  WAIID  in  her  new 
serial  in  The  Gornhill, 
"may  be  of  all  social 
grades."  He  would,  we 
should  pay,  be  a  useful 
person  to  transplant  to 

the  Dukeries. 

*  * 
* 

Mr.    LLOYD-GEORGE'S 

statement  that  the  Peers 
consist  of  "  500  men 
chosen  accidentally  from 
among  the  unemployed " 
has,  we  hear,  caused  quite 
as  much  annoyance  to  the 
unemployed  as  to  the  peers. 

A  French  newspaper 
remarks  that  ROBESPIERRE 
never  said  anything  more 
violent  than  did  Mr.  LLOYD- 
GEORQE  in  his  Newcastle 
speech.  This  reminds  us 
that,  according  to  the  latest 
rumour,  not  only  is  the 
House  of  Lords  to  be 
abolished,  but  the  name 
of  the  remaining  Chamber  is  to  be 
changed  to  The  House  of  Communes. 
*  * 

Last  week  the  Ladies  VIOLET,  MARJORIE 
and  DIANA  MANNERS,  daughters  of  the 
Duke  and  Duchess  of  RUTLAND,  gave  a 
capital  variety  entertainment  at  Rowsley 
in  aid  of  local  charities.  We  under- 
stand that  their  reception  was  so  favour- 
able that  the  family  will  now  know  what 
to  do  should  the  Budget  become  law. 
%* 

Mr.  CHAMBERLAIN  presented  to  Mr. 
JESSE  CoixiNG3  last  week,  on  behalf  of 
the  Rural  Labourers'  League,  an  album 
containing  the  signatures  of  more  than 
5,000  agricultural  labourers  and  small 
holders.  The  long  winter  evenings  \\ill 
soon  be  upon  us,  and  we  can  well 
imagine  Mr.  COLLINOS  poring  over  the 
pages  of  this  fasciniting  volume  night 
after  night. 


At  a  demonstration  at  Edinburgh 
last  week,  five  Suffragettes  played  the 
bagpipes.  These,  no  doubt,  are  the 
deadly  weapons  in  reserve  which  have 
been  darklv  hinted  at  for  some  time  past. 

V 

A  prominent  San  Francisco  doctor, 
The  Express  informs  us,  is  collecting 
orphan  babies  of  various  nationalities 
with  a  view  to  rearing  a  perfect  human 
being.  This  is  a  nasty  hit  at  Lord 

CURZON.  *  * 

* 

In  order  to  encourage  maternity  the 
Mayor  of  Portsmouth,  Virginia,  has  de- 
cided to  give  a  medal  to  the  mother  of 
every  child  born  in  his  municipality. 
The  rumour  that  his  worship  has  also 


epitomes  of  tin-  World'.-, 
Books.   SirFoKi'  -i\d  know  some- 

tiling  of  surgical  operations. 

The  schoolmaster  hod  been  explaining 
to  his   boys   the  difference   between  a 
discovery  and  an  invention.     "  Please, 
Sir,"  asked  a  member  of  his  nudi 
"was  the  finding  of  the  North  Pol'-  a 

discovery  or  an  invention  ?  " 

*  * 

Lord  CARRIXCTCX  informed  the  Upper 
Chamber  that  Mr.  LIJOYD-UEOHGK,  accord- 
ing to  his  first  Budget  speech,  hoped, 
by  the  development  of  National  induH- 
tries,  to  relieve  the  landlords  to  the 
extent  of  a  quarter  of  a  million  a  year. 
Mr.  LLOYD  -  GEOROE  has  become  more 
sanguine.  He  now  hopes  to 
relieve  the  landlords  of  a 
far  larger  sum. 

V 

What  claims  to  be  the 
largest  skating  rink  in  the 
world  has  been  opened  at 
Earl's  Court.  There  is  a 
special  annexe  for  begin- 
ners. This  annexe,  it  is 
thought,  will  always  be 
crowded  with  spectators, 
and  the  pantomimes  are 
now  faced  with  formidable 
competition. 


EPISODES 


THE    GREAT.-VII. 


LEONARDO  DA  VINCI  BEING  INFORMED  BT  HIS  MASTER,  ANDREA  VEBROOCBIO, 
THAT  ONLY  ONE  EYE  IS  VISIBLE  IN  A  PROFILE. 


pointed  out  that  twenty  of  these  medals 
will  make  a  charming  necklace,  lacks 
confirmation. 


*  * 


"  England  is  the  country  where  the 
stage  dominates  fashion,"  says  an  actor 
who  has  just  turned  costumier.  "The 
actress,"  he  grants,  "  may  overdress  at 
times  .  ."  Surely,  she  more  often  does 
the  other  thing. 


*  * 


M.  ROSTAND'S  announcement  that  the 
first  performance  of  Chantecler  will 
positively  take  place  in  December— he 
is  cocksure  at  last — reminds  us  that  a 
French  contemporary,  by  a  curious 
mistranslation,  referred  to  our  Mr.  LLOYD- 
•  GEORGE,  the  other  day,  as  "  Le  Chantecler 

de  rExchequer." 

*  * 

Sir  FREDERICK  TREVES  has  written  a 
glowing  testimonial  for  Messrs.  HARMS- 


"  Dolce  Oman.  —  Congratu- 
lations. I  was  very  interested 
to  hear  that  you  are  an  ancestor 
of  James  BoswelL" — Woman. 

This  lady,  whom  we  take 
to  be  a  relation  of  Miss 
Dulcie  Domuni,  indeed 
deserves  congratulations 
on  her  longevity. 


"  In  order  to  encourage  avia- 
tion, M.  Santos-Dumont  will 
make  a  present  of  his  parent* 
to  the  public."— Tht  lahore 
Tribune. 

A  kindly  thought,  though  for  the 
moment  we  do  not  quite  sec  how  it  is 
going  to  help. 

"  The  bubble  of  these  extravagances  was  at 
once  pricked  by  the  lancet  of  Lord  Crewe's 
irony.  — Datiy  Chronitle. 

So,  you  see,  there  are  more  ways  of 
bursting  a  bubble  than  by  stamping 
on  it.  ^_ 

"Tliis  morning  no  flight  was  attempted 
owing  to  the  hilly  nature  of  the  neighbour- 
hood."—Lomcatlnn  Daily  Post. 
A  good  rain  to-night  and  a  nii-e  drying 
breeze,  and  the  neighbourhood  may  be 
all  right  by  to-morrow. 

"Antonio  Xittaya  and  Quweppe  Caatino 
were  captured  red-handed  by  detectives,  while 
attempting  to  take  blackmail." — Ottawa  Free 
Pros. 
A  clever  disguise. 
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IDLE    CORRESPONDENCE. 

i. 
19,  Great  St.  Scott's  St.,  E.G. 

October  10,  1909. 
To  the  Managing  Director, 

Messrs.  Worpleton,  Pipp  and  Scunder- 

tliorpe,  Ltd., 

Great  St.  Scott's  Buildings,  E.G. 
DEAR  SIR, — Are  you  aware  of  the  un- 
seemly behaviour  of  your  young  gentle- 
men in  the  second-floor  window  directly 
opposite  us?     They  keep  making  eyes 
at  the  young  ladies  under  my  control, 
and  seriously  interfere  with  their  work. 
Please  stop  them !     Yours  faithfully, 
LAVINIA  MCTAVISH. 

P.S. — One  of  them  has  just  flipped  a 
plum-stone  at  me ! 

n. 
Reply.  October  11,  1909. 

DEAR  MADAM, — We  have  your  esteemed 
favour  of  the  10th  inst,  and  in  reply  to 
same  beg  to  inform  you  that  our  Mr. 
Grimley  Scunderthorpe  is  away  from 
town  and  will  not  be  back  until  next 
month. 

Assuring  you  of  our  best  attention  at 
all  times, 

We  are,  dear  Madam,  your  obedient 
Servants,  per  pro  Worpleton,  Pipp 
and  Scunderthorpe,  Ltd. 

F.  WIGGS. 
in. 
To  F.  Wiggs,  Esq.     October  12,  1909. 

DEAR  SIR,— The  behaviour  of  your 
young  men — I  will  not  call  them  gentle- 
men— is  positively  disgraceful.  Not  only 
did  one  of  them  flip  an  orange-pip 
down  the  back  of  my  neck  as  I  was 
sitting  by  the  open  window,  but  when  I 
expostulated  they  took  to  pea-shooters ! 
I  demand  an  instant  apology,  and  this 
must  be  stopped  immediately  ! 
Yours  faithfully, 

LAVINIA  MCTAVISH. 

P.S. — One  of  them  has  just  blown  a 
kiss  to  our  filing  clerk ! 

IV. 

Reply.  October  13,  1909. 

DEAR  MADAM, — We  have  your  esteemed 
favour  of  the  12th  inst.,  and  in  reply  to 
same  beg  to  request  that  you  will  kindly 
fill  in  particulars  on  enclosed  schedule 
and  return  same  at  your  earliest  con- 
venience. 

Assuring  you  of  our  best  attention  at 
all  times, 

We  are,  dear  Madam,  your  obedient 
Servants,  per  pro  Worpleton,  Pipp 
and  Scunderthorpe,  Ltd., 

F.  WIGGS. 

Schedule. 

(1)  Name  of  young  gentleman  who  flipped 
plum-stone  and  approx.  time  of 


same . 


(2)  Name  of  young  man   who    flipped 

orange-pip  and  approx.  time  of 
name 

(3)  Number  of  peas  shot  from  pea-shooter 

and  approx.  age  of  same    

(4)  Name  of  young  man  who  blew  kiss 

to  your  filing  clerk  and  approx. 
age  of  same 


v. 
To  Mr.  F.  Wiggs.       October  14,  1909. 

SIR, — I  call  it  perfectly  scandalous  to 
allow  such  goings-on  and  then  expect 
me  to  know  their  names  !  I  only  know 
they  are  a  pack  of  impudent  young 
monkeys  and  one  of  them  has  lobster 
eyes  and  a  gray  shirt  and  collar ;  that  one 
is  the  worst  of  the  lot.  He  is  now  trying 
to  flash  a  mirror  at  our  Miss  Fluffles  !  I 
demand  his  instant  dismissal ! 
Yours  faithfully 

LAVINIA  MCTAVISH. 

P.S. — He  has  just  flipped  a  kiss  at 


me! 


1 1 


VI. 


Reply.  .  October  15,  1909. 

DEAR  MADAM, — We  have  your  esteemed 
favour  of  the  14th  inst.,  and  in  reply  to 
same  beg  to  state  that  we  do  not  see 
how  it  is  possible  to  flash  mirrors  from 
our  window  to  your  Miss  Fluffles.  If 
we  are  mistaken,  however,  please  correct 
same  by  forwarding  us  at  your  earliest 
convenience  — 

(A)  Elevation  plan  of  Great  St.  Scott's 
Buildings,  showing  window  and  gentle- 
man with  lobster  eyes  at  same  marked 
with  cross  X 

(B)  Cross-section   of    street,   showing 
direction  of  rays  from  mirror  of  same 
across  to  your  Miss  Fluffles  marked  with 
cross  x. 

Assuring  you  of  our  best  attention  at 
all  times, 

We  are,  dear  Madam,  your  obedient 
Servants,  per  pro  Worpleton,  Pipp 
and  Scunderthorpe,  Ltd., 

F.  WIGGS. 

VII. 

To  F.  Wiggs.  October  16,  1909. 

SIR, — You  ought  to  be  ashamed  of 
yourself  and  if  you  are  not  then  I  will 
come  over  and  talk  to  your  Mr.  Grimley 
Scunderthorpe  about  you  when  he  re- 
turns, which  I  hope  will  be  soon.  And 
I  am  now  going  out  to  call  in  the  police 
at  once  and  summons  them  for  assaiilt 
and  battery  if  I  don't  at  once  get  an 
instant  apology  for  the  scandalous  be- 
haviour of  your  shameless  young  liber- 
tines at  the  second-floor  window  just 
opposite  us,  for  in  this  stuffy  weather  I 
can't  close  the  windows  as  you  know 
very  well  or  we  should  all  be  suffocated  ! 
Yours  faithfully, 

LAVINIA  MCTAVISH. 

P.S. — At  once,  mind  !  ! 

P.P.S.— Or  I  call  in  the  police! ! ! 


VIII. 

Reply.  October  18,  1909. 

DEAR  MADAM, — We  have  your  esteemed 
favour  of  the  17th  inst.,  and  in  reply  to 
same  beg  to  inform  you  that  in  default 
of  receiving  schedule  and  diagrams  from 
you  as  we  hoped,  we  have  undertaken 
extensive  enquiries  re  your  complaint. 

As  a  result  of  same  we  have  pleasure 
in  informing  you  that  no  offices  of  this 
firm  look  out  on  to  the  street  on  the 
second  floor,  and  that  in  all  probability 
the  young  men  in  question  are  in  the 
employ  of  some  other  firm  in  the  same 
building. 

Assuring  you  of  our  best  attention  at 
all  times, 

We  are,  dear  Madam,  your  obedient 
Servants,  per  pro  Worpleton,  Pipp 
and  Scunderthorpe,  Ltd. 

F.  WIGGS. 

P.S. — If  we  can  be  of  any  further 
service  to  you,  pray  command  us. 


A  BLACK-LETTER  STORY-BOOK. 

IN  dingy  binding  dark  with  time 
And  stately  centuries  of  grime, 
An  offspring  of  that  early  prime 

When  first  Ambition 
Set  up,  of  minstrel's  tale  and  rhyme, 

A  print  edition — 

This,  the  old  volume  that  you  '11  find 
Dozing  on  upper  shelves,  resigned 
To  modern  manners,  and  the  mind 

•   That  seldom  heeds  it 

(Save  as  a  marketable  find) 

And  never  reads  it. 

So  dull  it  looks  by  tales  to-day, 
For  here  no  artist's  paints  portray 
In  elfin  fancy,  gnome  or  fay, 

Nor  pencil  stages 
His  light  conceptions  of  the  way 

Across  its  pages. 

Its  day  was  earlier  far,  you  see, 
Than  these — proved  comrades  though 

they  be — 
Who  fill  a  fire-lit  "  after  tea  " 

From  well-loved  chalic?, 
With  fairy,  giant,  and  jinnee, 

With  Rip  and  Alice. 

Yet  if  you  plod  and  persevere 
Along  its  leaded  lines  austere, 
As  an  adventurer  in  drear, 

Dark  wildernesses, 
You  '11  learn  to  love  the  spelling  queer, 

The  antic  esses, 

And  find  therein  a  promised  land, 
Where  friends  of  a  robuster  brand, 
Monks,  archers,  and  a  jolly  band 

Of  knights  and  dragons, 
Will  toast  your  advent  to  their  strand 

In  brimming  .flagons ! 
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THE   SLUMP  IN   MANNERS. 


MR.   Asguini.   "HE   WOULDN'T    HAVE    STOOD    THIS    KIND    OF  THING.     I  WONDER  W11ETI1KK 
I  OUGHT."  
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Tlonald.  "ili'MMY,  DO  sre\K  TO  ERIC.     HE  iro.v'r  IOROET  WHO  THE  LAnv   is  TIII.   ric  n HE  OYKR  MY   BED   is.  so  THAT  I    c  \x   IKI.L  mu 

AnOUT   HER  ALL  OVER  AGAIN,  AND   WHEN  I  SAY,  '  ERIO   DEAR,  SHALL  I  TEU.   TOO  WHO  THAT   LADY   18?'   DE  SATS,   '  Oil  !    I    KM'W    All.    Ml"l  T   BM.' " 


THE  LITTERATEURS. 

A  LIFE  of  occasional  virtue  has  been  in 
my  case  rewarded  by  the  gift  of  a  type- 
writer from  an  easily  deceived  parent.  Pro- 
vidence, on  the  other  hand,  lias  punished 
a  number  of  pleasant  mistakes  by  the  in- 
fliction of  lots  of  sisters,  brothers,  assorted 
relatives,  friends  and  acquaintances.  My 
enemies  do  not  count.  It  is  unlikely 
that  they  would  ever  claim  the  right  of 
having  just  one  try  on  my  typewriter, 
and,  if  they  did,  I  could  refuse  them. 

Father  evinced  no  desire  to  typewrite. 
lie  is  a  man  of  business,  and  to  him 
these  machines  are  neither  the  beginning 
of  luxury  nor  the  last  word  in  jests. 

The  lady  who  has  very  kindly  pro- 
mised to  marry  me,  for  those  same 
reasons  which  induced  father  to  give  me 
the  typewriter,  had  something  very,  very 
•west  to  typewrite.  Unfortunately  the 
machine  would  not  write  it. 

All  the  sisters,  female  cousins,  less 
intellectual  acquaintances,  and  infants 
in  arms  wrote: — 

"THi  j£eSt  i  s  veqqrqqy  =(" 
or  words  to  that  effect. 

George  (an  acquaintance)  occasionally 
contributes  odd  verses  to  the  Press.  He 
typewrote : — 


"  The  boy  stood  on  the  burning  deck 

(A  lime-lit  deck) !     He  did  not  look 
As  if  he  wished  to  save  his  neck 
Or  cared  what  course  the  burning 
took. 

For  '  All  the  world 's  s  stage,'  said  he, 
'  This  smoke  in  fact  is  only  steam, 

The  flames  are  only  scenery : 

Things  are  by  no  means  what  they 
seem.' " 

This  was  alleged  to  be  impromptu. 
It  has  since  been  discovered  that  the 
lines  had  been  refused  by  six  editors  and 
manuscribed  in  sis  books  of  impromptu 
poetry  belonging  to  six  lovely  but  several 
ladies,  who  could  not  by  any  chance 
meet  and  compare  notes,  but  did. 

Uncle  James,  the  leader-writer,  type- 
wrote : — 

"  Gentlemen,  I  have  no  hesitation  in 
declaring  against  the  vile  policy  of  this 
present  Government.  '  Vile,'  gentlemen, 
is  a  poor  word  for  such  base  cheating, 
lying,  immorality  and  crimi  nality.  True, 
I  do  not  know  what  their  policy  is  or 
is,  indeed,  intended  to  be,  but  it  is 
sufficient  for  me  that  it  is  the  policy  of 
this  present  Government.  Let  us  con- 
demn it  to  perdition,  gentlemen,  and  let 
its  authors  be  sentenced  to  lengthy 
terms  of  imprisonment  Then,  in  that 
calm  which  must  necessarily  follow  the 


disappearance  of  thcM-  creatures  from 
the  political  arena,  let  us  look  into  the 
merits  of  the  suggestions  they  have  no 
wickedly  made,  :nnl,  if  there  be  any- 
thing in  them,  let  MS  quietly  and  un- 
ostentatiously adopt  them  as  our  own." 

He  did  not  tnke  the  trouble  to  write 
all  that  because  he  had  any  affection  for 
typewriting  machines.  Simply,  he  wrote 
because  he  loves  to  hear  himself  writ  ing. 

George  (the  same  George)  insisted  on 
having  another  go: — 
"  It  is  the  schooner  Ucsper»» ! 

A  worthy  barque,  but  not  for  UH, 

Who  much  prefer  a  motor-bus. 

The    skipper    has    taken    his    little 
daughter. 

One  wonders  had  the  skipper  oughter  ? 

Perhaps  she  does  not  like  the  water." 
George  said  that  that  had  just  occurred 
to   him.      It  appears  that    it    had  also 
previously  occurred  to  one  of  George's 
writing  friends. 

Cousin  Frank  examined  the  machine 
with  great  circumspection,  made  some 
reference  to  "  bally  pianists,"  and  then 
wrote  with  great  difficulty  : 

"DaM." 

It  is  supposed  that  nothing  but 
Cousin  Frank's  colossal  ignorance  and 
incompetence  prevent  him  from  l>eing 
a  thoroughly  wicked  man. 
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"THE  AUTOCRAT  OF  THE  BREAKFAST  TABLE." 

[[ji  discussing  tlin  "growing  increase  in  the  cost  of  living,"  an 
evening  piper  mentions  tliat  bacon  new  ranks  with  the  best  cuts  of 
beef,  and  eggs  for  cooking  cost  Id.  more  per  dozen.] 

THE  price  of  beef  went  up  ;  I  did  not  grudge  it ; 

They  said  the  loaf  was  dearer  ;  what  cared  I  ? 
The  bristling  leaders  on  a  baleful  Budget 

Left  me  a  mugwump  still  without  a  sigh  : 
Baccy  and  beer  were  blowed,  but  now  I  waken 

To  drain  the  teacup  and  its  tannin'd  dregs, 
If  dearth  shall  reave  me  of  my  morning  bacon, 

Topped  by  its  two  poached  eggs. 

Some  deem  the  deathless  birthright  of  the  Briton 

The  football  that  he  flicks  with  flying  feet, 
His  Parliament,  his  Press  ;  and  some  have  written 

Their  sagas  round  his  sirloins  and  his  Fleet : 
But  not  the  bard  :  I  know  that  breasts  are  oaken 

Because  (maybe  by  JELFRED'S  dying  wish) 
On  ham  and  eggs  their  nightlong  fast  is  broken — 

(We  need  not  note  the  squish). 

Some  Atheling,  I  believe,  in  bygone  ages, 

Cooked  them  before  the  fight,  and  gave  his  men 
The  courage  of  the  boar-pig  when  he  rages, 

The  blithe  abandon  of  the  farmyard  hen  ; 
And  shall  I  shirk  the  furious  fray  (like  ASHUR) 

And  not  assail  some  party  for  its  sins 
When  dearer  grows  the  immemorial  rasher 

And  rare  the  heavenly  twins  ? 

Hard  by  the  open  sweetness  of  the  heather, 

In  taverns  underneath  the  fir-crowned  hill, 
In  every  aspect  of  our  glorious  weather, 

Have  I  not  put  them  down,  and  paid  the  bill  ? 
The  yolk  that  gushes  out,  the  grease  that  hardens, 

They  come  with  memories  of  the  moor  and  lea, 
Or  linked  with  "  wet,  bird-haunted  "  English  gardens, 

Or  lodgings  by  the  sea. 

Better  to  heed  the  siren  voices  singing 

Of  Socialism,  and  prices  bound  to  drop, 
Than  lose  our  "  semper  eadem  "  by  ringing 

The  matutinal  change  on  fish  and  chop  ; 
Englaiid  is  England  still  so  long  as  morning 

With  plenishment  of  gold  and  crimson  cheers 
The  platters  of  her  hinds  and  those  adorning 

The  sideboards  of  her  peers. 


SHADOWS    FROM    THE    PAST. 

HISTORY. 

IN  my  memory  the  clouds  roll  back  and  dissolve  a  little, 
and  I  see  a  pack  of  little  boys  trooping  into  a  class-room. 

"  Why  are  we  going  in  here  ?  "  says  one  to  another. 

"History,"  says  the  other. 

"  What  's  history  ?  " 

"  Oh,  I  don't  know :  some  rot  or  other.  Dates  and 
things." 

"  Data-i  ?    What  are  dates  ?" 

"  WILLIAM  THE  CONQUEROR  and  WILLIAM  RUFUS  and  all  that. 
They  told  us  to  learn  them.  They  're  a  frightful  swot." 

"  Have  you  learnt  them  ?  " 

"  Some.     Haven't  you  ?  " 

"  No  ;  I  don't  know  anything  about  them  ;  never  heard 
we  were  to  learn  them." 

"Then  you '11  catch  it  hot.  Hammond 's  an  awful  chap. 
He  's  sarcastic." 

By  this  time  the  boys  are  settled  into  their  places,  and  the 
master  is  at  his  raised  desk.  A  pale  thin  man  he  is,  with 


black  mutton-chop  whiskers  and  dark  hair  fading  away  from 
a  high  forehead.  I  can  see  his  hands  now  as  if  I  had  them 
before  me.  Strong  sinewy  hands  with  long  straight  lingers 
and  nails  beautifully  polished  and  trimmed.  He  wears  a 
signet-ring  on  the  third  finger  of  his  right  hand,  and  he 
has  an  uncomfortable  habit  of  making  dents  with  its  edge: 
all  over  the  thick  skulls  of  theignoiant.  How  we  came  to 
loathe  that  signet-ring! 

"  We  will  begin  with  the  dates  of  the  Sovereigns  of  England," 
says  the  master.  "  You  were  all  told  to  learn  them,  and  I  shall 
expect  perfect  accuracy.  Dickson  " — he  addresses  the  boy 
who  hasn't  learnt  them — "you  begin."  The  anguish  of 
iiksoii  cannot  be  described.  Latin  grammar  had  been  bad 
enough ;  dictation  was  a  hateful  torment ;  and  now,  on  the 
top  of  it  all,  came  dates.  Why  must  he  learn  dates?  Did 
his  father  know  dates  ?  Why  had  his  father  never  mentioued 
dates  at  home?  Why  had  he  been  left  in  ignorance  of  this 
fearful  mystery  ?  Nothing  was  any  good  at  all !  Some  day, 

very  soon,  he  should  die,  and  then,  perhaps "  Dickson," 

says  the  smooth  voice  of  the  master,  "  I  told  you  to  begin. 
We  are  all  waiting  your  pleasure." 

"  There,"  says  Dickson  to  himself,  "  he 's  begun  his 
sarcasm  ;  "  but  he  says  no  word  aloud. 


"  Dickson,"  reiterates  the  master,  "  pray  oblige  me  by 
beginning  at  the  beginning.  It  is  generally  considered  a 
good  place  to  begin  at.  Now  then." 

"WILLIAM  THE  CONQUEROR,"  prompts  a  helpful  small  boy 
under  his  breath. 

Dickson  catches  the  casual  suggestion,  and  repeats  it  aloud, 
doggedly  and  despairingly.  "  WILLIAM  THE  CONQUEROR,"  he 
says,  and  pauses. 

"Proceed,  my  Dickson,"  says  the  master  blandly  but 
ominously.  "  Yet  once  more,  0  ye  laurels,  and  once 
more." 

"What  does  he  mean?"  thinks  the  victim,  and  aloud  he 
says  once  more,  "  WILLIASI  THE  CONQUEROR." 

"Ten  sixty-six,"  prompts  the  helpful  one,  and  Dickson, 
about  to  sink  as  it  were  for  the  third  time,  snatches  at  the 
straw,  grasps  it  imperfectly,  and  in  a  loud  clear  voice  says, 
Tens  into  six." 

"  Tens  into  what  ?  "  thunders  the  master. 

"  Into  six,"  pleads  Dickson. 

"  Tens  into  six  never  did  go,  and  they  won't  go  to-day. 
Have  you  made  any  attempt  to  learn  these  dates  ?  " 

"  No,  Sir— I— please,  Sir— I  didn't— 

"I  thought  not.  You'll  be  kept  in  next  Wednesday 
afternoon,  and  you  can  then  apply  your  inind — ha,  ha — 
to  them.  And  Stephens  will  stay  in  too  for  prompting  so 
feebly.  Are  you  Buffering  in  your  throat,  Stephens  ?  " 

"  No,  Sir,  not  much." 

"  Never  mind,  you  '11  be  better  after  Wednesday." 

At  this  point  the  clouds  thicken  and  roll  back  again,  and 
I  remember  no  more. 

Yet  stay — there  is  one  more  incident  of  the  history  lesson 
that  returns  to  me.  It  happened,  I  fancy,  on  a  different 
day,  when  there  was  reading  aloud. 

"  That  '11  do,  Oakley,"  says  the  master.     "  Go  on,  Hope." 

Hope  is  a  small  fat  brown  boy  with  a  mop  of  most 
rebellious  hair.  He  rises  in  his  place  and  begins  very 
gallantly  :  "  Everything  being  now  ready,  the  English  fleet 
set  sail  with  a  fair  wind  and  arrived  safely  at — 

"Don't  give  it  up,  Hope.  England  expects  every  boy  to 
do  his  duty.  Now  for  it." 

Thus  urged,  Hope  resumes :  "  set  sail  with  a  fair  wind 
and  arrived  safely  at  Bull —  Here  he  stops  dead. 

"  Oh,  Hope,  a  little  courage." 
— arrived  safely  at — Bullogen." 
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Irate  Doctor  (finding  bottle  of  quack  medicine).  "  WHY  UIUN'T  YOB  TEU.  HE  TOO  WERE  TAHNO  THIS  WRETCHED  srorr?" 

Patient.  "  WKLL,  IT  WAS  MT  MISSIS,  SIR.    SHE  SATS,  I'LL  DOSS  TOO  WITH  THIS,  AND  DOCTOR  HE'LL  TET  HIS  srcri-,  AND  wt'n  M.I. 

W1IIOII  'i.1.  OUltE  YOU   FIBST." 

The  master  lies  back  and  rocks  with  laughter :  "  An. 
excellent  rendering,"  he  says,  "  but  perhaps  a  little  unusual. 
Bulking  would,  no  doubt,  be  more  correct,  wouldn't  it, 
Dickson?" 

"  Please,  Sir,  I  thought  it  was  Boulogne,"  murmurs 
Dickson,  who  had  once  been  there  for  some  weeks. 

The  master  looks  darkly  at  the  guileless  Dickson. 
"Why  is  he  glaring  at  me  so?"  thinks  this  fastidious 
pronouncer  of  French. 

This  was  how  some  of  us  learnt  history  a  thousand  years 
"go.  


POLITICAL  CORRESPONDENCE. 

BACKWO  no. — Take  a  cab  fromEuston.  In  all  probability 
the  driver  will  know  the  place.  If  he  has  any  doubts, 
tell  him  that  it  is  next  door  to  the  House  of  Commons.  You 
can.  as  you  suggest,  do  Madame  Tussaud's  on  your  road. 
You  do  well  to  take  out  an  accident  insurance  policy. 
I/>ndon  streets  have  altered  very  much  since  you  were  here 
in  '.'V.I. 

J.  B.  (Battersea).  —  Congratulations  !  We  shall  have  the 
greatest  possible  pleasure  in  recommending  you  for  a 
Carnegie  Hero  Reward  !  If  any  man  deserves  one  it  is  the 
still,  strong  man  who  has  never  made  a  speech  about  the 
1  !iidget. 

UNEMPLOYED. — We  fear  that  no  matter  what  becomes  of  the 
Budget  you  cannot  count  on  being  fed  forcibly. 

CHANCELLOR. — We  are  unable  to  give  an  exact  definition 
of  the  phrase  "small  bottle."  You  don't  say  whether  you 
mean  an  English,  a  Scotch,  or  an  Irish  small  bottle.  The 
racial  differences  are  most  striking.  Keep  to  cocoa — it's 
safer. 


LORD  ADVOCATE.  —Yours  is  a  curious  pseudonym.  Which 
lord  are  you  the  advocate  for? 

LEO. — We  think  your  suggestions  ns  to  the  fate  of  the 
rest  of  the  Cabinet  admirable,  but  is  it  not  a  trifle  hard  to 
suggest  that  the  PRKSIDEST  OF  THE  BOAKH  OF  THAI*  be  roasted 
at  a  slow  fire?  Why  not  be  magnanimous  and  just  string  him 
up  to  the  lamp-posts  with  the  others  ? 

ADVERTISEMENT. 

TO   EXPIX)KER8  AND  OTHERS  OF  TOE  NoRTH. 
SOUTH,  OK  ANY  OTHER  PoLK. 

The  Advertiser  has  in  stock  an  assortment  of  ('<nii|>lrU> 
Solar,  Stellar,  Lunar  and  Magnetic  Observations.  Notes, 
etc.,  sufficient  to  satisfy  any  learned  society  that  the 
possessor  has  been  to  the  North,  South,  or  any  other  Pole. 

Witli    the    above    can    be    supplied    samples    of 
worn-out  Sledges,  specimens   of  Arctic    Flora   and  Fauna, 
geological    curiosities    and    small  quantities  of  variegated 

snow. 

A  few  Hetookhishooks  and  Ah  Welshers  in  stock. 

The  bearings  given  are  the  best  of  their  respective  kinds 
and  guaranteed  to  last  many  years,  fair  allowance  being 
made  for  wear  and  tear. 

Sample  of  Poles— North,  South,  or  Magnetic- can  be 
supplied  in  soft  or  hard  wood  at  per  foot  run. 

Address— Boiled  Apple,  Beta,  Greenland. 

The  Limits  of  Economy. 

"  The  usual  allowance  for  butter  for  eating  purpose*  i«  lib.  a  head 
weekly,  but  as  so  little  is  used  in  the  dining-room  yon  mi^ht  » 
make  21b.  cover  your  w«Viy  hupply.    Blacking  is  usn»Uy  pror.cl, 
the  servants,  as  it  is  cheaper." — The  Queen.  
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THE  REFORMED  HOUSE  OF  LORDS. 

ENGLAND  UNDEH  SOCIALISM. 

THE  LORD  CHANCELLOR  having  taken 
his  seat  on  the  camp-stool  and  the  oath 
of  allegiance  to  the  Social  Democratic 
Federation  having  been  administered  to 
all  the  peers  present, 

The  Duke  of  NORTHUMBERLAND  humbly 
drew  attention  to  a  question  of  Privilege. 
Since  the  Revolution  of  1910,  when 
their  Lordships  had  been  turned  out  of 
their  House  to  admit  of  its  being  made 
into  a  smoking-room  for  the  Commons, 
the  disused  shop  in  which  their  delibera- 
tions were  now  held  had  gradually 
become  more  dilapidated,  and  was  now 
being  used  as  a  skating-rink  in  the 
evenings.  To  allow  of  this  the  House 
had  to  cut  short  its  debates  on  such  im- 
portant matters  as  the  Empire  (groans), 
the  Army  (indigna-nt  murmurs),  and  the 
Church  (cries  of  "  Talk  of  something 
sensible!").  He  moved  to  present  a 
humble  petition  to  the  Commons  to  rent 
them  a  small  flat  somewhere  in  a  suburb 
of  some  sort. 

The  Earl  of  CREWE  warned  the  ignoble 
lord  that  any  presumption  would  be 
sternly  repressed  by  the  leaders  of  the 
LABOUR  PARTY.  (Here  all  the  peers  present 
rose  and  stood  bare-headed.)  He  must 
remember  that  the  House  of  Lords  was 
now  purely  an  establishment  to  provide 
old-age  pensions  and  outdoor  relief  for 
the  senile  and  useless  of  the  aristocracy. 
(Subservient  clieers.)  Their  lordships 
would  kindly  confine  themselves  to  the 
duties  imposed  upon  them  by  the 
Constitution  of  1910 — investigation  of 
the  ventilation  of  houses,  kitchen 
linance,  door-scrapers,  cleaning  of  the 
clocks  and  other  matters  not  involving 
greater  expenditure  than  twenty-five 
pounds. 

The  House  having  maintained  a  re- 
spectful silence  for  a  few  minutes, 

The  Duke  of  WESTMINSTER,  who  apolo- 
gised for  the  shabby  state  of  his  personal 
appearance  (due  to  his  having  been 
suffering  from  a  great  deal  of  unearned 
decrement  of  late),  moved  the  second 
reading  of  the  Dukes  and  Bankrupts 
Protection  Bill.  Speaking  in  both 
capacities,  his  Grace  appealed  to  their 
Unfortunateships  to  support  him  in  his 
assertion  that  a  peer  had  as  much  right 
to  consideration  as  any  civil  servant  or 
poor  law  guardian.  (Murmurs.)  Their 
salaries  of  £100  a  year  compared  very 
unfavourably  with  the  £500  paid  to  all 
employees  in  the  Post  Office.  If  he 
might  speak  without  sarcasm,  he  threw 
himself  upon  the  honour  and  generosity 
of  the  Party  in  power. 

The  second  reading  was  defeated 
without  a  division  at  the  direction  of  the 
LORD  CHANCELLOR. 

Here  BLACK  ROD  was  announced  and 
informed  their  Lordships  that  the  House 


of  Commons  was  ready  to  hand  them 
out  their  work  for  the  day,  and  the 
House  adjourned.  Resuming, 

The  Marquis  of  LANSDOWNE,  who  spoke 
with  a  deep  cough,  introduced  the 
Peerage  Housing  and  Town  Planning 
Bill.  There  was  now  an  alarming  infant 
mortality  among  the  families  of  the 
nobility  and  landed  gentry  due  to  over- 
crowding, and  rack-rents  were  wrung 
from  these  struggling  classes  to  pay 
fancy  salaries  to  Socialist  politicians  and 
pamper  their  children.  He  need  only 
point  to  the  congestion  in  Mayfair  and 
Belgravia,  the  small  size  of  the  dwelling 
houses  in  Park  Lane  and  their  leaky 
condition.  There  should  be  no  reason 
why  the  children  of  a  peer  should  not 
grow  up  to  be  sober  and  honest  citizens. 
Great  Britain  could  never  prosper  if 
battened  on  the  spoils  of  the  helpless. 

The  Bishop  of  LONDON  moved  an 
alteration  hi  Schedule  2  of  the  Consti- 
tution relating  to  stationery.  It  was 
degrading  to  their  lordships  to  have  to 
use  paper  and  envelopes  of  the  tea-bag 
type,  while  those  supplied  to  the  Lower 
House — (Loud  cries  of  "Order!") — he 
apologised  deeply — to  the  Upper  House 
- — were  gilt-edged  and  hand-made,  and 
distributed  in  bulk  to  their  most  distant 
acquaintances. 

The  Archbishop  of  CANTERBURY  on 
rising  to  second  was  ordered  to  resume 
his  seat,  and 

The  motion  was  placed  in  the  waste- 
paper  basket. 

Lord  MORLEY  moved  the  first  reading 
of  the  Votes-for-Peeresses  Bill.  These 
women  had  not  had  a  very  agreeable 
time  of  late,  since  the  West  End  had 
been  laid  out  in  cheap  blocks  of  flats 
and  Polytechnics.  Their  only  fault  was 
that  they  had  married  Peers,  and  that 
should  be  sufficient  punishment.  The 
wives  of  working  men  had  all  of  them 
votes — why  not  give  them  to  Peeresses  ? 
The  registration  officials  could  easily 
make  them  useless  (laughter). 

Being  a  Government  measure,  the 
Bill  was  agreed  to  without  a  division, 
their  lordships  standing  uncovered. 

The  Sixteen  Hours'  Day  for  Mar- 
quises Bill  was  read  a  third  time. 

The  Two-Power-Standard  in  Work- 
houses Bill  was  read  a  third  time,  and 

At  the  direction  of  the  police  the 
usual  oath  of  submission  to  the  Common- 
wealth was  taken,  and  their  lordships 
were  searched  and  turned  out  for  the 
night. 

"  For  various  reasons  the  important  mutiny 
which  should  have  been  held  last  night  iu  the 
Jockey  Club  has  been  postponed  until  next 
week." — Buenos  Aires  Herald. 

There  cannot  be  many  vacant  dates  for 
revolutions  and  mutinies  in  South 
America,  and  the  Club  was  lucky  to 
find  a  convenient  one  so  soon. 


THE  LATEST  ABSURDITY. 

i. 

To  the  Editor  of  "  The  Westminster 
Gazette." 

Waily's  Theatre. 

You  wicked  man !  Why  have  you 
done  this  thing?  This  is  the  first  time 
in  all  his  long  career  that  Mr.  Edward 
Georges  has  had  to  read  an  unkindly 
notice  of  a  production  of  his.  Every 
year  the  same  paean  of  praise  fell  to  him 
as  his  just  due.  "Splendid,"  "mar- 
vellous," "unique,"  "sumptuous" — the 
noble  words  seemed  to  belong  to  him  as 
by  divine  right ;  crowned  each  time  by 
Iliat  majestic  phrase,  '•  Mr.  Edward 
Georges  has  once  more  surpassed 
himself." 

And  now  what  has  happened?  What 
canker  of  spite  and  malice  has  eaten  at 
the  heart  of  yourself  and  your  critic  ? 
"Splendid,"  "marvellous,"  "unique," 
"a  dream  of  beauty" — yes,  you  applied 
these  phrases  to  the  scenery,  the  music, 
the  dresses  and  the  players  of  The  Tup- 
penny Duchess,  but  of  the  book  you 
dared  to  hint  (how  can  I  bring  myself 
to  repeat  the  word?)  that  it  was  "tire- 
some " !  Tiresome  ! 

If  you  could  but  see  Mr.  Edward 
Georges,  even  your  stony  heart  would 
melt.  He  is  prostrated.  Just  now  he 
roused  himself  for  a  moment,  and  in  a 
voice  shaken  by  sobs,  with  great  tears 
rolling  down  his  cheeks,  he  commanded 
me  to  inform  you  that  he  had  decided 
to  withdraw  all  his  advertisements  from 
your  paper.  But  the  effort  was  too 
much  for  him.  He  sank  back  exhausted, 
and  now  unconsciousness  has  mercifully 
supervened.  Diamond,  Diamond,  thou 
little  knowest  what  thou  hast  done ! 

Yours  faithfully,     THE  SECRETARY. 

it. 
To  the  Editor  of  "  The  Westminster 

Gazette." 

SIR, — Our  client,  Capt.  Riding  Hood, 
infonns  us  that  you  have  had  the  temerity 
to  describe  certain  words  of  his  as  "  tire- 
some." Unless  you  withdraw  your 
disgraceful  insinuation  at  once,  an  in- 
sinuation which  is  bound  to  do  him 
harm  in  his  profession,  we  have  instruc- 
tions to  proceed  against  you  for  criminal 
libel.  We  are,  Sir, 

His  SOLICITORS. 
in. 
To  Mr.  George   Edtcardes  and   Captain 

Basil  Hood. 
DEAR  SIRS, — Don't  be  so  silly. 


"  Lost,  between  England  and  Channel  Isles, 
probably  in  Sark,  small  gold  locket." — "  Dally 
Mail"  advertisement. 

Just  the  sort  of  thing  that  might  lie 
unnoticed  at  the  bottom  of  the  sea  for 
a  long  time. 
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FLA(.:<;iNi;  FRIENDSHIP. 

I  Tin'  Kuvtari-  .Mill's  Hi -t.umint  is  to  be  the 
\v  i-\|.i  i  uiii'iit  l>y  tin;  Hound-About 
Cluij.  l.itilr  -iilk  ilj^'s  will  he  obtainable  at  the 
«loor,nn<l  tin-  iloimin^"!  tin'  l\,i£  will  Ix:  an  inti- 
iii. ill-  11  th.it  t!i>-  flre&ri  i  ifl  ':'(.':>'!  to  apeak 
and  Ix'  s|nikcii  to.] 

No  longer  sliall  it  be  my  doom, 

Thought  I,  to  sit  and  munch 
Alone  amid  a  rrouclnl  room 

My  solitary  lunch  ; 
No  longer  need  I  glumly  glower, 

As  stolid  British  phlegm  docs, 
At  faces  that  appear  as  sour 

To  me  as  mine  to  them  does. 

A  new  reijimv  has  dawned,  said  I, 

When  o'er  the  lentil  bowls 
Upon  a  signal  souls  will  fly 

To  moot  their  sister  souls. 
So  pondering  I  took  my  seat 

And  straightway  hade  the  nimble 
Young  Hebe  bring  a  steak  of  beet 

And  friendship's  silken  symbol. 

Behind  each  proteid-laden  plate 

I  sought  to  catch  a  sign 
Of  any  mind  that  might  be  great 

Enough  to  mate  with  mine ; 
But  this  one  clearly  would  not  suit, 

And  that  one  to  the  right  of  him — 
The  milk  he  poured  upon  his  fruit 

Had  curdled  at  the  sight  of  him. 

But  soon  a  glint  of  pearly  teeth 

Flashed  on  me  where  I  sat ; 
Two  eyes  of  hazel  glanced  beneath 

An  Incroyable  hat ; 
Two  little  curls  of  rarest  red 

Upon  her  forehead  clustered, 
And  oh !  the  grace  with  which  she  spread 

Her  parsley  chop  with  mustard  ! 

Then  fast  and  faster  beat  my  heart 

As  I  began  to  try 
By  every  telepathic  art 

To  catch  her  hazel  eye. 
At  length — -oh,  bliss  ! — I  saw  her  glance 

In  quite  a  friendly  manner, 
And  filled  with  dreams  of  sweet  romance 

I  hoisted  friendship's  banner. 

But  just  when  things  seemed  like  to  go 

As  they  so  seldom  do, 
The  sour  milk-curdler  turned,  and  lo  ! 

He  wore  a  banner  too. 
He  had  me  in  his  grip  at  once, 

The  points  of  nuts  he  mooted, 
And  ere  I  could  escape  the  dunce 

Dear  Hazel  Eyes  had  scooted. 


THE  "FAST"   SET. 

"  A  PERFECTLY  healthy  man,"  writes 
Mr.  ESKOLME  WADE,  who  has  been  con- 
ducting a  controversy  with  Mr.  EU«K\ 
SAXDOW  in  Tlie  Daily  News,  "  might  fast 
for  six  months  or  more  without  the 
slightest  feeling  of  weakness,  but,  on 
the  contrary,  with  extraordinary  benefit 
to  himself,  physically,  mentally  and 
spiritually." 


THE    MAN    AND    THE    MOMENT. 


Not  content  with  giving  mere  literary 
publicity  to  his  creed,  Mr.  WADE  has 
just  opened  (we  are  reliably  informed) 
a  charming  diversorium  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood of  Chandos  Street,  W.,  and 
painted  it  a  beautiful  eau-de-nil  colour. 
The  staff  of  waitresses  consists  entirely 
of  out-of-work  Suffragettes,  and  votaries 
of  the  new  diet  are  already  loud  in  its 
praise.  No  material  food  of  any  kind 
is  served  within  its  doors,  the  sole 
charge  being  Id.  for  the  napkin.  An 
inaugural  luncheon,  to  which  a  number 
of  distinguished  guests  were  invited, 
was  composed  of  the  following  menu  :  — 

Potage  a  la  bonne  faim. 

Jugged  Air. 

Mock  Blancmange. 

Cafe  zero. 

Never  before  have  the  feast  of  reason 
and  the  flow  of  soul  been  enjoyed  in 


such  undiluted  purity.  A  few  testi- 
monials from  some  of  the  survivors  of 
this  ethereal  orgie  are  to  hand. 

"The  jolliest  little  luncheon  I  ever 
had,"  said  SAOOO;  and  Lt.-Col.  NKWN- 
HAM-  DAVIS  was  equally  enthusiastic. 
"Never,"  he  told  our  representative, 
"  have  I  had  less  strain  put  upon  my 
digestive  powers." 

"I  can  only  compare  the  sensation," 
admitted  Mr.  G.  K.  CHESTERTON,  "to  that 
experienced  on  the  Wiggle-waggle  at 
the  White  City,  or  during  the  sudden 
ascension  of  a  Tube  lift  I  went  home 
immediately  afterwards  and  prepared  a 
Tremendous  Trifle." 

"All  the  various  grade*  of  quality  are  on 
show  in  oar  Blanket  Department.    They  speak 
for  themselves."— From  a  Circular. 
If  only  they  would  call  us  punctually 
every  morning ! 
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MoSiLP  (PAINTER  OF  THAT  CIIABMINO  PICTURE,  "HIGHLAND  LASSIE  CROSSING  A  BURN")  PUTTING  ms  IDEALS  RJTO  PRACTICE. 


TO    JOCK. 

(On  choosing  a  profession.) 
WHEN,  Jock,  I  saw  you,  debonair  and  bland, 
Shin  perilously  up  the  cottage  grand 
Piano,  with  the  bread-knife  in  your  hand  ; — 

When  I  observed  your  friendly  little  stare, 
Your  guileless  baby  face,  your  general  air 
Of  "  Golly,  how  on  earth  did  I  get  there  ?  "— 

When  I  remarked  how  cheerfully  you  crashed 
Down  on  the  tea-things,  not  the  least  abashed 
To  see  the  same  (my  wedding  present)  smashed  ! — 

Then,  as  we  wondered  (having  wiped  the  tea 
From  off  this  waistcoat)  "  What 's  he  going  to  be  ?  " 
I  knew  at  once  why  Father  thought,  "The  sea." 


There  are  who  sit  and  languidly  dictate 
Letters  beginning  "  Yours  of  even  date  " — 
Each  one  designed  to  rope  in  6s.  8d. ; 

Wherefore  each  letter  carefully  postpones 
The  moment  when  the  other  party  owns 
His  case  is  badly  dished  by  "  Rex  v.  Joiies." 

There  are  who  daily  in  the  safe  retreat 

Of  some  Department  gather  round  and  bleat 

Scandal  and  Art,  until  it 's  time  to  eat ; 

Return  at  3,  and,  having  written  "  Dear 
Sir,  Your  communication  of  last  year 
Duly  received  and  noted  " — disappear. 


There  are  who  do  not  hesitate  to  shove 

Their  views  of  Babes  and  Budgets,  Life  and  Love 

On  paper — as  it  might  be,  up  above ; 

Who,  fearless  fellows,  are  not  found  to  flinch 
When  some  Proprietor  essays  to  pinch 
Their  holiest  thoughts  at  eightpence  for  the  inch. 
***** 

Such,  Jock,  as  these  are  we  who  bear  your  name  : 
Content  (well,  almost)  with  the  good  old  game 
Of  (moderate)  Fortune  unrelieved  by  Fame. 

But  there  are  Nobler  Souls  about  the  place, 
Such  Spirits  as  have  built  this  Island  Race, 
Heroes  who  must,  who  simply  must,  have  space. 

'Twas  not  to  serve  the  Pen  that  Nature  gave 
To  these  their  love  of  all  that 's  large  and  brave ; 
For  Them  an  ampler  Life  upon  the  Wave  ! 


So  when  your  father  (while  I  mop  the  tea) 
Says  that  he  rather  thinks  you  '11  go  to  sea, 
Dear  Jock,  sweet  Jock,  your  uncle  must  agree. 

A.  A.  M. 

TTncontrovertible. 
Miss  MARIE  CORELLI  at  the  opening  of  Harvard  House  : — 

"No  one  could  have  imagined  that  the  young  girl  just  going  forth  as 
a  bride,  was  destined  to  be  the  mother  o£  John  Harvard,  the  founder  of 
the  oldest  college  of  learning  in  that  great  New  World,  the  United 
States  of  America." 
No  one,  except  perhaps  an  American  "persistent  news-getter.';' 
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THE   OPPORTUNIST. 


PROF.  REDMOND.  "WHILE  WE  ARE  WAITING  FOR  THE  BIG  EVENT,  I  WILL  ENDEAVOUR  TO  AMUSE 
YOU  FOR  A  FEW  MINUTES  WITH  MY  FAMOUS  'HOME  RULE'  TRICK.  BY  WAY  OF  A  START,  WILL 
ANY  GENTLEMEN  IN  THE  AUDIENCE  OBLIGE  ME  WITH  SOME  MONEY?" 
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THE    STRENUOUS    LIFE. 

(SUGGESTED  DY  THE  STATEMENT  THAT  TI1E  1'RIME  MINISTER  AND  THE  CHANCELLOR  OF  THE  EXCHEQUER  "HAVE  NOT  HAD  THEIR  HAIR  COT  TOR 
MONTHS,"  AND  THAT  Sill  HENRY  NORMAN  HAS  "NO  TIME  TO  OO  TO  HIS  TAILOR'S  TO  TRY  OX  HIS  CLOTHES."  SlONS  Or  THE  COMING  FEAT  MAY 
BE  NOTICED  ALREADY  ABOUT  THE  COSTUME  OF  SlR  H.  N.) 


EVERYTHING  MADE  EASY. 
i. 

To  the  Editor  of  "  The  Daily  Pail." 

Pm, — With  regard  to  your  deeply 
interesting  correspondence  on  the  in- 
competence of  the  writers  of  murder 
mysteries,  I  think  you  may  like  to  know 
that  by  a  curious  chance  I  have  just 
completed  a  sensational  story  of  crime 
which  cannot  come  under  this  criticism, 
and  it  so  happens  that  I  have  not  yet 
arranged  for  its  serial  publication.  It 
is  competent  from  beginning  to  end, 
and  so  convinced  am  I  of  the  success 
with  which  the  crime  is  concealed  that 
I  am  prepared  to  pay  any  Charity  you 
may  name  £100  if  before  the  publi- 
cation of  the  last  chapter  any  reader 
can  name  the  murderer. 

I  am  yours,  etc.,      PAX  MEMBEUTON. 

II. 

Editor   of  "Daily   Pail"    to    Air.   Pax 
Memberton. 

May  we  read  MS.  ? 
in. 

Mr.  Pax  Memberton  to  Editor  of  "  Daily 
Pail." 

Certainly.     [Aside  :  Just  as  I  hoped. 


IV. 

Editor  of  "Daily  Pail"  to  Mr.  Pax, 
Memberton. 

May  we  print  story  as  serial  ? 

v. 

Mr.  Pax  Memberton  to  Editor  of  "  Daily 
Pail." 

How  much  will  you  give  ? 

VI. 


vir. 

Mr.  Pax  Memberton  to  Editor  "  Daily 
Pail." 

Will  take  double. 

VIII. 

Editor  of  "  Daily  Pail "  to  Mr.  Pax 

Memberton. 

Right ;  but  instead  of  Charity,  £100 
must  go  to  reader  of  Pail. 

IX. 

Mr.  Pax  Memberton  to  Editor  "  Daily 

Pail" 
Agreed.      Charities  l«mnl. 


GREAT  NEW  CRIME  NOVEL. 
WHO  CAN  SOLVE  MYSTERY? 

FAMOUS    NOVELISTS    SPORTING 

OFFER. 
MR.  PAX    MEMBERTON'S    £100 

PRIZE. 

WILL   IT   BE   WON? 
Ac.    Ac.    Ac.    &c. 


SPILT  MILK. 

AHOXO  the  inventions  on  view  at  ihe 
Business  Exhibition  at  Olympia  is  a 
contrivance  for  delivering  the  morning 
milk  through  a  hole  in  the  door.  A 
milk-can  is  suspended  just  inside,  and 
the  milkman  has  a  patent  funnel_which 
automatically  unlocks  the  covering  of 
the  hole,  so  that  the  milk  is  delivered 
straight  into  the  can.  Incidentally,  if  a 
forgetful  servant  omits  to  hang  up  the 
can,  the  milk  is  delivered  straight  on  to 
the  floor. 

We  miss,  however,  some  obvious 
developments  of  this  invention,  What 
is  badly  wanted  at  present  is  a  self- 
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acting  apparatus  for  unobtrusively  intro- 
ducing skilly  or  other  nourishing  fluid 
food  into  the  interior  of  a  sleeping 
"  hunger-striker,"  so  that  she  may  wake 
up  in  the  morning  fed  and  refreshed. 
There  should  be  no  need  to  hang  up  the 
Suffragette  behind  the  keyhole,  while  it 
should  be  rendered  impossible  for  an 
inadvertent  wardress  to  spill  upon  the 
floor  either  the  patient  or  the  beverage. 

The  milkman,  too,  himself,  with  his 
charivari  of  milk-cans  at  daybreak, 
might  be  abolished.  With  a  little 
ingenuity,  ratepayers  and  subscribers 
would  have  their  daily  supply  laid  on, 
like  gas  and  water,  from  the  main — or 
the  municipal  cow  or  chalk- 
pit. There  should  also 
be  some  means  of  rising 
to  the  occasion  in  case  of  a 
milk -burst  or  when  the 
passage  is  in  spate,  owing 
to  the  negligence  of  the 
domestic  above  hinted  at. 
Perhaps  we  may  skim  over 
the  difficulty  by  suggesting 
an  automatic  churn  that  shall 
produce  butter  or  curds  or 
something  for  the  breakfast 
table.  We  are  not  going 
to  cry  any  further  over  spilt  j 
milk. 


AT 


THE    PLAY. 

"DON." 


Ann  Sinclair  was  engaged  to  Stephen 
Bonington.  Stephen  (according  to  Mr. 
RUDOLF  BESIER,  who  as  his  creator 
ought  to  know)  was  a  great  poet,  but  as 
he  did  not  recite  any  of  his  pieces  on 
the  stage,  I  cannot  say  if  it  was  indeed 
so.  But  what  is  a  fact  is  that  he  was  a 
chivalrous  dreamer,  an  idealist  who 
took  in  The  Daily  News,  a  man  who 
was  "interested  in  strikes."  Ann  called 
him  "  Don,"  short  for  Don  Quixote,  as 
she  explains,  not  for  Don  Juan,  as  her 
mother  suggests.  Well,  Don  had  be- 


The  situation  was  viewed  in  different 


believed  the  worst, 


AN  ORIGIN. 

THE  young  man  gathered 
his  skins  more  tightly  about 
him  and  walked  out  into 
the  storm.  He  walked  on 
and  on,  brooding  on  his 
own  misery,  until  he  came 
to  the  seashore.  There  he 
stood  face  to  face  with  the 
furious  elements,  filled  with 
their  majesty. 

After  a  while  he  picked 
up  a  flat  piece  of  wood,  and 
seating  himself  within  the 
shelter  of  a  cave,  traced 
upon  it  with  a  sharp  flint 
the  rude  record  of  his  feel- 
ings. Not  till  the  storm  was  exhausted 
did  he  return  to  the  village  again. 

A  day  or  so  later  another  skin-clad 
figure  walked  that  way  gathering  fuel, 
lie  picked  up  without  examining  it  the 
flat  piece  scored  by  the  young  man  and 
added  it  to  his  store.  When  he  reached 
his  hut  his  eye  chanced  upon  the  charac- 
ters and  symbols,  and  he  scanned  them 
with  a  hurried  eye.  He  frowned  as  he 
threw  it  on  the  fire. 

He  was  the  first  reviewer. 


PORTRAIT    OF    A    DOG    ABOUT    TO    BE    SHOT. 
("  Give  me  back  my  wife,  or  I  '11  shoot  you  like  a  dog.") 

Elizabeth  Thompsett Miss  CHRISTINE  SILVER. 

Albert  Thompuctt      ......    Mr.  NORMAN  McKitJNEL. 

Stephen  Bonington Mr.  CHARLES  QUARTEMIAINE 


"  Doncaster  Aviation  Meeting.  Secure  your 
rooms  at  the Hotel.  .  .  .  Goodenougli,  Man- 
ager (late  of  Dover),  Ici  ou  Parle,  Francais." 

No ;   very   nearly,  but  not   quite  good 
enough. 


friended  a  poor  girl  in  a  tea-shop,  and 
had  found  her  a  situation  as  his  mother's 
companion.  After  she  left,  she  married 
Thompsett,  a  tradesman  and  a  Plymouth 
Brother,  hard,  narrow-minded,  and  cruel, 
though  with  the  best  of  motives — 
a  man  who  had  "  found  salvation." 
Mrs.  Thompsett  stood  a  year  of  mental 
and  moral  torture  with  him,  and  then 
in  despair  wrote  to  Don  and  asked  him 
to  help  her.  Quite  naturally,  as  it 
seemed  to  him,  he  took  her  away  from 
her  husband,  spent  a  night  at  Kettering 
(I  think  it  was)  by  her  bedside — she  had 
collapsed  in  the  train,  and  could  not 
continue  the  journey  without  a  rest — 
and  on  the  next  day  brought  her  to  his 
mother's  house,  where  Ann  and  her 
people  were  staying. 


ways. 

General  Sinclair 
was  furious,  and  asked  for  an  A. B.C. 

Mrs.  Sinclair  laughed  and  laughed 
and  laughed.  It  was  too  absurd.  And 
of  course  impossible. 

Ann  was  very  sweet.  She  trusted 
Don  implicitly,  but  had  he  not  been 
unchivalrous  to  her  ? 

Canon  Bonington  felt  strongly  that  no 
man  ought  to  come  between  a  husband 
and  his  wife.  He  did  not  believe  the 
worst,  but  he  was  shocked  by  Stephen's  in- 
terference with  a  Heaven-made  marriage. 
Mrs.  Bonington  knew  it  was  all  that 
designing  minx,  Mrs.  Thomp- 
sett. How  could  they  save 
Stephen  from  scandal? 
Surely  they  could  invent 
some  story.  And  if  Mr. 
Thompsett  called  he  was  to 
be  shown  into  the  library 
and  she  would  see  him. 

And  so,  after  we  had 
wondered  for  two  Acts  what 
Tliompselt  was  like  and 
what  he  would  do  and  how 
it  could  possibly  end  hap- 
pily —  when  we  had  been 
worked  up  to  the  pitch 
(nearly)  of  screaming  out, 
"We  will  have  TJwmpsett, 
and  we  won't  wait," — then 
he  did  call  and  was  shown 
into  the  library.  And  he 
was  Mr.  NOBJIAN  McKiNNEL 
— big,  brutal,  fanatic — with 
but  one  word  for  everybody, 
"  I  want  my  wife.  Fetch  my 
wife." 

How  does  it  end  ?  I  am 
not  going  to  tell  you.  All 
through  this  splendid  Third 
Act,  I  kept  saying  to  myself, 
"It  can't  end.  How  can  it 
end?"  Yet  it  did,  quite 
naturally  and  simply,  by 
no  stage  trick  of  suicide  or 
earthquake.  You  must  go 
and  see  for  yourself — I  know 


you  would  not  like  to  miss  the   finest 
comedy  in  London. 

The  acting  is  worthy  of  the  play. 
Mr.  CHAKLES  QUAKTERMAINE  had  the  most 
difficult  task,  of  course,  and  perhaps 
he  didn't  quite  pull  it  off;  the  others 
had  parts  more  incisively  drawn  and 
well  within  the  range.  They  all  played 
perfectly.  I  congratulate  Mr.  HERBERT 
TDEKCH  on  presenting,  Mr.  NOEMAK 
McKiKNEL  on  producing,  and  (chiefly) 
Mr.  RUDOLF  BESIKE  on  writing  one  of  the 
most  finely  humorous  plays  that  have 
been  seen  for  a  long  time.  M. 

What  to  do  with,  our  Bracelets. 

"Very  pretty  9ct.  curb  bracelet,  set  round 
wool ;  10/0  to  kind  home  only  as  pet  dog." 

Tlte  Lady. 
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THE    DIFFERENT    SIDES    OF    A    STORY.-NO.    I. 

The  Story  (ae  told  in  tie  fishing  inu  at  nglit).  "CAPITAL  DIY-CACOHT  HALF-A-DOZEN,  NOTHING  CSPEB  TWO  POUKM  WBIGHT. 

OH— EB— THEY  TOOK  ANY   FI.Y   WITH  A  BIT  OF  SILVER  ABOUT  IT,  DON'TCHERKNOW." 


WlUT  FI.T? 


THE    REIGN    OF    LOVE. 

["  A  delightful  euphemism  has  just  been 
invented  In  il.  CAILLAUX,  the  Minister  of 
Finance,  in  the  course  of  the  income-tax  debate 
in  the  Chamber  of  Deputies.  To  arrive  at  a 
just  estimate  of  a  ratepayer's  income  there 
should,  he  thinks,  be  'collaboration'  between 
the  public  and  the  revenue  authorities."— 

Tl>e  Globe.} 

( \  i  NTLE  friends,  my  heart  is  broken 

When  your  angry  frowns  I  see 
And  I  hear  what  words  are  spoken 

As  yo\i  vent  your  wrath  on  me. 
When  I  bring  my  dainty  blue 
Billets  doux 
Hound  to  you, 

Tis  in  love,  not  hate,  I  leave  them, 
Then  in  love,  not  hate,  receive  them ! 

'Tis,  alas,  an  ancient  story ! 

Hard  has  over  been  our  fate : 
WAT  the  Tyler  gathered  glory 

When  he  bashed  the  laxman's  pate. 
I  low  is  it  that  CADE  can  claim 
Such  a  fan. i1 
For  his  name  ? 

Why  is  HAM  WEN  crowned  with  laurel 
J  list  for  keeping  up  the  quarrel  ? 

Kven  by  the  ancient  Roman 

We  were  held  in  wrathful  scorn; 


Treated  as  a  common  foeman, 

Creatures  scarcely  to  be  borne. 
Jew  and  Gentile  to  a  man 

Joined  to  ban 

All  our  clan : 

People  know  from  their  "  Divinners  " 
Publicans  were  classed  with  sinners. 
Thus  from  CLIO'S  storied  pages 

We  collectors  weep  to  find 
That  through  all  the  vanished  ages 
\Ve  have  always  been  maligned. 
Much  against  our  heart's  desin' 

We  inspire 

Fear  and  ire : 

People  see  some  cruel  spectre 
In  the  kindly  tax-collector. 
But  'tis  time  this  all  were  ended, 
For  we  love  you.     Let  us  then 
Be  no  more'misapprehended 
By  misguided  fellow-men. 
Greet  us  when  we  call  on  you 

With  our  blue 

Billets  doux ; 

Perish  crude  recrimination  ! 
Let  there  be  collaboration ! 

Modesty. 

"The  Countess  of  C—       «:!•<  in  invisible 
green  velvet,  with  a  lilaok  cstiiiRuislier  hat." 
The  Standard. 


THREE  LETTERS. 
A  SKETCH  FOR  KTEHHIIT. 

r. 

Mrs.  Carr-Amcll  to  Mr.  ForUsew. 
MY  DEAR  FBIKND,— I  am  so  glad  you 
ran  come  to  lunch  on  Wednesday.    This 
is  just  to  say  be  sure  to  stayon  after  the 
others  have  gone,  as  I  want  to  ha\r 
very  particular  talk. 

Yours  over,          K.  C.-A. 

11. 

Mrs.  Cnrr-Amell  to  Mr.  Morrit. 
My  HEAR  FIIIEM-,— I  am  so  glad  you 
can  come  to  lunch  mi  Wednesday.  This 
is  just  to  say  be  sure  to  stay  on  after  the 
others  have  gone,  as  I  want  to  have  a 
very  particular  talk. 

Yours  ever,        K.  C  .-A. 

in. 

Mrs.  Carr-Amcll  to  Mr.  Cratrford. 
Mr  DEAR  FRIEND,— I  am  so  glad  you 
can  come  to  lunch  on  Wednesday.  This 
is  just  to  say  be  sure  to  stay  on  after  the 
others  have  gone,  as  1  want  to  have  a 
very  particular  talk. 

Yours  ever,        E.  C.-A. 
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FROM  OUR  READERS. 
(WithacltnowleJijmciitsto  "The  DailyGcorgw") 

Odious  Comparisons. 
I  NOTE  with  pain  that  in  a  recent 
issue  you  say  in  a  grudging  spirit  of 
Mr.  LLOYD-GEORGE,  "perhaps  he  comes 
nearest  to  ABRAHAM  LINCOLN  of  any  of  the 
latter-day  leaders  of  the  Democracy." 
Could  anything  be  more  jejune  and 
inadequate  than  this  niggardly  tribute 
to  the  splendidly  human  qualities  of  our 
adored  leader?  LINCOLN  had  all  the 
defects  of  his  qualities,  the  most 
prominent  of  which  was  a  morbid 
moderation.  The  best  that  one  of 
his  biographers  can  say  of  him  was  that 
he  was  "  fair  and  direct  in  speech  and 
action."  Indeed,  so  deplorably  averse 
was  he  from  plain  speaking  that  it  is 
said  he  would  never  allow  the  Con- 
federates to  be  called  rebels  in  his 
presence !  Such  a  man,  were  he  now 
alive,  would  probably  show  tenderness 
to  dukes  and  courtesy  to  ground  land- 
lords. Mr.  LLOYD-GEORGE,  on  the  other 
hand,  has  none  of  this  pitiful  compunc- 
tion. He  preaches  the  gospel  of  a  newer 
and  a  nobler  age  for  the  common  people. 
He  inculcates  the  sacred  duty  of  class 
hatred  with  the  superb  abandon  of  a 
HANNIBAL  or  a  TORQDEMADA.  He  fears 
not  the  rage  and  the  sneers  of  the  Smart 
Set.  We  have  had  nothing  quite  like 
him  in  British  politics  before,  and 
perhaps  never  shall  again. 

N.  BOAKES. 

10,  Murdle  Road,  Wimbledm. 

A  Question  of  Colour. 

I  see  that  in  your  splendid  description 
of  the  peroration  of  Mr.  LLOYD-GEOKGE'S 
speech  you  say  "  a  great  gasp  of  emotion 
passed  down  the  rows  of  white  faces, 
like  the  soughing  of  an  autumn  wind 
amid  the  trees."  May  I,  as  a  coloured 
reader  of  your  admirable  and  stimulating 
organ,  venture  to  observe  that  the 
emotion  was  not  confined  to  white 
hearers.  No  one  could  have  soughed 
more  strenuously  than  myself. 

POMPEY  JETSAM. 

Sierra  Leone  Gardens,  E.G. 

The  Chancellor's  Predecessors. 

I  am  glad  to  see  that  you  eulogise  the 
delicious  drollery  of  Mr.  LLOYD-GEORGE'S 
magnificent  Newcastle  speech.  Other 
great  orators  have  been  pungent,  have 
been  extravagant,  have  indulged  in  a 
superfluity  of  ornamental  invective,  but 
surely  no  one  before  him  lias  contrived 
to  combine  the  spirituality  of  a  MAIICDO 
AUHELIUS  with  the  i'orthrightness  of  a 
THERSITES. — ALBERT  POGSON. 

[We  fully  endorse  what  our  correspondent 
says  of  the  bewitehing  humour  of  the  CHAN- 
CELLOR OF  THE  EXCHEQUER,  but  is  he  not  mixing 
up  TIIERRITES  with  THESEUS  or  possibly  THEMIS- 
TWLES.— ED.  P.O.] 


The  Burglar's  Flea. 

No  part  of  Mr.  LLOYD  -  GEORGE'S  fine 
speech  was  greeted  with  greater  enthu- 
siasm than  his  superb  vindication  of  the 
rights  of  the  poacher.  Never  before  has 
a  Cabinet  Minister  openly  proclaimed 
the  noble  doctrine  that  the  poacher  has 
the  same  right  to  the  game  as  the  man 
who,  besides  being  guilty  of  owning  the 
land,  has  spent  large  sums  in  rearing 
and  feeding  his  pheasants,  etc.  My 
only  complaint  against  the  CIIANCELLOU 
or  THE  EXCHEQUER  is  that  he  omitted  to 
say  a  word  on  behalf  of  that  much- 
maligned  person,  the  burglar.  I 
trust  that  when  Mr.  LLOYD -GEORGE 
delivers  his  next  great  speech  at  Hol- 
loway  or  Wormwood  Scrubs  he  will 
remedy  this  deficiency  and  speak  up  for 
a  most  industrious,  precariously  remu- 
nerated and  tender-hearted  class,  for  it 
should  never  be  forgotten  that  the  late 
Mr.  CHARLES  PEACE  was  an  accomplished 
violinist  and  was  extremely  fond  of 
children. — W.  SIKES. 

[Our  correspondent  appears  to  us  to  read 
more  in  the  statement  than  was  intended,  The 
context  shows  clertrly  that  the  CHANCELLOR 
spoke  in  a  more  or  less  jocular  vein.  Still, 
the  right  of  a  burglar  to  the  unearned  incre- 
ment of  a  duke  has  undoubtedly  much  to  be 
said  for  it.  The  anecdote  of  Mr.  PEACE  is  most 
touching.— ED.  D.G.] 

How  to  Secure  Peace  with  Germany. 

Few  things  have  contributed  more 
happily  to  the  establishment  of  a  better 
understanding  with  our  great  neighbour, 
Germany,  than  the  noble  action  of  Herr 
Elzbacher  in  changing  his  name  to  Mr. 
Ellis  Barker.  Surely  this  is  a  precedent 
which  cannot  be  followed  too  frequently 
or  too  thoroughly.  But  to  be  really 
effective  it  must  not  be  confined  to  one 
side.  If  Germans  are  to  take  English 
names,  Englishmeumust  assume  German 
patronymics.  I  venture  to  subjoin  the 
following  provisional  list  in  the  hope 
that  the  persons  mentioned  will  lose 
no  time  in  carrying  out  the  necessary 
formalities : 

HerrLudwigHorchhof. 
Herr  Frohsteiu. 
Mr.  Half  Moon. 
Herr  Aufwender. 
Herr  Kirchubel. 
Lord  Springer. 
Herr  LOwenherz. 
Mr.  Gladstone. 
Herr  Mitfragen. 
Graf  Kniehof  von 
Federmit. 


Mr.  Lewis  Harcourt  . 
Mr.  Herbert  Gladstone 
Mr.  Alt.  Moud 
Mr.  Spender 
Mr.  Winston  Churchill 
Sir  J.  Brunner 
Mr.  Lyons  . 
Mr.  Gluckstein 
Mr.  Asquith 
Lord  Courtney  of  Pen- 
with 


In  conclusion  may  I  suggest  that  you 
should  lend  this  movement  a  mucli 
needed  impetus  by  re-naming  your  paper 
the  Tagliche  Georg. 

HERBERT  PLIMMER. 


The  Very  Latest. 
Rumour  has  it  that  Mr.  LLOYD-GEORGE 


BLIGHTED  HOPES. 

[A  country  fire  brigade  has  just  resigned  in 
a  body  because  the  people  persisted  in  laughing 
at  the  members  in  their  new  uniforms.] 

TIME  was  when  visions  filled  my  mind 
Of  rescues  a  la  Christmas  Numbers, 
Strong  men  (I  thought)  will  wake  to  find 
The  fire  intruding  on  their  slumbers, 
And,  when  all  hope  of  safety  vanished 

quite  is, 

['11  rush  and  save  them,  in  their  little 
nighties. 

['11  do  whate'er  my  post  requires 

At  divers  times  in  various  places, 
Until  some  heiress  leaves  the  fire's 
And  falls  into  my  own  embraces, 
Then  will  I  ask  her  hand  in  marriage, 

and  some 

Day  her  papa  is   sure  to  come  down 
handsome. 

But  when  I  donned  my  fireman's  gear, 
(It  pleased  me  well  from    boots  to 

bonnet) 
The  ribald  crowd  began  to  jeer 

And  crack  their  rustic  jests  upon  it, 
Such  as  the  shouted  question :  "  Where 

did  you  nick 
That  belt,  those  trousers,  and  that  beastly 
tunic?" 

Long  tune  I  scorned  the  gaping  grin, 
Then,  minding  him  of  Plaza-Toro, 
I  sent  my  resignation  in 

The  "  very  first  of  all  my  corps  0." 
The    fifth    approaching   urged    me   to 

remember 

The  guise  that  vulgar    wit  wears    in 
November. 


GREAT  MINDS. 

[We  think  the  time  has  come  to  publish  the 
following  correspondence,  which  has  very  nearly 
occurred  several  times. — ED.  I'uneh.] 

1,  Balmoral  Villas,  Tufton. 
DEAR  SIR, — I  enclose  a  short  contribu- 
tion to  your  valuable  paper.  The  idea 
occurred  to  me  only  this  morning,  and  I 
have  not  communicated  it  to  any  other 
journal. 

Question.  "  What  will  the  country  say  when 

the  Budget  is  put  before  it  ?  " 
Answer.  "  Budge  it." 

Perhaps  one  of  your  clever  writers 
would  be  able  to  word  it  more  crisply, 
but  the  idea  is  so  extremely  topical  and 
up-to-date  that  I  feel  sure  it  would 
appeal  to  the  large  body  of  your  readers. 
I  am,  yours  faithfully, 

MICHAEL  FAIRJOIOJ. 

The  Editor  of  Punch  presents  his  com- 
pliments, and  regrets  that  he  is  unable 
to  use  Mr.  Fairjohn's  contribution.  He 
has  a  vague  idea  that  he  has  heard  the 
joke  before  somewhere,  though  he  can- 
not remember  where. 

DEAR  SIR, — I  am  at  a  loss  to  under- 
stand your  note.  The  only  '•  person  to 
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Golfer.  "THE  DAT  I  GET   BOCND  THESE   LINKS   IN  UNDER  A  HUNDRED,  I'LL  GIVE  TOO  i  SHILLING,  SAXDT!" 
Caddie.  "  Hoo  WILL  I  WANT  IT  WHEN  I  'u  DRAWIH'  HE  AULD-AGE  PENSION  ?  " 


whom  I  repeated  this  joke  was  the  Rev. 
Canon  Letts  of  this  town,  and  I  have  his 
word  for  it  that  lie  has  neither  repeated 
it  to  anybody  else  nor  forwarded  it  to 
your  paper.  Unless  you  are  prepared 
to  doubt  the  assurance  of  a  beneficed 
clergyman  of  the  Church  of  England  I 
do  not  see  how  you  can  persist  in  the 
attitude  you  have  adopted. 

DEAR  SIR, — Perhaps  you  are  right. 
Would  you  prefer  your  joke  to  be  illus- 
trated or  unillustrated  ? 

Yours  faithfully,        TUB  EDITOR. 

DEAR  SIR, — I  feel  that  the  joke  would 
make  more  of  a  stir  if  suitably  illus- 
trated in  the  form  of  a  cartoon.  You 
could  either  get  one  of  your  clever  artists 
to  do  this,  or  I  would  mention  the  matter 
to  Mr.  Thomas  Pipp,  the  drawing  in- 
slruetor  at  our  schools.  Should'  you 
decide  to  leave  the  matter  in  the  hands 
of  one  of  your  clever  cartoonists,  I  should 
not  desire  any  fee  for  my  suggestion, 
but  would  be  content  to  receive  the 
original  of  the  drawing  which  illus- 
trated my  idea. 

DEAR  SIR, — I  think  that,  perhaps,  we 
had  better  leave  it  in  the  hands  of  one 
of  our  clever  cartoonists.  When  would 
you  like  it  to  appear?  By  the  way,  do 
you  know  Mr.  William  Gosport,  of  5, 
The  Albany,  Soutlieud  ?  He  asks  us, 


to-day,  upon  a  post-card,  "  Why  did  the 
Budget  budge  it?"  Though  not  so 
neatly  constructed  as  yours,  this  joke 
has  in  idea  something  in  common  with  it. 
P.S. — My  letter  should  have  been 
posted  yesterday.  I  wonder  if  you  have 
ever  met  a  Mr.  Alfred  Selly  (or  Selby), 
of  Leamington? 

DEAR  SIR, — I  do  not  know  Mr.  Gosport 
or  Mr.  Alfred  Selly — though  I  once  met 
a  Mr.  John  Selby  who  lived  at  Grange- 
over-Sands.  I  consider  tliat  Mr.  Gos- 
port's  joke  has  nothing  in  common  with 
mine  at  all,  though  he  certainly  seems 
to  have  stolen  my  idea  The  sooner 
mi/  joke  appears  the  better  for  the 
country. 

DKAR  SIR, — The  idea  of  a  joke  about 

the  present  financial  situation  may  have 

occurred  to  Mr.  Gosport  independently. 

I  wonder  if  you  know  any  of  these  : — 

Mr.   Timothy    Well*,  'The    Thatched 

House,  Truro. 

Canon  Bletchley,  of  Aberdeen. 
Mr.  Walters,  Wavecrest,  Commercial 

Road,  Leicester. 

Lt.-Col.  John  Adams,  Naval  and  Mili- 
tary Clu I.,  \V. 

I  cannot  help  feeling  that  we  have  not 
yet  got  the  best  out  of  your  joke.  Can 
you  not  word  it  slightly  differently,  so 
as  to  bring  out  more  gradually  the 


subtle  contrast  between  "Budget"  and 
"  budge  it "  ?  At  present  you  seem  to 
me  to  get  to  the  point  too  quickly. 

DEAR  SIR, — How  would  this  do  ? 

"  The  electors'  reply  to  LLOYD-GEORGE 
— Budge  it!" 

Please  use  this  immediately,  while  the 
subject  is  still  topical. 

DEAR  SIR, — By  an  odd  chance  you 
have  hit  upon  the  very  form  in  which 
Mr.  Cyril  James,  of  The  Bungalow, 
Cromor,  puts  it  this  morning.  Though 
not  quite  satisfactory  yet,  it  is  much 
more  incisive  than  that  of  the  Rev. 
W.  R.  Tonkin,  of  Little  Beldam,  who 
writes  upon  a  letter-card  : 

"History  repeats  itself.  The  joke 
current  in  1831  that  the  only  reply  to 
the  Budget  was  '  Budge  it,'  is  as  true  as 
ever  to-day." 

This,  you  will  agree  with  me,  is  rather 
laboured. 

DEAR    SIR,  —  I   am   withdrawing    my 
joke  from  your  paper  and  am  sending 
it  to  The  Times.    Yours  disgustedly, 
Mn-iiAEL  FAIBJOUN. 

The  Latest  Unique  Performance. 
"The  ordinary  stock   occupies    the  unique 
position  of  standing  at  the  highest  price  of  the 
year." — The  Seottman. 
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OUR    BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By  Mr.  Punch's  Staff  of  Learned  Clerks.) 

Ann  Veronica  (FISHER  UNWIN)  is  a  remarkably  clever  book 
about  rather  unpleasant  people.  I  think  Mr.  H.  G.  WELLS 
wrote  it  (particularly  the  love  scenes)  with  his  head  rather 
than  with  his  heart,  and  it  is  my  head  and  not  my  heart 
which  consents  to  all  he  has  to  say.  Ann  Veronica  is  a 
modern  girl,  full  of  vague  longings  for  some  vague  kind  of 
freedom,  who  runs  away  from  her  suburban  home  to  try  life 
on  her  own  in  London.  Mr.  WELLS  has  observed  the  type 
very  carefully,  and  has  described  it  minutely ;  not  often 
have  we  been  allowed  to  see  so  deep  into  the  soul  of  a  girl. 
After  an  adventure  with  a  City  bounder  called  Ramage,  who 
lends  her  money  and  expects  the  only  repayment  which  a 
man  of  his  type  can  appreciate  from  a  woman  (an  episode 
excellently  done)  she  falls  in  love  with  Gapes,  a  man  separated 
from  his  wife.  Capes 
I  never  quite 


saw; 

he  was  so  indeter- 
minate that  in  the 
great  scene  between 
him  and  Ann  Ve- 
ronica I  almost  lost 
her  too.  However, 
I  am  glad  to  say  I 
recovered  her  on 
p.  319 — a  wonderful 
page  which  I  had 
not  suspected  of  the 
author.  Mr.  WELLS 
has  written  a  real 
novel  at  last,  whose 
story  progresses  un- 
hindered by  discur- 
sions  into  Socialism. 
Yet  in  one  sentence  he 
gets  extraordinarily 
close  to  the  truth  of 
both  Socialism  and 
Suffragettism,  when 
he  makes  Ann  Vero- 
nica say  that  the  idea 
is  all  right  but  the 
people  are  all  wrong.  - 


TilE    CHIEF    DIFFICULTY  TO   BE   OVERCOME 
OF    PETUOL   WHILE    IN   THE    AIR. 


Paths  Perilous,  by  SIDNEY  PICKERING, 

Is  lighted  with  a  vastly  brighter  flame 
Than  that  suggested  by  the  flickering 

Alliterative  brilliance  of  its  name. 

It  pictures  France's  wild  democracy 

Who,  having  lost  their  own  heads  (just  pro  tern.), 
Rounded  upon  the  aristocracy 

And  did  the  same  (but  lastingly)  for  them. 

The  tale  the  author  has  to  tell  us  is 

Knit  of  the  many  threads  of  human  life — 

The  loves,  ambitions,  schemings,  jealousies, 
That  failed  or  flourished  in  that  time  of  strife. 

An  ancient  theme,  you  think  ?     You  Ve  heard  of  it  ? 

Yes,  but  he  puts  new  force  into  the  job. 
Buy  it,  I  say,  and  read  each  word  of  it — 

(CHAPMAN  and  HALL,  six  bob). 

Though  much  of  Mr.  PHILIP  GIBUS'S  story,  The  Street  of 
Adventure  (HEINEMANN),  is  a  love  comedy,  the  oldest  form  of 
comedy  extant,  the  great  incident  in  it  is  a  very  modern 
tragedy.  It  tells  of  the  death  of  a  big  daily  paper,  which  it 


is  not  difficult  to  identify.  Mr.  GIBBS  calls  it  The  Liberal. 
It  is  run  by  a  young  millionaire  who,  having  lost  two  or 
three  hundred  thousand  pounds  through  the  recklessness  of  his 
helpers  in  the  early  stages,  determines  suddenly  to  cut  his 
losses,  when,  in  the  opinion  of  his  staff,  success  is  in  sight.  Five 
hundred  men  are  thrown  out  of  employment,  having  received 
notice  with  a  request  for  secrecy  lest  the  negotiations  which 
are  pending  for  a  reconstruction  should  be  prejudiced.  It  Is 
thus  impossible  for  them  to  utilise  the  period  of  notice  in 
searching  for  new  berths.  This,  in  so  notoriously  overstocked 
a  profession  as  that  of  the  journalist,  is  a  very  real  tragedy, 
and  Mr.  GIBBS  writes  bitterly  of  the  callousness  of  the  pro- 
prietor. He  puts  his  case  so  vigorously  that  in  reading  the 
novel  one  is  bound  to  take  his  view,  but  in  actual  fact  there 
is  obviously  another  side  to  the  picture.  I  think  I  am  not 
mistaken  in  saying  that  not  a  few  men  threw  up  good  berths 
to  enter  the  better  paid  service  of  the  original  of  The  Liberal, 
and  a  rather  harsh,  though  strictly  poetic,  justice  frequently 

follows  such  deser- 
tions. Mr.  GIBBS, 
however,  tempers 
j  ustice  with  mercy. 
He  either  finds  other 
jobs  for  those  of  his 
out  -  of  -  works  who 
bave  excited  our  in- 
terest (no  small  num- 
ber), or  else  he  con- 
soles them  with 
matrimony,  or  pros- 
pects of  it  —  an  in- 
fallible panacea  for 
all  trouble  in  novels 
(excepting,  of  course, 
when,  the  ceremony 
is  performed  in  the 
opening  chapters). 
This  is  all  very  jolly, 
but  the  real  interest, 
as  I  have  suggested, 
lies  in  the  journalis- 
tic "  shop."  Inci- 
dentally, since  Tory 
newspaper  proprie- 
tors have  been  pretty 
well  roasted  of  late 
on  the  stage,  it  is  pleasant  to  find  someone  having  a  whack 
at  the  other  side.  Particularly  as  neither  side  is  much  the 
worse  for  it. 

Great   Englishmen. 

"  One  iiicli,  in  addition  to  one-and-a-half  inches  which  was  added  by 
a  recent  Army  Order,  has  been  added  to  the  chest  measurement  of 
recruits  of  the  Rifle  Brigade,  and  the  standard  is  now  5  ft.  5  in." — 
Naval  and  Military  Record. 

'  Then  the  draw  for  stations  was  not  in  their  favour,  for  they  were 
left  behind  at  the  start  and  so  lost  the  only  advantage  of  their  station. 
They  would  probably  not  have  won  from  either  of  the  other  stations,  but 
we  doubt  whether  either  of  the  other  crews  would  have  won  from 
theirs." — Eton  College  Chronicle. 

What  a  race  that  would  have  been,  though. 


IN    AVIATION    IS   THAT   OF   RENEWING    SUPPLIES 


Never  let  it  be  said  again  that  we  do  not  appreciate 
American  humour.  In  the  Chicago  Daily  Tribune  we  find 
the  following  among  hints  on  "  How  to  sleep  well "  : — 

"  A  few  crackers  or  a  glass  of  milk  should  be  kept  inside  the  bed." 
Well,  anybody  can  see  the  joke  in  that. 
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SLAVES    OF    FASHION. 


AN  INVITATION. 

I  >r.M!  TOM,  I  hear  you  're  back  in  Town 
Bronzed  as  an  Iroquois  with  brown 

Of  sunshine  and  adventures  ; 
I  wish  you  'd  come  and  dine  to-night 
Ere  stream  and  hill  have  faded  quite, 
And  Mammon 's  dipped  you  out  of  sight 

In  shares  and 'dull  debentures ! 

You  won't  get  much :  my  cook  of  old 
You  know  is  not  (though  gold,  pure  gold) 

A  culinary  show  thing  ; 
That  lady's  very  utmost  word 
Is  first  a  sole,  and  then  a  bird, 
And,  if  she  ventures  on  a  third, 

It 's  toasted  cheese— Or  nothing ! 

Forgive  my  menu  its  misdeeds, 

At  least  you  '11  find  a  Beaune  that  needs 

No  bush's  vain  adorning, 
And  when  its  vinted  balms  ascend 
You'll  think,    Tis   thus,  though   good 

times  end, 
Their  sunny  memories  stay  to  blend 

With  fog  and  Monday  morning  ! 

So  come.    I  want  to  hear  about 
The  Islands,— were  the  big  sea-trout 

As  big  this  year  as  c\vr  V 
And  has  your  brown  retriever  pup 
(Son  of  old  "  Shot "  who  won  the  Cup) 
I  li.s  father's  nose  at  picking-up  V 

He  promi-ed  to  be  clever. 


You  got  a  stag,  I  heard  from  Bee  ; 
The  island  heads  are  small,  but  she 

Says  yours  is  simply  ripping ; 
I  want  the  details  of  it  all, 
His  points,  the  ground,  the  wind,  the 

crawl, 
And,  flushed  with  triumph  at  his  fall, 

What  sum  you  spent  in  tipping ! 

Our  talk  shall  slip  by  braes  and  brooks, 
Through  several  tomes  of  salmon  hooks, 

And  on  by  easy  stages 
To  other  works  of  worthy  lore, 
Picked  from  the  bookshelf  s  golden  store, 
Till  round  our  chairs  the  very  floor 

Is  carpeted  with  sages  ! 

We'll   smoke   and    watch  the    embers 

glow 
And  read  the  lines  we  like  and  know, 

The  old,  the  wise,  the  witty ; 
While  on  the  curtained  window-pane 
You'll  hear  the  patter  of  the  rain, 
And  down  the  Knightsbridge  Hoad  again 

The  roar  of  London  City  ! 


From  a  calendar : — 
"Austin  Chamberlain,  born  1863. 
To  me  the  meanest  flower  that  blows  can  give 
Thoughts  that  do  often  lie  too  deep  for  tears. 

H"»r<i»irort/i." 

This  looks  like  the  base  work  of  a  Free 
Trade  Unionist. 


One  of  the  Bhoy*. 

From  a  report  in  The  Liverpool  I  tail  y 

1'ost  :— 

"  The  great  pi inciple  to  be  learned  in  every 
noble  life  was  that  whatever  other*  might  <!<> 
or  say,  they,  as  individual*,  nm-t  l>  •  good, 
ami  t'liat  was  the  principle  of  one  with  wlimn 
they  could  not  see  eye  to  eye.  He  referred  lo 
Murcus  O'Reilly." 

"NOVO  .  .  .  We  have  never  heard  "f  any 
connection  between  the  seasons  of  tin-  year  and 
falling  of  the  hair,  except  in  poetry,  and  thai 
is  only  because  the  two  words  rhyme." 

Sunday  fhronicle. 

Even  if  "  year"  and  "hnir"  didn't  rhvim- 
they  might  occur  at  tin-  cud  of  con- 
secutive lines  in  blank  verse,  and  a 
connection  would  still  be  established. 

From  a  programme  :— 

"  Vocalist 

MIIE.  Kiwrer  Li^\ 

(icho  luu  kindly  contented  lo  *iny)." 

Not  to  roller-skate,  as  was  the  manage- 
ment's first  idea. 


From  a  review  in  The  Liverpool 
Post  :— 

"  The  book  sparkles  with  trite  sayings  and 
exquisite  characterisation." 
\SY  recommend  the  publisher  to  with- 
draw all  bis  advertisements  (consult  Mr. 
GEORGE  EDWABDES). 
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TWO    OF    A    KIND. 

[" Months  ago  we  heard  of  the  baby  cliristi-iu'd  Budget.  And  now 
follows  ai  other  enthusiast's  infant,  who  has  been  named  Lloyd  George." 
--The  Dally  <.'hra>tlcle.~] 

IF  noble  names  can  launch  a  child  along  a  grout  career, 
When  at  the  font  of  sprinkling  you  dab  the  little  dear, 
No  infants  started  better  on  the  route  to  high  renown 
Than  Masters  Lloyd  George  Jenkins  and  Winston  Churchill 
Brown. 

To  pious  inspiration  the  fancy  may  be  traced 
Which  overtook  their  parents  (being  Radical  by  taste), 
And  prompted  them  to  label  their  respective  babes  at  birth 
With  what  their  wits   conceived   to   be  the   noblest  names 
on  earth. 

These  twain  grew  up  together  and  shared  the  youthful  spree, 
Twin  minds  with  but  a  single  thought,  as  like  as  pea  and  pea ; 
Or,  say,  as  two-and-sixpence  compared  with  half-a-crown, 
Just  so  was  Lloyd  George  Jenkins  to  Winston  Churchill 
Brown. 

They  seldom  mixed  with  other  boys  because  they  held  the 

view 

It 's  best  to  hunt  in  couples,  and  a  couple 's  only  two  ; 
But  some,  they  saw,  were  useful  when  it  came  to  heaving 

stones, 
And  such  were  Budget  Billingsgate  and  Ure  Another  Jones. 

On  raiding  expeditions  our  two  behaved  as  one, 
Together  pinched  the  orchard  and  raked  the  poultry-run  ; 
And  answered  all  objections  about  these  little  tricks 
With  repartees  consisting  mainly  of  mud  and  bricks. 

And  so  the  pair  (but  oh,  alas  !  how  outward  form  deceives  !) 
Remained  to  all  appearance  as  close  and  thick  as  thieves  ; 
But,  underneath  a  smiling  air,  this  thought  they  couldn't 

smother — 
That  some  day  one  of  them  would  have  to  swallow  up  the  other. 

For  when  you  hunt  in  couples,  though  things  go  smooth  as  oil, 
There 's  apt  to  come  a  question  of  who  shall  take  tli3  spoil, 
Of  who  's  to  be  the  top^dog  that  pins  his  partner  down  : 
Would  it  be  Lloyd  George  Jenkins  or  Winston  Churchill 
Brown  ? 

Well,  on  a  day  they  started,  both  smiling,  on  the  track 
Of  quite  a  big  adventure,  and  only  one  came  back  ! 
For  in  the  hour  of  triumph  there  arose  a  horrid  hitch, 
And  one  had  wiped  the  other  out ;  I  shan't  say  which  was 
which.  0.  S. 


From  The  Morning  Leader : — 

MOTOR-OAR  DANGERS. 

Sir, — Cannot  some  effective  measures  be  taken  to  stop  the  frightful 
rushing  of  motor-ears  through  our  streets  ?  The  speed  at  which  the 
majority  of  them  travel,  especially  through  crowded  thoroughfares,  s 
terrible.  Yours,  etc.,  A.  E.  L. 

We  understand  that  this  letter  has  been  travelling  abroad 
during  the  last  few  years ;  hence  the  delay. 


A  Conservative  candidate  as  reported  in  The  Cambridge 
Chronicle:—- 

"  It  had  been  suggested  that  the  House  of  Lords  could  reject  this  Bill, 
provided  that  they  bad  an  agreement  with  their  Party  in  the  House  of 
Commons  to  bring  forward  a  Referendem  Bill  .  .  .  He  personally 
believed  in  the  Beferendiem,  but  he  did  not  think  they  were  ready  yet 
to  pass  judgment  on  the  Budget,  through  the  means  of  the  Eeferendam 
Bill." 

You  see  one  of  the  difficulties  straight  away. 


SHADOWS    FROM    THE    PAST. 

THE  BUTCHER'S  SON. 

1  fii-:i-:\i  to  remember  that  there  was  once  a  little  boy.  lie 
lived  with  his  father  and  mother  and  his  brothers  in  a  large 
house  midway  between  two  villages,  and  there  in  a  simple 
way  lie  enjoyed  life  a  great  deal.  There  was  a  garden,  there 
were  favourite  dogs  and  cats,  there  was  a  pond  for  fishing  or 
skating,  as  the  season  ordained,  there  was  a  stable  with  a 
complement  of  horses  and  ponies,  and  there  were  woods  and 
green  fields  lying  about  the  house.  It  was  a  fairy  pala:  e  of 
delight  and,  like  other  fairy  palaces,  it  has  long  since  passed 
away.  Villas  and  shops,  this  Crescent,  that  Avenue,  and  the 
other  Rise  reign  over  the  spot  where  there  were  fields  and 
trees,  and  young  delight  and  laughter.  Does  the  uneasy 
ghost  of  Neptune,  the  Newfoundland,  or  Sturdy,  the  grey 
pony — how  he  hated  to  be  laughed  at ! — ever  roam  distraught 
through  these  busy  little  villas  ? 

In  one  of  the  villages,  distant  about  a  mile  from  the  large 
house,  there  was  a  school,  and  in  this  school  the  little  boy 
was  a  student,  submitting  himself,  somewhat  carelessly,  I 
fear,  to  the  grand  old  fortifying  classical  curriculum  which 
lias  made  Englishmen  what  they  are.  It  wa?  an  old  school, 
founded  far  back  in  Tudor  times,  and  it  differed  very  little, 
I  suppose,  except,  perhaps,  in  one  point,  from  hundreds  of 
other  homes  of  learning  scattered  throughout  the  length  and 
breadth  of  the  kingdom.  The  point  of  exception  was  that 
there  were  generally  more  day-boys  than  boarders  amongst 
those  who  sucked  wisdom  from  it.  From  the  village  in 
which  it  stood  and  from  the  neighbouring  villages  and 
homes  a  great  many  boys  used  to  trudge  to  it  in  the  morn- 
ing, and  then  back  home  again  for  the  midday  dinner,  then 
once  more  to  school,  and  so  finally  horns  again  in  the  evening. 
The  little  boy  was  one  of  those  jolly  trudgers. 

1  have  often  been  told  that  day-boys  are,  on  the  whole,  an 
inferior  class,  not  to  be  encouraged  in  the  life  of  our  great 
schools.  It  seems  that  in  the  demoralising  companionship 
of  their  parents  and'  amidst  the  unmanly  surroundings 
created  by  their  sisters  they  waste  precious  hours,  hours  that 
should  properly  be  devoted  to  the  acquisition  of  tone  and 
esprit  de  corps.  The  genius  of  public-school  life,  they  say, 
demands  that  at  the  teuderest  age  a  little  fellow  should  be 
withdrawn  from  every  influence  that  tends  to  make  him 
gentle  and  prevents  him  from  becoming  barbarous  and 
brutal — his  mother's  society  is  above  all  others  injurious  — 
and  that  he  should  be  subdued  to  all  the  petty  little  con- 
ventions of  dress  and  manner  and  general  behaviour  which 
the  servility  or  the  roughness  of  a  mass  of  other  boys  has 
established  in  a  sacred  and  immutable  code  of  respectable 
rules.  I  don't  dogmatise  on  this  point,  but  I  am  not  sure 
that  there  may  not  ba  much  to  be  said  on  the  other  side.  At 
any  rate  my  little  friend  was  for  the  time  a  day-boy. 

Now  one  of  the  fields  bordering  the  little  boy's  home 
belonged  to  the  butcher  of  the  village,  and  in  that  field  the 
butcher's  son  John  was  often  to  be  seen.  Sometimes  John 
looked  through  the  hedge  and  sometimes  the  little  boy  looked 
through  it  from  the  other  side,  and  sometimes  they  both 
looked  through  it  together,  and  in  the  end  they  became 
acquainted  and  exchanged  confidences.  The  hedge  soon 
ceased  to  be  an  impenetrable  barrier,  and  eventually  John, 
who  was  a  cheerful,  plump,  well-mannered,  red-cheeked  boy, 
came  through  it  and  was  made  free  of  the  pleasant  mysteries 
of  the  garden.  The  two  boys  became  fast  friends.  John 
could  perform  marvellous  feats  with  little  lumps  of  clay  dis- 
charged as  missiles  from  the  top  of  a  stick,  and  he  was  more 
skilful  with  a  catapult  than  any  other  mortal  boy. 

On  the  afternoon  of  a  certain  day  the  little  boy — let  me 
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School  Medical  Officer  (fxamin'niy  child'*  eijet).  "Xow,  LITTLE  GIRL,  CAS  y..r  su;  MX  FIKOEI?" 
CMW  (coyly).  "  I  SIUS'T  TELL  vor." 


call  him  Harry  henceforth — had  arranged  to  meet  a  school 
friend  in  a  shady  retreat  in  the  woods.  I  rather  think  a 
bird-nesting  expedition  had  been  planned.  As  John  hap- 
pened to  be  about  when  the  time  came  for  setting  forth  to 
the  tryst,  Harry  took  him  with  him,  not  dreaming  any 
wrong.  When  they  arrived  the  other  boy  was  there.  Harry 
was  punctilious  in  his  manners,  and  made  a  ceremonious 
presentation.  "Let  me  introduce  you,"  he  said,  "Mr.  John 
Lmnsden—  Mr.  Thomas  Chappell.  Now  then,  where  shall 
we  h.'gin?'1  Mr.  Thomas  Chappell,  however,  looked  darkly 
uncomfortable.  "I'm  afraid,"  he  stammered,  without  seem- 
ing t  >  Bee  John's  extended  hand,  "I'm  afraid  I've  left  MHIIC- 
thing  behind.  I'll  just  go  and  fetch  it."  And  away  he  ran. 
"  Mind  you  come  back  quick  !  "  shouted  Harry  after  him  ;  and 
he  :nid  John  waited  and  waited.  But  Mr.  Chappell  never 
came  back.  

On  the  following  morning,  when  Harry  arrived  at  school, 
a  knot  of  boys  gathered  round  him,  all  hostile  and  deter- 
mined. "  So  you  're  the  friend  of  a  butcher  !  "  shouted  one. 
"Yah,  you  little  butcher-boy!"  cried  another.  "Send  me 
linine  a  shoulder  of  mutton,"  yelled  another,  "and  mind,  I 
don't  want  loo  much  fat!"  "Oh,  you  dirty  little  c.ul, 
hadn't  you  got  a  proper  cheek  introducing  your  butcher 
boys  V  "  Then  the\  danced  round  him,  sharpening  imaginary 
knives,  making  the  sounds  of  oxen  in  distress,  and  altogether 
behaving  like  demons  in  the  pit.  The  torture  continued 
for  days,  until  finally  the  lesson  wa«  burnt  into  the  little 
boy's  'heart.  Who  was  he  that  he  should  set  him-elf  to 
abolish  those  nohle  di>tinctions  of  class  upon  which  the 
safety  of  so:-ie!y  depends? 


"5  new    l-lunvl   l!r|H';itinj,' 
clear,  10'.  Orf.  oach." 


Commercial   Candour. 

'i  Imre.      ('annul    iv|K-at. 


To 


TIIK   EXTINCT 
["The  iiiuiKiiiation  of  sc-boolmist «««••)  and  llit-ir  |«i|.il»  recoils  now- 
adays from  tin-  idra  <.f  a  return  to  tli-  Noah's  Ark  promenade  which  WM 
their  grandmothcre'  winter  exercise."] 

WIIIA  1  was  young,  in  fact  a  callow  ass, 

Of  idle  brain  and  fancy  volatile, 
llefore  our  office  window  used  to  pass 
Miss  Proctor's  animated  crocodile. 
Ah  !  how  my  neck  I  'd  crick  to  catch  a  view 
Of  those  young  damsels  walking  two  by  two. 

Thick  cheMiiut  pigtails,  Huffy  liax»-ii  curU 
1  Vlicious  peeps  from  shyly  lowered  lids— 

In  front,  a  vanguard  of  the  bigger  girls. 
liearward,  the  ranks  of  lively  lime  ki'K 

I  knew  your  time  of  coming  to  a  tick 

And  thought  your  pace  in  passing  far  too  quick. 

No  more  our  youngsters'  hearts  do  you  di.-turb 

As  when,  diurnally,  you  used  to  trail 
Your  undulating  length  along  the  curl., 

A  ilrift  of  maidenhood  from  head  to  taiL 
The  academic  crocodile  is  dead  ; 
To  hockey  fields  its  vertebra-  have  tp.-J. 

I  am  too  old  to  carp  at  such  a  change 

Or  criticise  the  frenzied  female  rout 
Who  up  and  down  the  muddy  meadow  range 

Where  "Hack  it  through !"  and  "Bully!"  is  the  shout; 
And  so  upon  the  poor  departed's  bier 
I  simply  shed  a  crocodilish  t 

From  an  advt.  in  Tlie  Went  Ham  Teachers'  Journal:— 

"  UP-TO-DATE  JIETBOI*  OF  TEACHIS." 
And  of  spellin,  to  say  nothin  of  priutin. 
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STRENGTH    AND    BEAUTY. 

"  WHY  don't  you  sit  up  ?  "  said  Adela 
at  dinner,  suddenly  prodding  mo  in  the 
back.  Adela  is  old  enough  to  take  a, 
motherly  interest  in  my  figure,  and 
young  enough  to  look  extremely  pretty 
while  doing  MO. 

"I  always  stoop  at  meals,"  I  ex- 
plained ;  "  it  helps  the  circulation.  My 
I'wn  idea." 

"  But  it  looks  so  bad.   You  ought " 

"  Don't  improve  me,"  I  begged. 

''  No  wonder  you  have — 

"  Hush !  I  haven't.  I  got  a  bullet 
on  the  liver  in  the  campaign  of  '03,  due 
to  over-smoking;  and  sometimes  it  hurts 
me  a  little  in  thecold  weather.  That 'sail." 

"  Why  don't  you  try  the  Hyperion  ?  " 

"I  will.     Where  is  it?" 

"It  isn't  anywhere  ;  you  buy  it." 

"  Oh,  I  thought  you  dined  at  it.  What 
do  yon  buy  it  for  ?  " 

"It's  one  of  those  developers  with 
elastics  and  pulleys  and  so  on.  Every 
morning  early,  for  half  an  hour  before 
breakfast •" 

"  You  are  trying  to  improve  me,"  I 
said  suspiciously. 

"  But  they  are  such  good  things," 
went  on  Adela,  earnestly.  "  They  really 
do  help  to  make  you  beautiful — " 

"I  am  beautiful." 

"  Well,  much  more  beautiful.  And 
strong " 

"  Are  you  being  simply  as  tactful  as 
you  can  be?" 

" — and  graceful." 

"It  isn't  as  though  you  were  actually 
a  relation,"  I  protested. 

Adela  continued,  full  of  her  idea. 

"It  would  do  you  so  much  good,  you 
know.  Would  you  promise  me  to  use  it 
every  day  if  I  s?nt  you  mine  ?  " 

"  Why  don't  you  want  yours  any 
more  ?  Are  you  perfect  now  ?  " 


"You 
Wall- 


easily   hook    it    to    the 


"I  suppose,"  I  reflected,  "there  is 
a  limit  of  beauty  beyond  which  it  is  dan- 
gerous to  go.  A  fter  that  either  the  tiling 
would  come  oft'  its  hook,  or " 

"  Well,"  said  Adela  suddenly,  "  aren't 
I  looking  well?" 

"  You  're  looking  radiant,"  I  said, 
appreciatively;  "but  it  may  only  be 
because  you're  going  to  marry  Billy 
next  month." 

She  smiled  and  blushed.  "Well, 
I  11  send  it  to  you,"  she  said.  "And 
you  try  it  for  a  week,  and  then  tell  m? 
if  you  don't  feel  better.  Oh,  and  don't 
do  all  the  exercises  to  begin  with  ;  start 
with  three  or  four  of  the  easy  ones." 

"  Of  course,"  I  said. 

*  *  *  *  9 

I  undid  the  wrappings  eagerly,  took 
off  the  lid  of  the  box,  and  was  confronted 
with  (apparently)  six  pairs  of  braces.  I 
shook  them  out  of  the  box  and  saw  I 


had  made  a  mistake.  It  was  one  pair  of 
braces  for  MAGOG.  I  picked  it  up,  and 

I  knew  that  I  was  in  the  presence  of  the 

I 1  yporion.    In  five  minutes  I  had  screwed 
alii  >ok  into  the  bedroom  wall  and  attached 
the  be.uitiiier.     Then  1  sat  on  the  edge 
of  the  bad  and  looked  at  it. 

Then>  was  a  tin  plate,  attached  to  the 
top,  with  the  word  "LADIES"  on  it.  I 
got  up,  removed  it  with  a  knife,  and  sat 
down  again.  Everything  was  very  dusty, 
and  I  wondered  when  Adela  had  last 
developed  herself. 

By-and-by  I  went  into  the  other  room 
to  see  if  I  had  overlooked  anything.  I 
found  on  the  floor  a  chart  of  exercises, 
and  returned  triumphantly  with  it. 

There  were  thirty  exercises  alto- 
gether, and  the  chart  gave  you 

(1)  A  detailed  explanation  of  how  to 
do  each  particular  exercise ; 

(2)  A  photograph  of  a  lady  doing  it. 
"After  all,"  I  reassured  myself,  al'icr 

the  first  bashful  glance,  "  it  is  Adela  who 
has  thrust  this  upon  me;  and  she  must 
have  known."  So  I  studied  it. 

Nos.  10,  15,  28  and  30  seemed  the 
easiest;  I  decided  to  confine  myself 
to  them.  For  the  first  of  these  you 
strap  yourself  in  at  the  waist,  grasp  the 
handles,  and  fall  slowly  backwards  until 
your  head  touches  the  floor — all  the 
elastic  cords  being  then  at  full  stretch. 
When  I  had  got  very  slowly  halfway 
down,  an  extra  piece  of  elastic  which 
had  got  hitched  somewhere  came  sud- 
denly into  play,  and  I  did  the  rest 
of  the  journey  without  a  stop,  finishing 
up  sharply  against  the  towel-horse.  The 
chart  had  said,  "  Inhale  going  down," 
and  I  was  inhaling  hard  at  the  moment 
that  the  towel-horse  and  two  damp  towels 
spread  themselves  over  my  face. 

"  So  much  for  Exercise  10,"  I  thought, 
as  I  got  up.  "I'll  just  get  the  idea 
to-night,  and  then  start  properly  to- 
morrow. Now  for  No.  15." 

Somehow  I  felt  instinctively  that 
No.  15  would  cause  trouble.  For  No.  15 
you  stand  on  the  right  foot,  fasten  the 
left  foot  to  one  of  the  cords,  and  stretch 
it  out  as  far  as  you  can  .... 

What — officially — you  do  then,  I  can- 
not say  .  .  . 

Some  people  can  stand  easily  upon  the 
right  foot  when  the  left  is  fastened  to  the 
wall . .  .  others  cannot  ...  It  is  a  gi  ft  .  .  . 

Having  recovered  from  my  spontaneous 
rendering  of  No.  15,  I  turned  to  No.  28. 
This  one,  I  realised,  was  extremely  im- 
portant ;  I  would  do  it  twelve  times. 

You  begin  by  lying  flat  on  the  floor 
roped  in  at  the  waist,  and  with  your 
hands  (grasping  the  elastic  cords)  held 
straight  up  in  the  air.  The  tension  on 
your  waist  is  then  extreme,  but  on  your 
hands  only  moderate.  Then  taking 
a  deep  breath  you  pull  your  arms 
slowly  out  until  they  lie  along  the  floor. 
The  tension  becomes  terrific,  tho  strain 


on  every  part  of  you  is  immense. 
While  I  lay  there,  taking  a  deep  breath 
before  relaxing,  I  said  to  myself,  "  The 
strain  will  be  too  much  for  me."  1 
was  wrong.  It,  was  too  much  for  the 
hook.  The  hook  whizzed  out,  every- 
thing flew  at  ino  at  once,  and  I  remem- 
bered no  nioro  .  .  . 

As  1  limped  into  bed,  I  trod  heavily 
upon  something  sharp.  I  shrieked  and 
bent  down  to  see  what  had  bitten  me. 
It  was  a  tin  plate  bearing  the  word 
"  LADIES." 

***** 

'•  Well?  "  said  Adela  a  week  later. 

I  looked  at  her  for  a  long  time. 
''  When  did  you  last  use  the  Hyperion?  " 
I  asked. 

"  About  a  year  ago." 

"  Ah  !  .  .  .  You  don't  remember  the 
chart  that  went  with  it?  " 

"  Not  well.  Except,  of  course,  that  each 
exercise  was  arranged  for  a  particular 
object,  according  to  what  you  wanted.  ' 

"  Exactly.  So  I  discovered  yesterday. 
Ji  was  in  very  small  type,  and  I  missed 
it  at  first." 

"  Well,  how  many  did  you  do  ?  " 

"I  limited  myself  to  exercises  10,  15 
and  28.  Do  you  happen  to  remember 
what  those  are  for  ?  " 

"Not  particularly." 

"No.  Well,  I  started  with  No.  10. 
No.  10,  you  may  rer-all,  is  one  of  the 
most  perilous.  I  nearly  died  over  No.  10. 
And  when  I  had  baen  doing  it  for  a 
week  I  discovered  what  its  particular 
object  was." 

"What?" 

"'To  round  tlie  forearm'!  Yes. 
madam,"  I  said  bitterly,  "  I  have  spent 
a  week  of  agony  .  .  .  and  I  have  rounded 
one  forearm." 

"  Why  didn't  you  try  another?  " 

"  I  did.  I  tried  No.  15.  Six  times  in 
the  pursuit  of  No.  15  have  I  been  shot 
up  to  the  ceiling  by  the  left  foot  .  .  . 
and  what  for,  Adela?  'To  arch  the 
instep'!  Look  at  my  instep!  Why 
should  1  icant  to  arch  it?" 

"I  wish  I  could  remember  which 
chart  I  sent  you,"  said  Adela,  wrinkling 
her  brow. 

"  It  was  the  wrong  one,"  I  said  .... 

There  was  a  long  silence. 

"Oh,'  said  Adela  suddenly,  "you 
never  told  me  about  No.  28." 

"Pardon  me,"  I  said,  "I  cannot  bear 
to  speak  of  28." 

"  Why,  was  it  even  more  unsuitable 
than  the  other  two  ?  " 

"I  found,  when  I  had  done  it  six 
times,  that  its  object  was  stated  to  be, 
'  To  remove  double  chin.'  That,  how- 
ever, was  not  the  real  effect.  And  so 
I  crossed  out  the  false  comment  and 
wrote  the  true  one  in  its  place." 

"  And  what  is  that  ?  "  asked  Adela. 

'"To  remove  the  hook,' "  I  said  gloomily. 

A.  A.  M. 


Oorom:i:  '21,  1 


PUNCH,   OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVAKI. 


CHARIVARIA. 

''  \Vn.vr  i  lea  a  coi\t,'iu|>  nary, 

"1ms  Mr.  8fl  fOEH  LKHIII  llr..ui:s of  being 
mistaken  for  ;i  representative  of  the 
•working  clasps,  when  everyone  in  l!er- 
liionclsey  SCPS  him,  ilay  after  day,  driving 
round  in  his  blue-ribboned  state  car- 
riage, with  two  horse?;  and  a  liveried 
coauhinan  on  the  box ''.  "  We  agree  tlmt 
the  placing  of  the  two  horses  on  the 
box  is  u  fatal  iiii-talkC  of  policy. 

The  appropriate  conveyance  for^Ber- 
mondscy  would,  of  course,  be  a  Tanner 
Cab.  *  * 

Those  ill-informed  Continental  news- 
papers !  where  will  they  stop  ?  Could 
anything  be  less  felicitous  than  to  refer 
to  Mr.  LLOYD  GEOKGL  as  "  Sir  Lord 
Geoyge?"  %, 

•  Dr.  COOK  has  been  presented  with  the 
freedom  of  New  York  City  by  the  Board 
of  Aldermen.  Tammany's  point  of  view, 
we  understand,  is  this : — If  Dr.  COOK'S 
story  is  true,  then  we  respect  him;  if 
he  is  a  fraud,  then  we  still  respect  him. 

.  The  Illustrated  London  News  describes 
Dover  Harbour  as  "  A  harbour  into  which 
Hyde  Park  could  be  put."  Personally 
we  hope  that  the  Park  will  not  be  moved. 
We  like  it  where  it  is,  and  fail  to  see 

that  it  is  in  anyone's  way. 
*  * 

The  L.  C.  C.  has  now  decided  to  con- 
tribute £200,000  towards  the  cost  of 
widening  Fleet  Street,  and  it  is  hoped 
that  be  fore  long  this  somewhat  dismal 
thoroughfare  may  be  brightened  by 
ladies  wearing  fashionable  hats. 

V 

It  is  sad  to  hear  that  the  Crystal 
Palace  has  fallen  on  evil  days.  We  read 
in  tho  report,  just  issued,  of  the  L.  C.  C. 
Asylums  Committee  that  during  the 
winter  large  parties  from  the  Colnoy 
Hatch  Asylum  visit  the  Alexandra 
Palace.  Surely  some  of  these  could  be 
attracted  to  the  Crystal  Palace  if  its 
claims  to  their  patronage  were  brought 
before  them  ?  *  , 
* 

While  tho  suggestion  made  in  The 
Daily  Tclcyrapli  that  the  contents  of  the 
Zoological  Gardens  should  be  removed 
to  the  purer  air  of  the  Crystal  Palace 
has  not  been  found  practicable,  is  there 
any  na-on,  asks  a  correspondent,  why 
the  animals  should  not  in  the  summer 
be  taken  in  relays  to  the  seaside,  where 
they  could  be  boarded  out  on  the  system 
adopted  by  the  Children's  Country  Holi- 
day Fund  ?  Many  country  folk  are 
quite  fond  of  animals. 

V 

Canon  IV.I.KS  advocates  that,  to  pre- 
vent migration  to  towns,  boys  should 


Matron.    "Ml:s.    FuUCXKB  IS  SO  FOXD  Of    I-CU.T'.'V." 

Visitor.  "LxuEEU?    I  HAVE  SOUK  MJIH.K   DUOKS  OF   roi/m  AT   none— MULL  I  iraco  TOO 
SOUK,  MBS.  FAOLIKEB?" 

Mrs.  Vavlkner.  "TiiAXK  YOU,  MUM—  WUES  I  WAX  is  I-OBTBT,  I  MMi> 


be  sent  to  work  on  farms  at  the  age  of 
ten.  We  are  surprised  to  find  a  clergy- 
man on  the  side  of  the  baby  farmers. 

V 

111  an  interesting  article  on  "  The 
Weather"  in  The  Westminster  Gazette, 
Mr.  HORACE  HUTCHINSON  tells  us  that 
"when  once  we  reach  as  far  north  as 
the  Moray  Firth  the  country  falls  under 
the  tempering  influence  of  tho  Gidf 
Stream,  with  the  result  that  ....  the 
grouse  of  so  northern  n  shire  as  Caith- 
ness show  lameness  which  permitg  of 
tlieir  shooting  over  dogs  during  a  large 
part  of  the  season."  The  italics  are 

ours  :  the  cleverness  is  the  birds'. 
*  * 

The   Institute  of    Oil    Painters    has  j 
become    the    Royal     Institute    of    Oil  | 
Painters,   and    its    official    abbreviation 
is  to  be  the  11.  0.  L     And  its  official 
toast,  we  take  it,  "  Vive  le  R.  0.  I. !  "  ? 


According  to  the  late  Dr.  Lounnoso, 


the  criminal  is  a  creature  whu-c  charac- 
teristics approach  those  of  tho  anthro- 
poid ape.  But  apes  have  enormously 
long  arms,  while  some  investigations 
made  in  Franco  have  shown  that  the 
majority  of  prisoners  have  arms  which 
are  rather  shorter  than  the  avcnn^-. 
On  the  other  hand,  as  a  criminal  poinl- 
out,  the  arm  of  the  Law  is  notoriously 
long.  This  reminder  lias  re-<-re.ited  a 
painful  impression  in  the  Temple. 

" washes  white   things  white." 

says  an  advertisement.  This  sound- 
ea-y.  Wh.it  we  really  want  is  a  specific 
which  will  undertake  to  wash  black 
things  white. 

It  was  stated  at  the  annual  conference 
of  the  Sea  Fisheries  Association  that, 
at  a  modest  c-tim.iv,  the  sea  gulls  round 
ourcoaste-.it  at  IIM.-I  one  hundred  milli"n 
fish  every  day.  But  what  cnn  you  expect 
under  a  Free  Food  (ioVernmt  at '.' 
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TO    MARS    IN    OPPOSITION. 

TTTE  strings  had  reused,  and  with  their 
strain 

(MOZART,  the  ever  i'resli  and  tender) 
Still  ringing  sweetly  in  my  brain 
1  stole  into  a  Sussex  lane, 

A  much-refreshed  week-ender, 
When  suddenly  there  met  my  sight 
A  scene  so  excellently  bright 
As  made  mere  musical  delight 

Its  sovranty  surrender. 

I  never  saw  my  friend  the  Bear 

Or  any  other  starry  cluster, 
The  Pleiads  in  their  tangled  lair, 
Or  Cassiopeia  in  her  chair, 

Shine  with  a  larger  lustre. 
But  dwarfing  all  the  other  stars, 
As  PETEII  dwarfed  the  other  Tsars, 
The  sanguine  disc  of  mighty  Mars 

Outshone  the  astral  muster. 

Portentous  planet,  on  whose  face 
The  telescope  of  SCHIAPARELLI, 

Through  myriad  myriad  miles  of  space, 

Enables  us  canals  to  trace 
Minute  as  vermicelli, 

Thanks  lo  your  enervating  spells 

The  Sociologist  who  dwells 

At  Hampstead,  of  the  name  of  WEM.S, 
Grows  lyrical  as  SHELLEY. 

Although  not  usually  prone 

To  harbour  vulgar  superstitions, 
To  see  you  on  a  sudden  grown 
To  such  prodigious  bulk,  I  own, 

Excites  my  \\orst  suspicion*. 
Are  you  encouraging  LLOYD  GEORGE 
Fresh  fiscal  instruments  to  forge 
To  make  unhappy  Dukes  disgorge 
Their  dearest  acquisitions  ? 

In  ages  past  you  stirred  the  feud 

Of  Fatimite  against  Abassid, 
And  co-religionists  imbrued 
With  gore,  although  their  attitude 

Was  previously  placid. 
And  now  you  turn  poor  Mr.  URE, 
Who  formerly  was  quite  demure, 
Into  a  perfect  stream  of  pure 
Financial  Uric  acid. 

Your  baleful  influence  is  the  -Jons 

Of  recent  female  revolutions, 
Transforming  Sylphs  to  Amazons 
With  hearts  of  steel  and  brows  oE  bronze 

And  irou  constitutions, 
Who  wrestle  with  the  men  in  blue 
(A  thing  tliat  I  should  hate  to  do) 
And  harmless  Ministers  pursue 
With  endless  persecutions. 

Sleek  HALDANE,  mildest-mannered  sage 

That  e'er  translated  SCHOPENHAUER, 
Now  pores  on  CLAFSEWITZ'S  page 
And,  goaded  by  a  martial  rage, 
Bears  witness  to  your  power. 
And  smug  McKENNA,  spurred  to  roam 
In  fighting  kit  aeross  the  foam, 
Now  never  feels  himself  at  home  ' 
Save  in  a  pr. nuing  !OW<T. 


All  classes  by  your  lurid  lamp 

Are  led  astray,  from  dukes  to  tinkers  ; 
You  aggravate  the  common  scamp 
And  force  philosophers  to  ramp 

Like  dissipated  linkers. 
Who  shall  escape  your  deadly  glare 
Which  causes  panic  cv'rywhere 
And  strikes  us  pink,  unless  ho  wear 

Perpetually  blinkers? 
Kaleombe,  Sept.  ISlli,  1900. 


AS    IT    MIGHT    HAVE    BEEN. 

An  attempt  to  rewrite  I^ady  Cardigan's  Recul- 
lections  to  suit  some  of  her  critics, 

SITTING  down  at  the  age  of  eighty- 
four  to  write  iny  reminiscences,  I  wish 
to  make  it  clearly  understood  that  I  am 
a  happy  woman.  And  why  am  I  happy  ? 
Because  during  my  long  life  I  have 
known  none  but  sweet  and  good  Chris- 
tian men  and  women ;  and  because  I 
have  all  my  faculties  left.  I  am  still 
capable  of  entertaining  my  pious  friends 
in  both  town  and  country.  I  can  amuse 
myself  with  singing  and  playing  hymns ; 
I  have  a  good  digestion  and  can  enjoy 
my  dinner,  heedless  of  any  new-fashioned 
lads  about  food ;  I  can  read  The  War 
Cry  without  spectacles. 

Thinking  over  the  many  noble  aristo- 
cratic persons  I  have  known,  I  am 
amazed  at  their  simplicity  and  purity. 
One  hears  so  much  of  the  fast  ways  of 
the  Smart  Set ;  I  have  seen  none  of 
them.  My  father  was  a  deeply  piou-; 
man,  but  he  had  the  not  unnatural 
foible  to  wish  to  disguise  some  of  his 
love  of  spiritual  things,  and  affected 
sometimes  to  be  quite  a  man  of  the 
world.  I  remember  when  I  was  a  mere 
girl  that  I  wanted  very  much  to  hear  a 
famous  preacher  who  had  just  come  to 
London.  I  asked  Papa  to  take  me.  He 
was  very  sorry,  but  it  was,  he  said, 
quite  impossible.  "  Quite  impossible, 
ADELINE.  I  am  dining  to-night  with 
General  CAVENDISH  at  the  Club— a  long- 
standing engagement ;  but,"  he  con- 
tinued, "  even  if  I  were  disengaged  I 
should  hesitate  to  take  you,  for  you  are 
not  just  now  very  strong,  and  this 
preacher  is  too  emotional."  However,  I 
felt  that  I  could  not  stay  away,  and  I 
therefore  went  with  my  maid,  and  sent 
word  to  Lord  CARDIGAN,  who  also  dearly 
loved  a  good  sermon,  to  come  to  our  pew. 

The  moment  he  arrived  he  insisted 
that  I  must  leave.  I  naturally  asked 
why.  "  Well,"  reluctantly  answered 
CARDIGAN — "well,  Miss  DE  HORSEY,  your 
father  and  General  CAVENDISH  are  in  the 
pew  opposite  with"— (he  looked  at  me 
apologetically) — "with  two  clergymen. 
It  will  never  do  for  you  to  see  them; 
your  father  would  be  so  ashamed  to  be 
aught  at  church  like  this.  Do,  I 
mplore  you,  permit  me  to  escort  you 
lome  at  once." 
I  was  seized  with  an  uncontrollable 


desire  to  laugh,  fcso  this  was  the  long- 
standing engagement,  this  Papa's  parade 
of  worldliness !  Of  course  I  could  not; 
give  up  the  sermon,  and  I  remained  ; 
but,  owing  to  a  cab  accident,  I  did  not 
reach  home  till  late.  Papa  was  reading 
his  Bible  and  he  asked  me  where  I  had 
been.  "I've  been  to  church,  Papa,'  I 
said  demurely — (he  started) — "and  I  saw 
you  and  General  CAVENDISH  there.  I 
thought  you  were  dining  at  the  Club 
.  .  .  and  I  saw  .  .  ."  "  Go  to  bed  at 
once,  ADELINE,"  interrupted  Papa,  look- 
ing rather  sheepish;  "we'll  talk  about 
your  disobedience  later."  But  he  never 
mentioned  the  subject  to  me  again. 

I  was  not  Lord  CARDIGAN'S  first  wife. 
She,  poor  lady,  died  young,  after  a  life 
of  perfect  unity  with  him.  I  remember 
very  vividly  the  day  on  which  Lord 
(  'ARDIGAN  finally  proposed  to  me.  He 
had,  of  course,  given  me  Prayer-books 
and  so  forth,  but  that  was  all.  I  was 
awakened  by  a  loud  knocking  at  the 
front-door.  I  looked  at  my  watch  and 
saw  that  it  was  not  seven  o'clock.  The 
knocking  continued.  1  heard  the  bolts 
drawn,  the  door  opened,  and  a  voice  I 
knew  well  called  impatiently  for  rue. 
It  was  Lord  CARDIGAN.  I  dressed  care- 
fully, even  to  my  mackintosh,  before  I 
received  him.  Taking  me  in  his  arms 
he  said,  "  My  dearest,  my  first  wife  has 
now  been  dead  six  years  this  morning. 
Enough  time  has  elapsed  for  all  the 
conventions  to  be  satisfied.  Will  you 
marry  me,  and  wilL  you  allow  me  to 
arrange  for  our  wedding  to  be  solem- 
nised without  further  delay?"  I  felt 
I' could  do  nothing  but  agree.  Pressing 
another  gold-mounted  Prayer-book  into 
my  hand,  he  rushed  away. 

Lord  HERTFORD  was  at  bottom  an  Evan- 
gelical. I  think  THACKERAY  did  very 
wrong  to  malign  him  as  the  Marquis  of 
Steync.  There  is,  of  course,  no  doubt 
that  he  looked  a  roue,  while  the  society 
ho  lived  in  and  his  great  wealth  com- 
bined to  make  him  noticeable.  But  as 
a  matter  of  fact  he  was,  like  Papa  and 
CARDIGAN,  at  heart  a  little  child,  and  of 
a  deeply  religious  nature.  He  always, 
however,  looked  a  great  nobleman,  and 
never  forgot  his  manners. 

Lord  HERTFORD  was  persona  tjnda  at 
Court;  every  one  visited  him,  and  his 
breakfast  and  luncheon  parties  were 
considered  delightful.  There  were,  of 
cour.-e,  since  this  is  a  cruel  and  scan- 
dalous world,  all  kinds  of  rumours 
about  the  orgies  after  the  Opera,  when 
closed  carriages  were  said  to  take  the 
prettiest  members  of  the  corps  de  ballet 
up  to  the  Regent's  Park  house,  so 
securely  hidden  in  its  lovely  sylvan 
grounds.  Scandal  said  that  once  there 
the  ladies  discarded  the  conventional 
attire  of  the  ballet  and  waited  on  Lord 
HERTFORD  and  his  friends  at  supper 
wearing  less  than  what  is  now  con- 
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MORE    FOOTBALL    RESULTS. 


Jo:-Jt.  "Tn1  Sco'su  iu'  woox,  I.ASSIF." 


Jean.  "  So  I  SEE!' 


sidered  good  fonn  to  appear  in  as 
Salome.  But  it  was  scandal  and  nothing 
else ;  for  as  a  matter  of  fact  the  closed 
carriages  contained  only  the  clergy  and 
choir  from  St.  Dunstan's,  who  were 
frequently  summoned  in  this  way  to 
hold  spiritual  vigils  with  this  kindliest 
of  noblemen  and  titled  saints. 

Not  long  after  CARDIGAN'S  death  I  was 
much  exercised  in  my  mind  about  a 
propn.-al  "I  marriage  I  had  just  received 
from  DISIUELI.  My  uncle,  Admiral 
Rous,  had  said  to  me,  "  My  dear,  I  think 
it  is  on  general  principles  undesirable 
for  a  Christian  woman  to  marry  an 
Israelite,  even  though  he  be  the  virtual 
ruler  of  Kngland,"  but  I  had  known 
Dtsiiu-.ii  rdl  my  life,  and  I  liked  him 
too  well  to  harbour  such  exclusive  feel- 
ings. Arc  we  not  all  members  of  the 
great,  human  family  ?  He  had,  however, 
one  diawbaek  ><>  far  as  I  was  concerned, 
and  that  was  lie  would  putpeautPErpagne 
on  his  pocket-handkerchief. 

Others  who  wished  to  marry  me  were 
more  than  one  Archbishop  of  Canter- 
bury, Mr.  Mi">m,  Mr.  S\NM:V,  and  the 
Kdit.01-  of  Th<-  llriti.ik  Christian;  bull 
had  to  say  No.  They  were  either  not 
-iueere  enough  or  I  did  not.  lo\e  them. 


A  FATHER'S  LOVE. 

[Adapted,  without  exaggeration,  from  a  book 
written  mo;v  than  two  thousand  years  ago.] 

Dosr  thou  love  thine  offspring  dearly  ? 

Wouldst  thou  save  him  future  pain  ? 
Beat  him  on  the  sides  severely, 

Beat  him  till  he  roars  again. 

Whoso  pets  his  child  and  cockers 
Turns  him  to  the  walks  of  sin  ; 

He  that  spares  the  knickerbockers 
Surely  spoils  the  child  therein. 

If  the  colt  remain  unbroken 
Hast  thou  profit  in  his  vice? 

So  thy  son  ;  and,  more  by  token, 
Thou  thyself  wilt  pay  the  price. 

Wherefore,  lest  he  prove  a  rover, 

"Teach"  him  ere  the  ehanee  begone; 

Take  him  up  and  turn  him  over  ; 
It  shall  profit  thee  anon. 

Laugh  not  with  thy  child  and  play  not ; 

Wink  not  on  him  if  lie  fall; 
How  his  DMk  lest  he  obey  not, 

And  thou  gnash  thy  teeth  withal. 

Short  the  curb  and  strong  the  fetter, 
That  liis  feet  be  not  misl.nl ; 


Is  he  good?    He  might  bo  bettei  ; 
Is  he  naughty  ?    Smack  hia  head. 

Be  thou  tireless  in  correction 
Hour  by  hour  and  day  by  day, 

Diligent  in  thine  affection 

Till  his  youth  has  rolled  away. 

Tims  by  fond  paternal  chiding- 
Goodly  shall  he  wax  and  wise, 

Purged  of  juvenile  backsliding*, 
Perfect  in  thy  fellows'  eyes ; 

And  for  all  thy  pains  and  lalxnirs 
He  shall  make  thee  full  amends, 

As  a  boast  before  thy  neighlwurs 
And  a  bragging  to  thy  friend*. 
In  \i-Di-y. 


First  Steps  towards  Aviation. 

"  Considering  the  invo-sity  wliii-h  a'! 
a-e    under    of    can-fully    turning    up    before 
ascending,  I  should  doubt  w!  -omraer 

can  do  much  before  Saturday  morning." 

Manehtttcr  (Juardtan. 

But  surely  this  necessity  n fined 

to  flying.  Even  people  who  want  to 
go  by  a  train  have  to  turn  up  at  thr 
station  first 
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Conductor.  "  Vy  iss  DEB  FLITE  MORE  SOFTLY  DAX  IT  CAS  ? ' 


Flautist  (pointing  to  score,  ppp.).  "  TjiCAUSE  DEY  DOLS." 


POLITICS  FOR  THE  PETS. 
OK,  NURSERY  RHYMES  WITH  NEW  READINGS. 

A  CORRESPONDENT  (whose  remarks  we 
print  under  protest)  writes  as  follows  : — 
''  My  small  nephew,  aged  six,  said  to  me 
the  other  day,  '  Uncle,  what  does  Tariff 
Reform  mean:''  Naturally  I  was  unable 
to  answer  him.  It  struck  me,  however, 
that,  considering  the  increasing  interest 
taken  in  politics  by  the  younger  genera- 
tion, the  nursery  rhymes  of  our  child- 
hood might  be  revised  to  some  purpose. 
My  idea  is  that  each  rhyme  should  teach 
the  chi'd  the  meaning  of  some  political 
phrase.  May  I  give  you  a  few  examples?  " 

I.— The  Land  Taxes. 

"  Mary,  Mary,  quite  contrairy. 

How  does  your  garden*  grow  ? "' 
"  Oh,  they  taxed  it  as  undeveloped  land, 
So  it 's  houses  now — all  in  a  row  ! ' 

0  The  garden  was,  of  course,  over  five  acres. 

II. — Unearned  Incivmcnt. 

Poor  Old  John  Bull 
Sat  on  a  stool 

Eating  his  humble  pie  ; 
He  pulled  out  a  plumj 
LLOYD  GEORGE  exclaimed,  "Come  ! 

That 's  unearned  increment !    Hi !  " 

f  The  plum  was  clearly  tlif.e  owing  tn  the 
"  action  of  the  community." 


To 


HI. — The  Importance  of  being 

Bermondsey. 
Ride,  dear,  with  us 
On  a  Bermondsey  'bus, 
see    some  white  whiskers  J    make 
Radicals  cuss ; 

We  shall  have  speeches  wherever  we  go, 
For  this  is  a  "  vital "  election,  you  know. 
J  The   onlv  thing   about    the   Conservative 
candidate  that  his  opponents  can  get  hold  o£. 

IV.— The  "  Revolutionary  "  fiudgct. 
Sing  a  song  of  sus-pense, 

The  country  all  awry, 
Waiting  for  the  verdict 
On  the  Budget  Pie ! 
Should-the  crust  be  broken, 

Will  the  peop'c  sing, 

"Destruction  to  the  House  of  Lords!' 

Or — the  other  thing  V 

V.  —  Woman's  Suffrage. 
Little  Miss  Suffragette 
Sat  on  a  tuffragette  § 

Eating  a  purple  ice, 
When  by  came  LLOYD  GEOKGI-:    - 
The  sight  roused  her  gorge — 

"  Votes  for  Women  !  "  she  screamed 

at  him  (twice). 
§  A  diminutive  cushion  made  of  patchwork. 


Commercial  Candour. 
"  Nearly  300,000  of  the  intelligent   reader.-, 
of  Great  Britain  would   not  miss   its   Special 
Articles." — Advt.  of  "Morning  Leader." 


A  GASTRONOMIC  GUIDE. 

[A  lecturer,  treating  of  colour  in  food,  Las 
recently  stated  that  while  a  chocolate  tint 
appealed  most  to  the  highly  educated,  among 
the  poorer  classes  yellow  was  most  favoured.] 

AH  me !     I  dearly  loved  the  maid, 

And  did  my  litt'e  best  to  court  her 
With  choicest  chocolates  (through  the 

trade 

At  fivepence  halfpenny  the  quarter). 
The  colour  of  her  favourite  sweet 

Proclaimed    how    cultured    was    my 

Nellie, 
And  I  rejoiced  to  watch  her  tat 

And,  with  her  mouth  full,  quote  from 
SHELI.KY. 

But  yet  there  rose,  to  bid  me  i>au.-c, 

One  question  which  would  brook  no 

shunning, 
Had  she  the  wherewithal  to  caiit-o 

My  creditors  to  stop  their  dunning? 
Her  family  vouchsafed  no  hint. 

Until,  as  if  to  meet  my  wishes, 
A  jelly  with  a  lemon  tint 

Appeared  one  day  among  their  dishes. 

I  watched  her  at  the  festive  board, 

And  scarce  could  I  forbearfrom  yelping 
I  light  out  aloud  when  my  adored 

Embarked  upon  her  secimil  helping. 
Convinced  I  dared  not  call  her  mine, 

I  left  her  with  extreme  velocity, 
Who  gave  this  dietetic  sign 

Of  obvious  impccuniosit.v. 


PU! 
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DECKED   FOR  THE   SACRIFICE. 

LLOYD  GEOKCE  (having  glcen  Jhdshing  touches  to  his  pet  lamb).  "YOU'RE  TOO  BEAUTIFUL  TO  DIE!" 
BUDGET  LAMB.  "BUT  PERHAPS  THE  BUTCHER  WILL  THINK  SO  TOO,  AND  THEN'  HE  WON'T  KM .!.  ME.' 
[Em  "HUSH!   HUSH!   DON'T  TALK   NONSENSE." 
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ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 

:  UIABT  OP  TOBY,  M.P. 

House  of  Commons,  Monday,  Oct.  18. 

Members     l):ick     again    after    week's 

holiday.     F.ord-.  meant  ime  hard  at  work, 

take  ;i  night,  off.     Sort  of  Box  and  Cox 

businc-s.  as  Su.'K  -  ' 

Attend. nice  limited.  PRI-:  \rnoR  and 
PRINCE  ARTHUR  defer  arrival.  Would 
never  guess,  glancing  over  half-filled 
benches,  thai  wo  are  preparing  another 
Revolution.  A  poor  thing,  butourowii. 
Bill  before  Houseoii  Report  stage  means 
unification  of  Metropolis,  with  intent  that 
all  elections  shall  take  place  on  same  day. 
RirniF.m-'oKi)  pointed  out  how,  in  manner 
familiar  with  present  Government,  this 
strike-;  ruthlessly  at  heart  of  important, 
just  now,  struggling  trade.  What  is 
to  become  of  the  hansom  cabman,  not 
less  poor  and  honest  than  a  Duke, 
accustomed  to  receive  handsome  fares 
on  election  clays  for  driving  the  Plural 
Voter  from  poll  to  poll  ? 

Ciuni:  HAV,  taking  closer  view  of 
situation,  discovered  in  Bill  insidious 
attempt  to  deprive  London  working  man 
of  one  of  his  votes.  Why  should  not 
the  working  man,  having  two  town 
in  Ixnulon,  have  two  votes? 

Wonderful  how  concern  for  working 
man     is     quickened     by    approach    of 
General  Election.     Only  the  other  day 
there  was  touching  plea  for  establish- 
ment of  principle  of  one  working  man 
two  public-houses.     That  mocked  at  by  \ 
mechanical  majority,  who  now  laugh  at 
idea  of  working  man  with  dual  town  ' 
establishment. 

BANBURV,  coming  back  after  hunger 
strike  patriotically  undertaken  in  con- 
nection with  Development  Bill,  is  so 
impregnated  with  influences  of  this 
iteration  of  duality  that  he  sees  two  SAM 
K\  vxsi'.s  on  Treasury  Bench.  Didn't 
know  t'other  from  which.  In.  striking 
passage  pictured  embarrassment  of  poll- 
ing clerk  asked  to  determine  on  election 
day  which  was  Sv\i  EVANN  of  Mile  End 
and  which  he  of  Paddington. 

Ca-e  of  Ki.MMKH,  ISart.,  touched  fringe 

of     tragedy.     I  lad    looked    forward    to  "   "On     the      Second      Reading,"    he 
Report  stage  of  London  Elections  Bill  observe!,  "the'   FIRST  GoMVBBKms  OF 
as  great  opportunity.     Prepared  to  rise  ,  WORKS  admitted   that   the    Bill   would 
to     occasion     in     stupendous     speech.  |  abolish  the  dual  vote  in  London." 
Started     off    by    seconding    REMNANT'S       KIMBER  conscious  of  the  chilling  of 


SAM  EVANS  >»  MIIE  ESD  inn  HE  or  PADDINGT->N." 
Sir  Sam-u-el  Hevaus,  bar  yer?  ! !     Well,  I  could  do  wiv  *  bit  o'  liinon-nx-nt 


"  Ho !  indeed ! 
myself.     Got  a  'arf-crown  alxnit  yer,  eh,  ole  pal  ?  " 


SPEAKER. — "  Order !  Order  !  The  time 
is  past  for  showing  that.  The  oppor- 
tunity was  on  Second  Reading.  The 
lion,  gentleman  must  set  forth  some 
arguments  for  re-committing  the  Bill." 

This  awkward.  KIUBER  dolefully 
turned  over  pages  of  manuscript  which 
demonstrated  futility  of  Lou  IT'S  dream. 
With  one  eye  on  SPEAKER,  the  other  on 
manuscript  (of  itself  a  disconcerting 
position),  he  went  on.  At  end  of  half-a- 
dozcn  sentences,  SPEAKER  up  again. 

"The  hou.  gentleman,"  he  said,  "  is 
resuming  his  speech  at  the  point  at 
.which  he  was  called  to  order." 

And  this  a  free  country,  the  home  of 
unencumbered  speech!  After  painful 
pause  KIM  111:1:  made  fresh  start. 


mot  i  in  to  re-commit  Bill.  In  accordance 
with  order  ruling  debate,  Member  bent 
on  this  errand  must  confine  remarks 
strictly  to  argument  showing  cause  why 
such  course  should  be  adopted.  Must  not 
discuss  provisions  of  measure,  already 
settled  on  Second  Reading. 

"  And  uou-,"  said  KIMIIER,  having  got 
into  stride  and  settling  down  to  steady 
pace,  "I  will  show  lion.  Members  that 
the  measure  will  not,  as  the  Kni-i 
(.'OMMISSIONKU  hope-,  make  London  ;is 
Birmingham." 


blood  in  his  veins.  An  icy  stream 
coursed  through  his  spine.  Without 
looking  up  was  conscious  of  fact  that 
the  Dread  Figure  in  the  Chair  was 
upstanding.  Through  the  haze  born  of 
tear-dimmed  eyesight,  above  the  buzz- 
ing stillness  that  followed  on  pause  of 
iii-  own  voice,  he  heard  the  SPEAKER 
ordering  him  to  resume  his  seat;  which 
lie  gratefully  did. 

\hi-i  fur  t!in—  \vii.i  MTBI  -ing, 
But  die  with  all  their  mii-ic  in  them. 


carried    by  majority  exceeding  two   to 
one.     Head  a  third  time  without  divi-inn. 

Tuesday.  —  After  weeks'  absence,  Mr. 
WKIK  conies  back,  bringing  hi.-  --heaves 
with  him  in  form  of  bulky  bundle  of 
questions  addressed  to  LORD  \\>\<*  VTE. 
day  he  had  a  do/en,  all  in  a  row. 
To-day  submits  supplement  of  four. 

In  a  11  assembly  problema  tically  rapahl 
but  indubitibly  dull,  Mr.  WEIR  is  a 
precious  possession.  Verily  his  price  j- 
alxivo  ruliie-.  A  drawl  a<  k  to  j.erf.vt 
enjoyment  of  his  presence  is  tin-  impos- 
sibility of  communicating  its  subtle 
essence  to  outsider-.  .You*  nniivt  look 
upon  his  hairy  countenance,  recogni-e 
it-  -tipernatural  gravity,  hear  the  voice 
drawn  up  from  his  Ixnts  l.y  hydraulic 
process,  tile  Mi-cam  pa--ini;  by  the  way 
through  roomy  harlxmr-  of  lia^.; 
about  the  trouser-knees.  \\  V  delight  in 
the  uniqueness  of  tin-  rare  aggregation  ; 
are  in  despair  when  attempt  is  made 
to  convey  to  outsiders  a  sense  of  its 
incomparable  charm. 

An  additional  attraction  is  the  uncer- 
tainty that  ever  haunts  the  looker-on  as 
to  whether  Mr.  WEIR  is  really  an  un- 
conscious humorist.  Occasionally,  when 


his  eye  falls  on  the 


AMOTATE,  a 


wicked  light  gleams  under  the  shaggy 
eyebrows,  suggesting    he   is  not  <|iiite 
so  simple  as  he  looks.     However  it  be, 
the  comedy,  simple  in  unprcmod 
art,  rich  in  quality,  i- 


J',ti*h)i:i*  done—  London  Election-  IVl   the  close  of  a  Session  that  has  lingered 
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THE  TWO  UBES. 


"  A  gay  young  dog  "  throwing  off  a  few 
fancies  about  dukes. 

through  eight  months,  the  constant  ob- 
server grows  aweary  of  the  steely  sparkle 
or  the  flashing  light  of  parliamentary 
stars.  Never  of  Mr.  WEIR. 

The  little  comedy  completed  by  collabo- 
ration of  LORD  ADVOCATE.  On  the  public 
platform  Mr.  URE  presents  himself  in  the 
form  of  a  gay  young  dog  who  delights 
in  barking  at  the  heels  of  dukes,  making 
feints  to  nip  the  calves  of  millionaires. 
He  is  what  Lord  HALSBURY  would  describe 
as  "  a  sort  of "  cross  between  LLOYD 
GEORGE  and  WINSTON.  In  the  lions?, 
replying  to  shorter  catechism  admin- 
istered by  Mr.  WEIII,  he  is  a  dour  Low- 
lander,  implacably  matter-of-fact,  doling 
ovit  ounces  and  half-ounces  of  informa- 
tion in  response  to  categorical  enquiry. 
Some  men  in  Ministerial  position  would 
attempt  to  thrust  Mr.  WEIII  aside  with 
friendly  joke.  LORD  ADVOCATE  treats  him 
with  profoundest  gravity,  reading  replies 
of  prodigious  length. 

"  Will  the  right  hon.  gentleman  let  me 
have  a  copy  of  that  reply  ? "  says  Mr. 
WEIR  in  deep  bass  notes  that  subtly 
hint  at  criminal  proceedings  for  wilful 
perjury,  or  at  least  malversation  of  facts. 

"Certainly," replies  the I/>tir> A [>V<H '\ IT.. 

Mr.  WEIR,  casting  upon  him  a  sidelong 
glance,  eloquent  in  expression  of.  sur- 
prise that  moral  turpitude  of  unexampled 
degree  should  escape  the  instant  in- 
tervention of  thunderbolts,  remarks  : 
"Ques-ti-on  f>f> ;  the  same  right  hou. 
gentleman." 


"  A  dour  Lowlnnder,  implacably 
matter-of-fact." 

Business  done. — Budget  Bill  comes  up 
on  Report  stage. 

House  of  Lords,  Thursday. — Before, 
and  immediately  after,  Pip  realised  his 
"  Great  Expectations  "he  suffered  greatly 
at  the  hands  of  Uncle  Pumblechook,  who 
had  unpleasing  habit  of  dragging  him 
up  from  his  stool  set  in  a  quiet  corner 
of  the  forge  kitchen,  putting  him  be- 
fore the  fire  as  if  lie  were  going  to  be 
cooked,  and  observing  to  Mrs.  Gargery, 
"Now,  mum,  here  's  this  boy  which 
you  've  brought  up  by  hand.  Hold  up 
your  head,  boy,  and  be  for  ever  grateful 
unto  them  which  so  did  do.  Now, 
mum,  with  inspections  to  this  boy." 

Then  he  rumpled  his  hair  the  wrong 
way. 

Recall  this  domestic  scene  when  look- 
ing in  on  House  of  Lords  through  week. 
Taking  House  of  Commons  as  Pip, 
regarding  the  hereditary  Chamber  as 
Uncle  PwitWcchook  (whom  in  other 
aspects  it  occasionally  resembles)  there 
has  been  a  succession  of  hair-rumpling 
processes.  Budget  is  a  thing  apart, 
slowly  approaching  hour  of  crisis. 
There  are  other  matters -  —  Irish  Land 
Bill,  Development  Bill,  Housing  Bill,  to 
wit — in  respect  of  which  Pip's  hair  has 
been  sorely  dealt  with. 

To-night  Development  Bill  taken  in 
hand.  By  comparison  with  others  men- 
tioned it  has  been  tenderly  treated.  It 
forms  one  of  succession  of  Government 
measures  that  have  fared  badly  at  the 


hands  of  Uncle  PumUechook.  As  soon 
as  Budget  Bill  is  out  of  the  way  in 
Commons  we  may  look  out  for  wigs  on 

tlir  ;_;ivon. 

Business    done.  —  Development    Bill 
further  developed  in  Committee. 


FIRST  PRINCIPLES  FOR  BABES. 

WIIAT  TO  SAY  ox  TRYING  OCCASIONS. 

THE  average  baby,  born  to  find  itself 
the  unhappy  possessor  of  a  body  and 
mind  with  which  it  has  only  the  barest 
idea  what  to  do,  is  always  open  to  receive 
directions  for  use.  The  average  author, 
finding  himself  the  possessor  of  unlimited 
paper  and  pencils,  always  welcomes  a 
permanent  subject  for  his  lucubrations. 
This  series  will  appear,  therefore,  week 
by  week  until  the  crack  of  doom. 

[See  conclusion. — ED.] 

Forgive  us,  dear  infant,  for  calling 
you  "It,"  and  turn  your  attention  to  the 
necessity  of  saying  the  right  thing  on 
the  right  occasion.  The  hair  on  your 
head  (or  the  lack  of  it)  may  seem  to  yoxi 
to  be  a  grievance  crying  out  for  more 
immediate  attention.  That,  however, 
age  will  remedy  ;  not  too  much  age,  for 
that  tends  to  baldness.  Again,  before 
we  start  I  should  like  to  ask  you  if  you 
have  yet  read  The  White  Prophet?  No? 
Well,  please  yourself,  of  course ;  but  I 
do  not  think  they  will  give  you  much 
peace  until  you  have.  And  now  for  the 
conversation. 

Though  you  will  have  but  the  merest 
acquaintance  with  words  and  their 
meanings,  you  will  find  yourself  from 
the  beginning  of  things  the  centre  of 
admiring  crowds,  who  will  address  many 
unanswerable  remarks  to  you  in  a  quaint, 
foreign-sounding  tongue,  and  will  pro- 
bably look  to  you  for  some  response. 
Though  goodness  knows  this  language 
of  ours  is  intricate  and  difficult  enough 
to  master,  yet  1  am  sorry  to  have  to  in- 
form you  that  every  step  will  be  taken 
during  your  first  years  to  bring  you  up 
in  a  form  of  speech  which  is  understood 
by  no  one  and  is  only  addressed  to  your- 
self, the  cat,  the  dog  and  that  unfortunate 
bird,  the  canary.  I  only  know  one  word 
of  it  myself,  and  that  is  "DiDDUMS." 
That  word  has  no  meaning,  but  it  has 
a  multitude  of  uses.  It  may  express 
pleasure,  surprise,  approval,  invitation 
and  refusal.  It  may  be  used  as  an  oath 
and  more  especially  as  a  last  resource, 
when  something  has  to  be  said  but 
nothing  intelligible  offers.  Ignore  it, 
dear  child,  from  the  first,  and,  if  it  is 
hurled  at  you  ad  nauseam,  protest  by 
tears  and  bites.  I  for  one  shall  hold 
you  entirely  justified. 

The  most  trying  circumstance  with 
which  you  will  have  to  contend  in  early 
life  is  a  course  of  perpetual  kissing. 
Ladies,  whom  you  have  never  met  before 
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and  trust  never  to  meet  again,  will  insist 
upon  a  sticky  embrace  and  refuse  to 
leave  you  until  you  have  addressed  some 
word  or  sign  to  them.  Small  children, 
who  in  Liter  life  will  rob  you,  spread 
intolerable  scandal  about  you  and  even 
collect  income-tax  off  you,  will  insist 
upon  being  clutched,  and  elder  sisters 
who  will  come  to  refer  to  you  as  "  that 
imp  "  \vill  he  for  ever  mauling  you  about 
amd  demanding  conversation  of  you. 
What  then  are  you  to  say? 

Young  thing,  you  are  doomed  from 
the  first  to  disappointment.  I  cannot 
tell  you  what  to  say;  in  fact,  I  must 
strongly  advise  you  not  to  worry  your- 
self about  the  matter  at  all.  At  the 
moment  au\  sound  or  even  motion  of 
the  anus  or  legs  will  sullicc,  and,  if  you 
do  go  to  the  trouble  of  introducing  your- 
self to  the  art  of  conversation,  you  will 
find  that  the  more  you  are  ready  and 
Willing  to  talk  the  le-s  ihey  will  care  to 
listen.  Three  years  at  lea.M  are  neces- 
sary for  becoming  an  accomplished 
linguist,  ami  \<\  lliat  time  they  will  In1 
informing  you  thai  "little  IKIYS  should 
be  seen  and  not  heard."  The  same 
remark  is  applied  to  little  girls,  with  the 
idded  restriction, according  to  the  views 
>f  the  bitter  majority,  that  they  should 
lot.  even  he  seen.  When  you  arrive  at 


the  complete  age  of  sixteen  and  feel  that 
you  really  know  all  about  everything, 
you  will  find  your  conversation  le-s 
popular  than  ever.  In  fact,  the  only 
words  which  will  then  be  required  of 
you  will  be  such  as  will  present  little 
difficulty  either  in  the  pronunciation  or 
the  spelling.  They  are  :  "  Yes,"  "  No," 
and  "Indeed."  Take  my  advice,  and,  if 
you  may  not  join  in  the  conversation  at 
table,  do  not  listen  to  it,  but  keep  your 
eye  on  the  food.  You  will  not  mi-s 
much.  If  they  talk  al>out  thenisel\e~ 
(as  they  probably  will)  their  words  will 
be  neither  very  true  nor  very  intere-t 
ing.  If  they  talk  about  you,  it  will  he 
either  to  correct  or  to  prohibit. 

They  may  even  ex[>cct  you  t  >  learn  a 
lot  of  dead  languages,  hut  never.  I  trust 
for  your  sake,  Kspcranto.  Thai  i-  a 
form  of  s]  e.rh  invented  for  the  easy  n~e 
of  all  the  world  on  all  occasions.  Jt  is. 
as  a  matter  of  fact,  employed  by  ahout 
ten  (x-rso.is  twice  a  \ear.  and  then 
without  an  audience.  Probably  by  now 
mo-.!  people  cannot  so  much  as  ivm"ml>,T 
what  the  word  "  K-peranto"  itself  mems. 
Personally,  I  never  knew.  At  any  rate, 
if  the  Editor  liar,  any  remark  to  make 
at  the  end  of  this  article,  let  us  hope 
thai  he  will  IK-  man  enough  to  make 
it  in  English.  Probably  lie  will  wa-it 


to  remind  you  that  there  are  going  to  be 
lots  more  of  these  articles.  Anyhow, 
let  us  hear  what  lie  has  got  to  say. 

[Z  do  not  think  that  thit  teriet  trill 

be  continued.  —  ED. 

1'nder  the-e  circumstances  I  have 
only  one  more  thing  to  say  to  yon.  di-ir 
child.  If  among  your  professed  ad- 
mirers  then-  is  an  editor,  for  one.-  |i-i 
him  nurse  yon  in  his  arms.  This  would 
be  punishment  enough  for  ordinary 
persons,  but  ivmemlK-r  what  he  i^  and 
pull  the  short  hair  over  his  eirs  with  all 
your  little  might.  You  will  never  for- 
gnc  yourself  in  later  life,  if  you  let  this 
opportunity  go  by. 

''li-  -'11  not  be  continual.      Ki>. 


"  Doth  ent-rnl  tin1  ring  protesting  wipn  me 
c.iiilideiii-e  ;  Init  Ketolioll.  aflrr  rewvinR  oil* 
smashing  blow  behind  the  far,  followed  l>v  a 
severe  uppereut  and  a  couple  of  Hledgplianunrr 
cITi-.'ls  on  liis  heart,  bejpin  to  show  Mjjn»  of 
nervousness."  —  Sporttmon. 
One  of  those  inexplicable  cases  of  neur- 
asthenia which  defy  the  skill  of  the 
medical  profession. 

Support  Home  Product*  '. 

•  In   the  town  hall   during  the  morning  Mr. 

m>T  iinniiiinci-il  two  new  Hi. 

1'liry  wvr.'  tliuM-  nf  Mr.  Kugi>ne  V.  Orntre  and 
Mr.  "Diderich."—  Daily  Mail. 
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WHY  I  HAVE  CEASED  TO  BE  A  NOVELIST. 

TIIK  fault  was  mine,  so  I  blame  nobody. 
I  made  my  characters  too  life-like — that 
made  them  live, 
were   very   nasty 


was   the   trouble !      I 
and    some    of    them 
over  it. 

It  seems  that  mine  is  a  vitalising  pen 
— one  that  endows  the  most  subordinate 
characters  with  life,  and  after  what 
happened  last  Thursday  night  I  see  that 
1  shall  have  to  confine  its  use  to  diaries 
and  correspondence. 

I  was  writing  at  home  rather  late,  and 
I  had  just  put  aside  my  half -completed 
novel  to  outline  a  fancy  trifle — a- 
little  by-product — which  had  come 
into  my  mind.  This  dealt  with  an 
imaginary  club  or  green-room  to  be 
provided  by  authors  for  the  use  of 
their  puppets  when  off  duty.  In  a 
light-hearted  yet  scholarly  vein  I  was 
making  good  capital  out  of  the  way 
in  which,  during  the  production  of  a 
novel,  the  characters  off  the  page 
might  amuse  themselves  at  this  sym- 
posium, when  something  very  dis- 
quieting happened.  I  have  said  just 
now  how  my  pen  gives  life  to  my 
characters.  Well,  in  describing 
places  it  has  an  equally  graphic  and 
animating  touch,  and- before  I  quite 
knew  what  ~was  taking  place  this 
Puppets'  Club  had  become  an-  actu-  j 
ality,  with  a  membership  drawn  'en- 1 
tirely  from  the  characters  of  my  own  ' 
novel !  I  found  myself  entrenched 
behind  my  little  writing-table  in  a 
corner  of  the  Club's  largest  room, 
and  as  I  was  not  immediately  observed 
I  had  the  listener's  usual  luck  of 
hearing  myself  freely  discussed. 

Margaret  Deane,  my '  heroine's 
bosom-friend,  came  by  talking  in 
animated  tones  to  Norah,  my  heroine's 
youngest  sister. 

"  Candidly,  Norah,  how  do  I  strike 
you  ?  I  don't  feel  a  bit  well  drawn." 

"Why,  you're  just  sweet,"  said 
Norah,  and  my  heart  wont  out  to 
her.  "  But  look  at  me  !  The  stupid 
man 's  given  me  a  1905  gown  and  last 
year's  coiffure.  I  do  wish  male  novelists 
would  talk  about  things  they  under- 
stand." (My  heart  came  back  from  her.) 

"They  both  suit  you  admirably,"  said 
Margaret,  "and  there  are  worse  troubles 
than  dress.  Do  you  know  I  believe  1  'in 
going  to  be  paired  off  with  that  fatuous 
noodle,  Teddy  Boskins,  just  because  Mr. 
Beverton  .has  such  a  craze  for  tidy  ing  up 
in  the  last  chapter." 

Tidying  up  in  the  last  chapter  !  Why, 
my  last  chapters  are  little  masterpieces  ! 
Even  reviewers  relax  their  severity  when 
they  come  to  my  last  chapters. 

"Well,"  said  Norah,  ".Z'm  supposed 
to  be  something  of  a  grown  up  cv.iant 
terrible,  and,  there,  I'm  just  u  conven- 
tional English  miss.  1  haven't  said 


a  smart  spicy  thing  shice  the  book 
opened." 

"  Well,  but  Teddy's  a  real  nuisance," 
continued  Margaret.  "  Why,  see,  there 
he  is !  He  even  pesters  me  now  when 
we  're  off  duty.  But  perhaps  the  time 's 
come  round  for  another  of  our  silly 
dialogue  interludes.  I  must  go." 

There  was  a  slight  commotion  near 
the  door,  and  Philip  Vandale,  my  six- 
foot  hero,  strode  down  the  room.  He 
had  an  ugly  contusion  over  his  left  eye. 

"It's  more  than  human  nerves  can 
stand,"  he  cried.  "This  old' idea  that 
one  hero  can  rout  half-a-dozen  hooligans 


(readin'j  Jrom  Weather  Report). 


THOSE  FOREIGN   ANARCHISTS  !  " 


a  subtle  stroke,  and  Philip  had  the  grace 
to  blush. 

"Ah!  selfish  brute  that  I  am,  I— I 
was  forgetting,"  he  stammered.  "I 
cannot  desert  Margaret.  No,  I  shall  see 
the  game  through." 

Would  he  ?  I  had  had  about  enough 
of  Master  Philip,  and  of  them  all.  Even 
the  old  vicar  presently  spoke  out  in  a 
manner  ill  befitting  his  cloth  or  the 
character  with  which  I  had  endowed 
him. 

"  One  more  year,"  he  said,  "of  visiting 
the  people  I  have  to  visit,  and  I  go  mad 
— stark,  staring  mad.  The  villagers  at 
Herbdale  are  like  nothing  that  ever 
was  on  land  or  sea.  They're  lil'ty 
years  behind  the  times.  We  're  all 
fifty  years  behind!  As  for  me,  I'm 
swathed  in  the  conventional  restric- 
tions of  1840." 

"I  know  I'm  tired  of  being 
swathed  in  the  conventional  shawls," 
said  a  querulous  voice — it  was  that  of 
Margaret's  invalid  mother,  "and  of 
always  being  house-bound.  Two 
pages  ago  I  was  left  at  home  from 
the  river  picnic." 

"  But  1  thought  your  health " 

began  a  sympathiser. 

"Health!  Why,  if  I  hadn't  the 
constitution  of  a  horse  do  you  think 
I  could  have  lived  through  all  these 
years  of  cheap  fiction  ?  But  1  'in 
tired  of  it,  and  the  next  time  Philip 
brings  his  motor  round  for  Margaret 
I  (shall  go  with  them.  The;/  won't 
like  it,  and  Mr.  Beverton  won't  like 
it,  but  I  'm  going,  so  there  !  " 

Here  a  little  band  of  people  moved 
towards  me,  its  motive-power  and 
centre  of  attraction  Hilda  Verity,  my 
regal  and  imperious  heroine.  Her 
eyes  were  flashing  and  her  ringing 
tones  were  charged  with  anger  and 
scorn.  From  her  words  I  thought 
she  had  seen  me,  but  I  found  this 
was  not  so. 

"  Who  is  this  petty  scribbler,"  she 
cried,  "that  we  should  all  abase  our- 


has  got  to  go.  Of  course  I  know  I've 
muscles  like  steel  bands,  and  a  compelling 
eye,  and  a  way,  too,  of  hitting  from  the 
shoulder  that  knocks  even  the  best  out 
of  time,  but  it 's  not  always  going  to  act. 
Only  yesterday  I  was  set  upon  by  five 
navvies— five !  Of  course  1  came  out 
top-dog,  but  it  can't  last.  It 's  a  dreadful 
thing  for  a  hero  to  say,  but  1  'in  losing 
my  nerve.  I  shall  be  giving  out  at  a 
crucial  moment  and  letting  brute  force 
win  the  day.  Besides,  I  'm  sick  of  it — 
I  never  settle  down.  If  things  don't 
cool  off  in  the  next  chapter — and  I  know 
they  won't — I  shall  just  walk  out  of  old 
Beverton's  pages  and  never  return." 

"And  Margaret?"  queried  his  uncle, 
my  white-haired  country  vicur.     It  was 


selves  before  him  ? 
lightest  bidding? 


rush  to  do  his 
Are  we  slaves  ? 

Are  we  schoolchildren?  Arc  we  marion- 
ettes ?  A  strike — I  vote  we  have  a 
strike!" 

"  He  would  got  others  in  our  place," 
said  Probes,  the  old  family  lawyer.  • 

"Never  !  "  said  Hilda ;  and  1  began  to 
regret  that  I  had  given  her  such  a  high 
spirit  and  so  ready  a  tongue.  "No,  he 
could  never  get  another  set  of  dupes  to 
play  the  dull,  conventional  rules  that  we 
play.  The  deadly  routine  would  stifle 
their  souls — if  they  presumed  to  have 
souls." 

Dull !  Conventional !  The  girl  was 
crazy.  Her  daily  round  was  one  of 
extravagant  romance !  And  she  could 
never  speak  but,  like  the  child  in  the 
fairy-tale,  jewels  fell  from  her  lips. 
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Jf  this  represented  the  general  feeling 
towards  me  I  felt  that  1  had  better 
gather  my  papers  and  retire  before  I 
was  observed.  Just,  however,  as  I  made 
a  movement  to  do  so,  Detective  Pierce 
entered  the  room,  and  I  knew  that  1  was 
too  late.  No  other  detective  in  all  fiction 
has  the  quick  eyes  or  mental  grasp  of  a 
situation  that  my  Pierce  lias,  and  in  a 
flash  his  glance  had  encountered  mine, 
and  he  was  pointing  a  rigid  finger  at  my 
crumpled  front. 

"  Ah,  there  he  is — that's  our  man  !  " 
lie  cried.  "  He  thinks  I  am  his — that 
we  are  nil  his,  but  he  is  grossly  mis- 
taken. He  is  ours  !  " 

In  a  moment  they  were  all  surging 
about  my  small  table.  The  heroine 
sei/.ed  ;ind  tore  into  fragments  the  loose 
pages  of  my  precion*  manuscript.  (Mis- 
guided girl,  she  was  to  have  married  a 
lord  in  "the  next  chapter!)  The  hero 
towered  over  me  with  clenched  fists. 
i< 'ouard,  to  attack  a  single  opponent!) 
The  \icav  snapped  his  lingers  in  my 
face  :aud  snapped  his  chance,  of  a 
deanship  at  the  same  moment).  A  more 
graceless  set  of  people,  or  one  more 
blind  to  its  own  interests,  I  had  never 
encountered. 

"  So  much  for  this  tra>h  !  "  cried 
Hilda  and  with  the  torn  pages  of  my 
novel  i  rumpled  in  her  hands  she  turned 
to  the  lire-place.  (It  was  J  uly  and  there 
was  a  good  lire  in  the  grate.)  1  rose  to 
stop  her,  but  she  had  flung  the  script 
into  the  blaze  ere  1  could  reach  her. 


"You    suicide — you    inurd.  .  '   I 

cried,  and,  realising  what  she  had  done, 
her  face  blanched.  As  the  fire  caught 
and  destroyed  the  pages,  the  figures  in 
the  room  grew  fainter  and  fainter;  in 
less  than  a  minute  I  was  alone  and  back 
in  my  own  room. 

*  *  *  *  * 

I  shall  write  no  more  fiction  ;  ingrati- 
tude is  a  quality  1  cannot  forgive.  Nor 
shall  1  personally  feel  the  loss.  On 
the  contrary,  I  shall  be  in  pocket,  for, 
curious  to  say,  the  world  has  never  seized 
upon  my  productions  with  avidity.  I 
am  afraid  its  intellectual  side  ripens 
slowly. 

~ 

•3. 

[A  discourse  intended  to  entertain  and  in- 
struct during  the  half-hour  immediately  follow- 
ing Sunday  tea,  when  one  is  digesting  one's  last 
meal  and  preparing  one's  appetite  for  the  neit  ] 

IT  started  as  a  fractional 

Amount,  a  vulgar  third. 
By  divers  mathematical 
.Malpractices,  to  which  you  shall 

No  further  be  referred, 
It  ended  as  a  decimal 

Which,  so  it  said,  recurred. 

In  front  you  will  observe  a  dot, 
And,  if  you  look,  you  '11  find 

Above  its  little  apex  what 

Might,  seem  to  be  a  lucky  spot 
Of  ink.     This  is  designed 

To  indicate  an  endless  lot 
Of  other  threes  behind. 


That  what  might  seem  a  speck  of  dust 
Should  have  so  much  tD  say 

Seems  to  the  mind  of  laymen  just 

A  trifle  stiff  to  take  on  trust  ; 
It  tells  you  anyway 

That  that  annoying  figure  must 
Hepeat  itself  for  aje. 

Ourselves  were  tempted  to  M: 

That  little  dot  of  lying  ; 
Hut  all  our  efforts  to  detect 
The  falsehood  were  without  efWt. 

Indeed,  there's  no  denying 
We  found  its  tide  the  more  correct 

The  more  we  went  on  trying. 

S>  'tis  our  duty,  we  conceive. 

To  tell  you  that  this  3 
From  sunny  morn  to  dewy  • 
hV|.eat3  itself,  till  it  achieve 

A  grand  infinity. 
And  if  you  say  you  don't  believe  .  .  . 

Well,'  frank'ly,  nor  do  we. 

"•  Deign,  great  Apollo  '  ('  Huini  of  Alkint') 
Utvtliovi-ii.  "  —  Ad<*.  of  a  QuetiC*   Hall  pro- 
yrammf  in  "  Th,-  DaUy  Telegrapli." 
A  last  appeal  to  the  gods  to  save  the 
Hritish  Army. 


•  Debt  repaid  in  1900    .....  , 

I  M,t  repaid  in  1008     .... 
Increase  of  repayment  of  debt  a 

•'•»."-« 


year 


, 
These  are  certainly  striking  fip 

/)u  i?!/  Mad. 

They   are.     Perhaps  the  third   line  is 
our  favourite. 
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OUR    BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By  Mr.  Punclt's  Staff  of  Learned  Clerks.) 

IF  all  the  stories  in  Actions  and  Reactions  (MACMII.LAN)  had 
been  as  delightfully  human  as  the  first  of  them,  or  as  delight- 
fully doggy  as  the  second,  RUDYARD  KIPLING  would  have 
deserved  much  better  of  his  many  friends.  He  knows  it  as 
well  as  I  do,  or  he  wouldn't  have  given  the  place  of  honour 
to  "An  Habitation  Enforced  "  (one  of  the  best  tilings  he  has 
ever  done),  and  the  next  place  to  "  Garm — a  Hostage."  But 
lie  cannot  bring  himself  to  resign  his  position  as  Prince  of 
Cataloguers.  He  crams  up  all  the  special  terminology  of  a 
bee-house  or  a  flying  machine,  and  we  must  endure  the 
appallingly  brilliant  results  in  the  shape  of  "  The  Mother 
Hive "  and  "  With  the  Night  Mail."  In  the  rest  of  the 
stories — "The  Little  Foxes"  is  the  best — we  are  spared 
technicalities,  but  cannot  quite  escape  from  a  sense  that  the 
author  has  been  striving  after  effect,  or  at  least  never  meant 
us  to  be  at  our  ease,  - 
and  excused  from  the 
disturbing  obligation 
to  admire  his  clever- , 
ness.  "The  House! 
Surgeon,"  which 
brings  up  the  rear, 
is  not  even  clever. 
It  is,  indeed,  one  of| 
the  poorest  pieces  of 
bogey  work  that  I : 
have  ever  seen  pro- 
duced by  so  great  a 
craftsman. 


plague,  then  from  the  natives,  who,  as  the  result  of  an  anti- 
Cliristian  riot,  besiege  the  handful  of  European  settlers, 
English,  French  and  German,  in  the  house  and  compound  of 
the  latest-joined  member  of  the  little  community,  a  raw  young 
German  merchant.  When  at  last  they  escape  in  a  boat  down 
the  river,  the  young  German  is  no  longer  a  raw  "griffin." 
He  has  been  educated  into  manhood,  partly  by  the  common 
danger,  partly  by  the  inspiring  example  of  what  I  hope  and 
believe  we  may  consider  a  typical  Englishman  of  about  his 
own  age.  If  only  all  Germans,  while  they  are  young — but 
that  is  another  and  a  less  probable  story.  Andjmy  business 


is  to  say  what  I  think  of  Mr.  RIBEOUT'S. 
that  STEVENSON  would  have  revelled   in 


Well,  I  think  thi; 
telling  of  the  dis- 


covery of  the  plot  and  the  siege  of  the  Nunnery,  and  that 
Mr.  RIDEOUT,  without  being  STEVENSON  (he  is,  in  fact,  peculiarly 
himself,  with  his  pidgin  English  and  the  staccato,  elliptical 
style  of  his  white  characters),  has  made  his  men  and  women, 
good  and  bad,  very  much  alive,  and  his  clean,  wholesome 
danger  delightfully  thrilling.  


EPISODES    IN 


After  reading  TJie 
Paladin  (SMITH, 
ELDER),  "as  beheld," 
so  Mr.  VACHELL  says, 
"  by  a  woman  of  tem- 
perament," I  cannot 
help  thinking  that 
Harry  Itye  was  a 
kind  of  Aunt  Sally 
propped  up  so  that 
missiles  might  be 
unerringly  thrown  at 
him.  Hopelessly  dis- 
qualified as  I  am  for 
a  paladinship,  I  can  still  wish  to  shield  myself  from  such  a 
ruthless  gaze.  Once  granted,  however,  that  it  was  worth 
while  to  dissect  Eye's  character,  I  admit  that  the  operation 
has  been  triumphantly  accomplished.  Both  as  a  cautious  and 
as  a  hasty  lover  Bye  was  unfortunate.  First  of  all  he  marked 
time  with  Esther  Yorke,  and  when  she  was  tired  of  his  way  of 
counting  the  cost  (and  there  was  a  cost)  he  found  consolation 
with  Alice  Godolphin.  She,  we  are  told,  "was  the  seven- 
teenth young  lady  who,  beginning  her  career  at  the  Jollity 
Theatre,  had  soared  into  the  peerage."  In  this  rarefied 
atmosphere  she  dwindled  away  so  rapidly  that  she  had  to 
take  a  rest-cure.  And  the  result  was  not  a  good  adver- 
tisement for  rest-cures.  Clever  and  brilliantly  analytical 
as  the  book  is,  it  leaves  me  cold  ;  but  I  have  to  thank 
Mr.  VACHELL  for  introducing  me  to  a  charming  lady  with  the 
uncharming  name  of  Miranda  Jayy. 


THE    LIVES    OF    THE 

BEAU  BEUMMEL  BUYS  A  CRAVAT. 


GREAT.-VIII. 


"Clean  and  wholesome  danger"  is  one  of  the  phrases  that 
stick  in  my  mind  after  reading  Dragon's  Blood  .(CONSTABLE). 
It  exactly  expresses  the  matter  of  Mr.  11.  M.  RIDEOUT'S  book. 
The  danger — the  Yellow  Peril,  on  a  small  scale  and  at,  close 
quarters — arises  in  a  Chinese  trading-village,  first  from  the 


surdities  altogether 
of    his    Nationalist 


lacked ;    and  his 
revolution,   of 


The  Tragedy  of  the 
Pyramids  (Hunsr  AND 
ULACKETT)  is  at  once 
a  professed  counter- 
blast to  The  Wliile 
Prophet  and  an  in- 
dividual romance. 
When  Mi-.  DOUGLAS 
SI.ADEN  says  "counter- 
blast," he  does  not 
mean  that  he  has 
blown  his  own  trum- 
pet louder  than  Mr. 
CAIXE,  but  that  he 
has  taken  the  postu- 
lates of  The  White 
Prophet  and  drawn 
au  entirely  contra- 
dictory but  more  ac- 
curate deduction 
from  them.  Certainly 
his  forecast  of  British 
behaviour  in  an, 
emergency  bears  that 
semblance  of  proba- 
bility which  the 
other's  military  and 
administrative  ab- 
use, for  the  purpose 
an  Irishman's  ferocity 


and  a  casual  Labour  M.P.'s  spite  against  everything  English, 
has  been  largely  justified  in  fact  by  the  Young  Egyptian 
Congress  at  Geneva.  As  a  romance,  however,  the  book 
imitates  too  slavishly  the  methods  of  Mr.  CAINE,  for  whom 
Mr.  SLADEN  in  a  wordy  preface  pronounces  unlimited  admira- 
tion. The  many  who  share  that  admiration  will  be  satis- 
fied with  this  narrative,  for  they  will  miss  none  of  their 
accustomed  sentiment  nor  be  denied  their  paragon  hero 
and  heroine,  who  overcome  by  their  own  unremitting  virtue 
all  the  wickedness  of  mankind  and  the  perversity  of  circum- 
stance. But  the  mistaken  few  who  have  even  less  regard 
for  Mr.  CAINE'S  "  psychological  treatment  of  elemental  ques- 
tions" than  for  his  political  judgment  will  probably  wish 
that  Mr.  SLADEN  had  omitted  altogether  his  romance  and 
confined  himself  to  his  admirable  counterblastiug. 

Admiral  Sir  W.  H.  FAWKES  is  announced  to  speak  at  a  meeting 
at  the  Church  House  on  November  5th,  "  if  engagements  will 
allow."  There  is,  of  course,  a  family  anniversary  to  be 
celebrated  on  that  day. 
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CHARIVARIA. 

"I    AM    convinced,''   s;iid    Mi-s    KU.KN 
Ti:un,  "tli;it.  :i  national  theatre   has    for 

! n    established    in   Mar.-.''     This 

raises  an  interesting  speculation.     Is  it 
not  possible  that  what  astronomers  have 

declined    tn   lie    lengthy    canals  ill    Mars 
may  actually  liavc    lieen   i|iieiies  of  play- 
-  waiting  to  cuter  tin-  pit  ''. 


Tin'  L'n/iil  < 'n-fiilin-  iuloijn-.  us  that 
Mr.  HEBBERT  SIDNEY  has  had  the  honour 
of  submitting  for  the  KING'S  inspection 

the     picture    he    ha-     [Minted     entitled 

''  S/Kllillll    Illlitlll'l':;     Ifl 


has    I,,,.,,    olheially    rec.-ui-ed,  habitual    h*  WM    l,,-ii,«  ,•.,!,-„  l,y  lioiw    Ullttt    luive 

CTirainab    are    talking  of    founding  a  been  a  mi,-t. 
J  rode  I  mini  to  guard  their  inter. 


V 


V 


I  he  l/.iidon    branch  uf   the   lli.-loii,  al 

Meanwhile    m-    Majesty's   prison  at  Association,  at  a  meeting  held  at  Unirer- 

Sj.nngliehl,  Chehnsford,  is  so   full    that  sity  College,  derid,  d  that  children  i 

the   infirmary  quarters  and    punishment  the    a.ye   of    eight    ought    to    be   (aught 

colls    have    had   to  be  utilised    for    the  entirely   by  stories.     At   the  .-au.e   time 

reception    of    ordinary     prisoner.-,    and  we  fancy  that  many  paient-,  will  hesitate 

ina\    be  ne.  es-ary  to  op-n  a  waiting  to  place  some  of  our  modern  m 

-  *  in  the  hands  of  childr.  i  tender 


V 


at 


tin-  festival  of  the  Dia  --- 
muttiyositt,  undergoing  n  trial 
ofcourageby  whipping  before 
tin-  Mini-  of  Artemis'."  'lint 
what  we  would  like  to  know 
is  this  :  Have  we  here  the 
full  title  of  the  painting,  or 
only  a  precis  of  it? 

.v 

A  ceitain  philosopher, 
now  dead,  promi-ed  that 
a  Her  his  demise  lie  would 
place  himself  in  communi- 
cation with  a  Continental 
Society  for  Psychical  He- 
search.  The  Society  has  not 
yet  heard  from  him,  and  it 
is  leared  that  the  deceased 
must  either  have  met  with 
a  fatal  accident  or  lost  the 
address  of  the  Society. 


Mr.  VICTOR  ( Jit  u SON"  ac- 
cuses Mr.  LLOYD  (!i>:oi«;t:  of 
having  stolen  his  speeches. 
It  is  difficult  to  imagine  a 
more  mean  and  petty  theft. 

In  explaining  the  altera- 
tions in  his  Budget,  Mr. 
l.i "Vii  (ii;oi;(,|.;  began  his 
exposition  with  the  words, 
"1  take  land."  That  sums  up 
his  position  very  succinctly. 


The  Army  authorities  are  searching  lor 

a  new   biscuit   for  our  soldi. T-,  and  the 
,   men    are    s.iid    to    l,e    Betting    nervous. 
their  sons,  They  do  not  mind  being  called  dugs  of 


V 


H 


A    PARDONABLE    ERROR. 


Dear  lilt  slwrl-oigltted  Old  Soul.    "  WHAT  A  WOXHCRITL  CUT,  Bots! 

LIFELIKE  !      IT  SKEMS  A   PUT  TO   IIUHX    IT  !  " 

Jijys.  "THAT  AIN'T  A  cry—  THAT'S 


The    CHAM -.Molt     frankly    calls     his 
favourite  imposition,  "The  Undeveloped 
' 


what  the  Tax  will  be  like  when  it  is  fully 
developed.  ,  „, 

* 

These  indeed  be  revolutionary  days. 
One  by  one  our  most  cherished  ideas  are 
being  taken  from  us.  "A  husband," 
declared  Mr.  .lust ire  lUuciiAVE  BEAM:  in 


the   Divorce   Court   last   week, 
right  to  strike  his  wife." 


'has 


no 


V 


Suggested  motto  for  his.  Lordship:  — 
"I  forbid  the  bangs." 
*  * 

mi  * 

-I he  new  prison  for  habitual  criminals 

al    I'arkluirsl    is   fast,  approaching  com 
pletion,  and,  now    that   their   profession 


war,  but  they  have  no  wish  for  the  idea 
to  b:>  carried  further. 

The  visit  of  the  TSAU  to  Italy  ha-  IB! 
the  Italians  thinking  once  more  of  the 
advantages  of  joining  Russia,  Fr.ince. 
and  Great  Britain.  After  all,  four's 
company,  three  's  none. 

With  a  view  to  increasing  the  popu- 
lation the  KAISI:I:.  according  to  a  circular 
issued  by  the  Minister  of  the  Interior, 
uill  stand  as  godfather  to  the  eighth 
child  in  any  (leiman  family.  The 
parent^'  fee  i-  to  be  £3. 

Thc>   Moorish   Pretender  who,  we  all 
thought,  was  killed  the  other  day.  is  now 
What  a   fellow  he 
His   conduct  when 


reported  to  be  alive. 

is  for  pretending ! 


The  rxi-crimrnt  of  getting  lonely  but 
garrulou-   p.  i --..n-  to  wear  little   flags  as 
n  that    they  ate  willing  to  talk   to 
-Other  |iersons  is  being  tried 
at  a  ci-rlain  restaurant  with 

no     pnooanocd 

"  Conversation  flags,"  in  fact, 
-urn-,  up  the  situation. 

*  * 

As  folks  are  now  taking 
their  cats  out  of  cold  M  rage 
The  Daily  .Mail  publishes  a 

timely  article  on  th  •  choice 

ol         p-K  "    Few         people 

realise,"  we  are  told,  "how 
much  joy  is  |;)  be  got  <  ut  of 
an  ordinary  squirrel  .  .  ( >ne 
of  the-c  diinty  little  p  -t , 
u-etl  to  run  along  the  writer's 
ami  when  .-he  was  painting, 
and  find  Kni\l  satisfaction 
ill  nibbling  t'ie  en  I  of  her 
punt-brush."  We  me  of 
opinion  that  the  writer  does 
not  make  out  such  a  string 
case  for  the  squirrel  a~  .-he 
imagines  she  .1 
*  * 

On  the  subject  <.f  the 
lined  ing  of  cats  for  sale  this 
-a me  writer  rail.-  attention 
to  the  fact  that  the  price 
obtained  will  depend  on  the 
position  of  the  ear-.  This 
is  quite  true.  A  cat  with 
ears  each  side  of  it-  (ail 
will  fetch  a  fabulous  sum. 
We  must,  however,  res|>crtfully  chal- 
lenge the  statement  that  "cut-  like  to 
have  their  .separate  saucers,  which  should 
be  of  bhu -and-v, hit.-  enamel."  Ci\eii 
the  right  sort  of  fish  we  have  known 
rats  eat  off  red-and-nrhite  enamel 
without  flinching. 

*  * 

Socialism  at  work;  or  the  nationali- 
sation of  wealth: — 
"Ml!.  KI.II!  HAIJLUK'S  WATCH 


The  Polygam. 

•  M.itriiiioiir. — Young  Man  Widio«  to  lleet 
Respectjble  Servant  or  other <  (about  JO); 
(ieniiine." — Edinburgh  Krcnimj  Ditpateh, 

A  new  company  has  I  • 
under  the  title  "  Kggs,  Limited,"  j 
time  lor  the  General  Election. 
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THE  LULL  BEFORE  THE  STORM 

As,  when  the  still  air  bodes  a  tempest  coming, 

Life  is  at  pause  and  not  a  feather  stirs  ; 
Nature  abandons  her  habitual  humming 
And  hardly  anything  at  all  occurs 
(Except  that  in  this  rotten  Isle 
It  goes  on  raining  all  the  while) ;  — 

The  rabbit's  gone  to  bed,  foreseeing  trouble; 

The  fox  has  couched  within  his  private  earth  ; 
The  partridge-bird  has  scooted  off  the  stubble ; 
The  cockatoo  has  checked  his  impious  mirth  ; 
All,  save  the  fishes  down  below, 
Have  modified  their  status  quo; —     ., 

Not  thus  do  we,  before  the  burst  of  thunder 

Fixed  iii  the  programme  for  a  nearish  date, 
Adopt  an  attitude  of  speechless  wonder 

While  we  attend  the  Budget's  doubtful  fate ; 
That  'e  where  we  differ  from  the  brutes, 
Awestruck  and  shaking  in  their  boots. 

Pending  the  storm's  preliminary  tucket 

There  is  a  noise  of  talkers  not  a  few 
Crying,  "  They  must,"  "  They  daren't,"  "  They  're  bound 

to  chuck  it," 

"  To  h—  -  (perdition)  with  them,  if  they  do !  " 
Is  there  a  man  that  can't  say  what 
Should  be  the  issue  ?    There  is  not. 

Only  in.  one  group  scarce  a  tonsil  budges, 

Only  on  one  peculiar  type  of  brow 
Sits  the  repose  of  high  impartial  judges 
Scorning  to  join  this  passionate  pow-wow  ; 
Let  others  iirge  the  fierce  dispute, 
Our  Peers  remain  superbly  mute. 

In  hall  and  castle,  hunting-box  and  backwooJ, 

Over  the  Bill  they  spend  the  midnight  oil, 
Asking  their  pilot  consciences  what  tack  would 
Best  suit  the  wishes  of  the  Sons  of  Toil. 

Hush,  hush  your  clamour  !  sheathe  your  swords  ! 
Do  not  disturb  the  noble  Lords !  0.  S. 


SHADOWS    FROM    THE    PAST. 

THE  DANCE. 

Tin.nii  was  a  good  deal  of  excitement  when  the  invitation 
arrived.  It  was  on  a,  card,  and  it  announced  that  Miss  1  farmer 
was  to  be  at  home  on  a  certain  day  at  The  Elms.  In  the 
corner  was  the  statement  that  there  would  be  dancing  from 
8.30  to  11.  It  was  the  most  grown-up  thing  that  had  ever 
happened  to  the  particular  boy  to  whom  the  card  was 
iddressed,  and  his  fifteen-year-old  soul  glowed  with  pride  at 

,he  prospect  of  a  real  dance,  at  which  he  could  wear  his 
swallow-tailed  coat,  his  white  tie,  his  new  enamelled  studs, 
•md  his  patent-leather  shoes.  Only  one  thing  troubled  him, 
and  that  was  the  anticipation  of  having  to  conduct  conversa- 
tions with  his  partners,  especially  with  Miss  Harmer,  who 
was  twenty-six  years  old  and  very  beautiful.  She  had  a  lot 
of  fair  hair,  and  she  had  a  bold  way  with  her.  Should  he 

:ver  dare  to  ask  her  to  dance,  to  put  his  arm  round  her 
waist  and  actually  to  attempt  a  waltz  with  her?  And  what 
could  he  talk  to  her  about?  The  mere  thought  filled  him 
with  bashfulness  and  blushes. 


AT  THE  SIGN  OF  THE  DUKES'  ALMS. 

THE  Anti-Socialist  Union  is  appealing  to  the  public  for  one 
million  shillings.  We  understand,  on  the  authority  of  a 
well-known  Tariff  Reformer,  that  the  following  letters  have 
been  received  by  the  Treasurer : — 

From  tlie  Duke  of  B-df-rd. — I  enclose  Is.  for  your  fund. 
It  is  a  great  cause.  I  hope  to  send  another  next  week. 

From  the  Duke  of  D-v-nsU-re. — Enclosed  please  find  2s. — 
one  from  me  and  one  from  a  guest  staying  at  Chatsworth, 
who  wishes  to  remain  anonymous. 

From  the  Duke  of  N-rtlt-m-b-i-l-nd. — Have  pleasure  in 
enclosing  9d.  in  stamps.  Shall  hope  to  send  the  other  3d. 
on  Saturday. 

From  the  Duke  of  B-wl-ch. — Herewith  order  on  the  Bank  of 
Scotland  for  2s.  Gd.      Please  send  me  a  collection-box, 
think  I  could  get  a  nice  little  sum  for  you. 

From  the  Duke  of  P-rtl-nd.—L  am  sending  you  3s.  It  has 
been  a  bit  of  a  strain,  but  every  shilling  given  away  means 
something  off  these  accursed  Death  Duties.  I  am  having  your 
collecting  card  gummed  into  the  Visitors'  Book  at  Welbeck. 

From  the  Duke  of  R-xb-rghe. — Please  accept  rny  mite — 
from  a  working  man. 

From  the  Duke  of  W-stm-nst-r. — Sorry  I  cannot  send  you 
Is.  This  awful  Budget! 

From  the  Duke  of  M-neh-st-r. — Please  send  me  a  shilling 
to  send  to  you. 


The  optata  dies  came  inexorably,  and  at  8.30  to  the  minute 
10  was  set  down  at  The  Elms  and  was  received  by  Miss 
Harmer.  Before  he  knew  what  had  happened  he  had  said, 
'  Good  evening,  Miss  Harmer,"  and  she  had  said,  "  Good 
svening,  Ronald.  So  glad  you 've  come."  He  had  meant  to 
stay  and  chat  lightly  with  her  for  a  moment,  but  something 
Imd  swept  him  on,  and  he  was  now  standing  aimlessly  in  the 
middle  of  the  room  with  a  painful  consciousness  of  his  hands. 
He  felt,  too,  that  his  smile  was  becoming  fixed,  and  he  got 
rid  of  it  bv  a  sort  of  dead  lift. 


There  were  a  great  many  other  guests  in  the  room, 
boys,  girls,  young  men  and  young  women.  Some  of  them 
lie  knew,  but  he  had  eyes  only  for  the  supreme  goddess, 
Miss  Harmer.  A  man  with  black  whiskers  and  an  eye-glass 
was  standing  beside  her  and  talking  to  her  familiarly  with 
great  ease  and  composure.  Why  were  men  with  black 
whiskers  so  detestable  ?  and  what  wouldn't  he,  Ronald,  give 
to  be  able  to  talk  like  that,  and  to  bring  those  bright  and 
fascinating  replies  from  the  divine  Harmer  ?  However,  he 
must  nerve  himself  to  ask  her  for  a  dance  in  the  orthodox 
manner.  He  did  so,  brought  his  programme  forward,  and 
advanced. 

"May  I  have  the  pleasure  of  tho  next  dance,  Miss 
Harmer  ?  "  Was  that  his  own  voice,  so  prim  and  formal  and 
unfriendly  ?  No,  it  must  be  some  one  else's.  He  had 
intended  to  put  any  amount  of  warmth  into  the  phrase,  so 
that  he  might  show  her  with  what  respectful  longing  he 
was  yearning  to  lead  her  forth.  "My  dear  Ronald,"  she 
laughed,  "  the  next  dance  is  the  first  dance.  I  can't  dance 
that  or  the  next  two  or  three,  because  I  'vo  got  to  receive 
my  guests,  but  1  '11  give  you  the  fifth — it 's  the  Lancers." 


"  Oh,  thank  you,  Miss  Harmer ;  and  may  I  have  a  waltz  too. 
I  can  dance  the  trois-tcmps  all  right,  and  I— 

"There's  nothing  like  asking,"  said  Miss  Harmer.  "If 
you  're  a  very  good  boy  you  shall  have  the  seventh  too. 
That's  a  waltz." 

"And  that's  my  foot,"  said  the  black  -  whiskered  man, 
removing  it  from  under  Ronald's.  "  Don't  apologise.  I  like 
it.  Everybody  treads  on  my  foot." 

"  There,  there,"  said  Miss  Harmer,  tapping  the  black- 
whiskered  man  with  her  fan,  "  we  won't  bother  about  a  mere 
foot." 

Clearly  the  black-whiskered  man  was  abominable.  Some- 
thing painful  and  disgraceful  ought  to  happen  to  him 
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HERO    WORSHIP. 

Areliie.  "BY  JOVE,  YOU  JOIIXXIES,  I  SEE  HERE'S  SOME  JOHKNT  PIVED  INTO  A  MINE  OR  M.vrnuso,  AND  SAVED  THBF.E  ITHEI  JOHXSIFS  — 
(.Vo  re}l;i;  then,  irilh  some  indignation)—  MOST  SAY  /  THINS  rr  WAS  IIATHER  DECENT  or  HIM!" 


publicly.     "Shake  hands  with  Major  Arkwright.,  Ronald," 
continued  Miss  Harmer.    "  He  isn't  as  fierce  as  lie  looks." 

Major  Arkwright !     A  hero  of  whose  prowess  Ronald  had 
read !     His  world  was  turned  upside  down. 


Tin'  L  incers  came  and  went  successfully  enough. 
versation  during  the  Lancers  is  happily  almost  impossible ; 
but  when  they  were  over  Ronald's  troubles  begun. 

"Shall  I  take  you  to  the  refreshments?"  he  began. 

"  Oh,  we  wonrt  bother  about  refreshments  yet.  Haven't 
done  anything  to  deserve  them." 

'  1  'in  sure"— he  hesitated  and  then  plunged— "I'm  sure 
I/OK  deserve  them,  Miss  Harmer." 

•  1  >on't  be  a  complimentary  little  boy,"  laughed  the  lady  ; 
and  the  conversation  died  down  to  nothing  till  the  blessed 
moment  came  for  the  music  to  strike  up  again. 

The  waltz  was  a  series  of  minor  disasters.  It  had  been 
r;i>\  enough  to  dance  the  trois-tcmps  at  the  dancing  school, 
but  here  there  were  scores  of  gyrating  couples,  and  they 
were  always  in  the  way.  Finally  Miss  Harmer's  dress  was 
torn.  "There,"  she  said,  "I  knew  that  would  happen. 
lA't'ssit  down  for  the  rest  of  the  dance"— and  they  did. 
Having,  so  to  speak,  pumped  up  from  the  soles  of  his  slices 
the  Academy,  the  bad  weather,  the  curious  behaviour  of  his 
head  master,  and  other  topics  of  conversation,  Ronald  had 
come  to  the  end  of  his  resources. 

"I'm  not  much  of  a  hand  at  talking,"  he  said,  desperately. 

"Oil,  you're  much  better  than  Major  Arkwright,"  said 
Mi.-s  Harmer. 

"  But  he  can  fight,"  said  Ronald. 

"  Pooli,"  said  the  goddess,  "  what 's  the  good  of  that  in  a 
ball-room?  " 


Thereupon  the  Major  came  up  and  claimed  her  for  (hi 
next  dance. 

These  violent  conversational  efforts  had  so  grievou-ly  dis- 
couraged Ronald  that  he  resolved  to  fly.  He  didn't  wait  for 
the  carriage  which  had  been  ordered  to  fetch  him,  but 
dashed  for  liberty  and  home  on  foot.  So  ended  his  firbt 
dance.  Last  week  it  was  hi,  privilege  to  meet  Mrs 
Arkwright  with  her  three  grandchildren,  and  h«-  reminded 
her  of  their  dance  a  century  or  so  ago. 

Some  Emotions  and  a  Moral  Victory. 


END  OF  TIIK   lU'lKIKT. 

BEKMOVPSKY'S  VKIIDICT. 
THE  "PooR  MAX'S"  ANSWER. 
Daily  Mail. 


BERlfONDSET. 

StDSTAVTIAL   MAJORITY 
FOR  TOE  Bl-KiET. 

Aii/ 1/  (Yinom'efc. 


This  ought  to  give  the  Lords  a  clear  lead. 

TTre'«  Faithfully. 

We  understand  that  an  admirer  of  Mr.  I'm:,  having  re- 
iterated the  statement  that,  if  the  Unionists  were  returned  at 
the  polk,  they  would  abolish  the  system  of  Bank  Holidays, 
now  desires  to  offer  an  explanation.  It  8«-in-  h-  Dimply 
meant  that  he  could  not  see  how  a  Ministry  which  promised 
so  much  employment  for  the  country  could  afford  to  allow 
these  days  to  remain  idle. 

Optimum. 

"  BtirnxEMOCTH. — An  incessant  downpour  of  raiu  prerail«l  yr-t*rd«jr. 

;uid  all  outdoor  attractions  were  Mi-|*-nded  .  . 

Now  is  the  ideal  time  for  Bournemouth."— l>a >ly  Iclfjrapli. 
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THE    ORGANISERS. 

TIIF.KI:  wore  six  of  them:  Miss  Blag- 
worthy,  Cecile,  Dorothea,  Mary  Merton, 
Kate,  and  Mrs.  Travers.  They  were  all 
thinking  deeply — except  Ceeile,  who  was 
busy  smoking  a  cigarette  and  wonder- 
ing why  the  smoke  didn't  get  into  Men's 
eyes. 

They  all  wanted  a  vote. 

Miss  Blagworthy(34,  organiser)  wanted 
it  because  Taxation  without  Representa- 
tion is  Tyranny. 

Cecile  (27,  organiser)  wanted  it  because 
Men  are  Beasts. 

Dorothea  (18,  organiser}  wanted  it 
because  for  forty  years  we  had  asked 
for  it  by  peaceable  methods,  and  now 
the  time  had  come  for 

"  My  dear,"  said  Mary  Merton,  "  that 's 
hardly  a  reason  for  wanting  a  vote, 
though  it's  an  excellent  reason  for " 

"  This  isn't  a  question  of  Reason," 
said  Dorothea,  h  iiiglitily.  "  It 's  a 
question  of  Justice." 

Mary  Merlon  (22,  organiser)  wanted  it 
because  of  the  poor  girls  in  the  factories. 

Kate  (19,  organiser)  wanted  it  because 
if  Men  had  it,  why  shouldn't— — 

"My  dear,"  said  Mary  Merton,  "the 
fact  that " 

"  Dolly  darling,"  said  Kate  quickly,  to 
Dorothea,  "  can  you  reach  the  biscuits  ? 
You  pig,  you've  eaten  all  the  sugar 
ones." 

And  Mrs.  Travers  (35,  organiser) 
wanted  it  because  the  Women  in  Finland 
had  it.  Besides,  when  you  were  lier 
age— 

"  Bother  !  "  said  Dorothea,  under  her 
breath.     "Hope  I  never  shall  be." 
***** 

"  We  must  think  of  something  new," 
said  Miss  Blagworthy,  striding  up  and 
down  the  room.  Cecile  looked  straight 
in  front  of  her  with  wide-open  eyes,  in 
the  pretence  that  there  was  no  such 
thing  as  cigarette  smoke.  The  others 
thought  d.eeply. 

"  What  about  going  into  a  Cabinet 
Minister's  meeting  and  saying,  '  Voles 
for  Women '  ?  "  said  Mrs.  Travels  at  last. 
"In  the  very  middle  of  the  speech,  you 
know  ?  " 

"  They  won't  let  us  in  now,"  said 
Mary  Merton,  "  and  if  they  do  they 
throw  us  out." 

"  Men  are  beasts,"  said  Cecile,  pressing 
the  red  end  of  her  cigarette  on  to  the 
ash-tray  in  order  to  remove  the  ash. 

"  Besides,"  said  Dorothea  sarcastically, 
"  we  want  something  new." 

Mrs.  Travers  thought  again. 

"  We  might  go  to  a  football  match," 
she  said  at  last,  "  what  men  would  call 
a  very  important  match,  and  in  the 
middle  of  the  over  we  could  all  rush  on 
to  the  lield  saying,  '  Votes  for  Women.'' 
Men  don't  like  having  their  games 
interrupted." 


"Ugh  !  "  said  Cecile  with  a  shudder, 
"we  should  be  killed.  Beasts." 

"I  leant  to  be  killed,"  said  Miss  Blag- 
worthy  in  a  hollow  voice. 

"Let's  inval — invali—  validate  another 
election  by  pouring  stuff  over  the  ballot- 
box,"  suggested  Dorothea.  "I  should 
loeo  to  do  it.  Shouldn't  you,  Kate?  " 

"It's  no  good.     Men  don't  play  the 
game.      They  would   pretend   that  the 
lection  hadn't  been  invalidated." 

"It  isn't  cricket,"  coughed  Cecile, 
"the  way  men  retaliate  oil  IH.  I 
shouldn't  mind,  even  though  they  are 
beasts,  if  only  it  was  cricket." 

"  Why  won't  they  give  us  the  vote  ?  " 
cried  Mary  Meiton. 

"It  will  be  bombs  next  time,"  said 
Cecile  languidly. 

Miss  Blagworthy  stopped  suddenly  in 
lier  pacings. 

"  I  have  a  plan,"  she  announced 
gloomily. 

"  Oh,  what  is  it?"  asked  everybody 
else. 

"  We  will  all  go  into  the  House  of 
Lords  when  they  are  discussing  the 
Budget  and  cry  '  Votes  for ' ' 

"Yes,  but  how?" 

"  There  will  be  peers  there  who  have 
never  been  in  the  House  of  Lords 
before — unknown  even  to  the  police- 
men. We  will  go  disguised  as  them." 

"Disguised  as  men?"  said  Kate 
excitedly. 

"No!"  said  Mrs.  Travers  and  Mary 
Merton  firmly. 

"  We  must  remember  our  sex,"  said 
Ceciie  gracefully,  from  a  cloud  of  cigar- 
ette smoke,  "even  though  men  are 
beasts." 

"My  dear,"  went  on  Mrs.  Travers, 
"when  you  are  my  age — 

"How  ridiculous,"  said  Dorothea  to 
Kate,  "  she 's  twice  as  old." 

"  I  should  say  she  was  forty,  shouldn't 
you?  It  would  be  rather  fun,  /  think." 

Miss  Blagwoi  thy  bowed  her  head. 

"  The  sense  of  the  meeting  is  against 
me.  Very  well.  Then  I  have  another 
plan." 

"That's  better,  dearie,"  said  Mrs. 
Travers. 

"  In  future  there  must  be  one  of  us 
in  attendance  at  every  wedding  in 
London,  to  cry  'Justice  for  Women!' 
in  the  middle  of  the  service." 

There  was  a  pause  for  apprehension. 

"  Ernest  wouldn't  have  liked  that," 
said  Mrs.  Travers  thoughtfully. 

"Must  we?"  said  Mary  Merton  sadly. 
"I  don't  like  doing  it,  but  if  we 
must— 

"  You  know,  I  'in  not  at  all  sure  that 
I  approve  of  the  marriage  service,"  said 
Cecile. 

"  Nobody  would  marry  Itci;  I  should 
say,"  said  Dorothea  to  Kate.  "  She 's 
too — well — you,  know." 

"And  then  when  we  a  re  arrested " 


"  Ah  !  "  said  Mary  eagerly. 

"Could  they  arrest  you  for  that?  ' 
asked  Mrs.  Travers  doubtfully. 

"  Obstructing  the  vicar  in  the  execu- 
tion of  his  duty,"  said  Kate.  "  Orbrawl- 
ng.  They'd  think  oi  something." 

"  Well,  then  we  would  refuse  to  open 
our  mouths  at  all — not  for  anything  or 
my  body." 

"How  about  breathing?"  said  Doro- 
thea. 

"  Through  your  nose,  silly,"  said  Kate. 

"  I  mean,  of  course,  that  we  wouldn't 
say  a  word  in  court — not  to  answer  the 
magistrate,  or  give  our  names,  or  any- 
thing." 

"I  should  like  just  to  tell  him  that  I 
refused  to  be  judged  by  man-made 
iuws,"  said  Mrs.  Travers  wistfully. 

"No.  It  must  be  absolute  silence  .  .  . 
And  now  let  us  go  out  and  begin." 

"  It  s  five  o'clock,"  said  Kate.  "  No- 
body can  get  married  after  three." 

"  There  you  are  !  "  said  Cecile.  "  Look 
at  that." 

"  We  can  get  arrested,"  said  Miss 
Blagworthy,  "and  begin  the  Silent 
Treatment  at  once.  To  Parliament 
Square ! " 

***** 

Miss  Blaqicorthy  (34,  organiser),  hav- 
ing been  told  twite  by  a  police  sergeant 
to  go  back  to  her  husband,  knocked  his 
lielmet  off  and  cried,  "  Men  of  England, 
what  are  you  going  to  do  for  the 
women?"  The  sergeant  (speaking 
hielly  for  himself)  sketched  out  the 
immediate  programme. 

Mrs.  Travers  (35,  organiser)  chained 
herself  to  the  railings,  and  cried,  "  Votes 
for  women!"  They  got  her  loose  just 
as  it  was  beginning  to  rain. 

Mary  Meiton  (22,  organiser)  pleaded 
with  a  policeman  to  arrest  her,  and  when 
he  simply  said,  "  Lor-ble#s-yer-pretty- 
facs-no-Miss,"  she  proceeded  to  rescue 
Miss  Blagworthy.  This  had  the  de.-hvd 
effect. 

Ci'i'ilc  (27,  organiser)  stood  in  the 
middle  of  Parliament  Square  and 
brooded  upon  the  scene.  "Cowards!" 
she  muttered  to  herself.  "  It  is  to  tlie 
death  now,"  she  added.  Then  she  tnnk 
a  cab  to  her  club  and  said,  "  Bring  the 
cigarettes,  waiter." 

Dorothea  (18,  organiser),  who  was  new 
to  London,  lost  her  way  and  found  her- 
self in  Victoria  Street.  She  had  a  cup 
of  tea  and  half  a  scone  and  butter  at  an 
A.  B.  C.,  and  left  a  penny  under  the 
plate  for  the  waitress.  It  was  quite  an 
adventure. 

Kate  (19,  organiser)  was  ordered  by  a 
fatherly  policeman  to  go  home.  She  went. 
***** 

An  inconclusive  story,  you  say  ?  Not 
at  all ;  there  are  two  conclusions. 

One  is,  "  The  Indies,  God  bless  'cm  !  " 

The  other  is,  "  Votes  for  Women  !  " 

A.  A.  M. 
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AT   THE    PLAY. 

I.  THE  SERVANT  IN  TIE  HOUSE. 
I  DOUBT  if  Mr.  CHARLES  FROHMAN  would 
have  had  the  hardihood  to  present  the 
new  Adelplii  play  if  it  had  not  been  for 
the  success  of  The  Passing  of  the  Third 
Floor  Back,  to  which  it  bears  a  sort  of 
bastard  family  likeness.  This  is  not  to 
imply  that  Mr.  CHARLES  RANN  KENNEDY, 
who  wrote  The  Servant  in  the  House, 
owes  anything  for  his  idea  to  Mr.  JEROME. 
"I  have  waited  three  years  for  this 
evening,"  he  told  us  in  a  first-night 
speech ;  adding,  in  a  burst  of  confidence, 
"and,  by  G — ,  it  was  worth  it."  Not- 
withstanding this  pious  asseveration  I 
cannot  altogether  agree  with  him. 
Perhaps  he  is  more  easily  pleased. 
Anyhow,  I  think  him  over-sanguine  if 
he  anticipates  a  success  like  Mr.  JEROME'S, 
though  you  can  never  gauge  the  hearing 
powers  of  a  theatre  audience  any  more 
than  you  can  guess  beforehand  the 
acoustic  properties  of  a  new  building. 
In  Mr.  JEROME'S  play  you  had  to  accept 
a  miracle,  it  is  true,  but,  once  you  had 
got  over  that,  the  rest  was  logical  and 
consistent  enough.  But  Tlie  Servant  in 
the  House  is  a  veritable  medley  of 
unthinkable  prodigies.  It  seems  an 
extraordinary  thing  that,  when  the  author 


The  Bishop  of  Lancashire    Mr.  J.  H.  BAHXES. 
Kobcrt  Smith Mr.  HEXKY  MILLEII. 

wants  to  inculcate  a  great  Biblical 
truth,  it  should  be  necessary  to  employ 
the  machinery  of  farce ;  to  introduce  a 
Bishop,  for  example,  disguised  as  a 
native  Indian  butler,  and  another 
Bishop  with  an  ear-trumpet,  and  as  blind 
as  a  bat,  sitting  at  breakfast  with  a 
scavenger  whom  he  mistakes  for  a 
clerical  brother-in-law.  I  don't  know 
which  figure  was  the  more  grotesquely 
improbable — this  second  Bishop,  who 
apparently  had  amassed  a  lot  of 
bullion  by  shady  processes  and  frankly 


advocated  tbe  principle  that  you 
should  give  as  little  as  possible,  and 
grab  all  you  can  get,  or  the  drain-man, 
sei/.ed  with  a  sudden  passion  for  making 
the  acquaintance  of  his  little  daughter, 
though  he  might  have  given  himself 
tlws  treat  any  time  during  the  last 
thirteen  years  if  the  idea  had  crossed 
his  mind.  Indeed  the  only  characters 
that  I  could  get  myself  to  believe  in  at 
all  were  the  comic  page-boy  and  the 
very  natural  snob  that  was  his  mistress. 
With  the  former  I  found  myself  in  close 
agreement  when  he  complained,  "I 
never  see  such  a  lot  of  improbabilities 
agoiu'  on  in  any  house  " — or  words  to 
that  effect.  A  very  sensible  boy. 

Mr.  KENNEDY  was  right  when  he 
attributed  his  triumph — for  the  house 
was  very  good  to  him — chiefly  to  the 
merits  of  the  actors,  and  Mr.  HENRY 
MILLER  in  particular.  It  was,  indeed, 
a  remarkable  performance  throughout. 
Constantly  by  sheer  force  of  sincerity 
they  saved  the  situation  when  the  senti- 
ment threatened  to  be  mawkish,  or  the 
melodrama  too  glaringly  Adelphic  (old 
style). 

The  author  has  gifts  of  humour  and 
irony,  and  even  in  a  play  so  crude  in 
construction  and  so  noisy  in  its  con- 
trasts one  might  catch  many  subtleties 
of  thought ;  but  no  moral  purpose  is  likely 
to  be  achieved  among  thinking  people, 
or  indeed  deserves  to  be  achieved,  by 
such  means  as  are  here  employed. 

As  for  his  reckless  ridicule  of  the 
clergy — two  out  of  the  three  either  arc 
or  have  been  a  disgrace  to  the  cloth — 
there  are  black  sheep  in  every  profes- 
sion, though  not,  I  hope,  in  such  lavish 
proportion  to  the  whole.  But  I  am  not 
greatly  concerned  about  the  Church ; 
the  Church  is  strong  enough  to  look 
after  itself.  I  am  more  concerned  about 
the  Stage — a  much  weaker  institution. 
It  cannot  afford  to  play  this  kind  of 
game,  for  ridicule  that  is  obviously 
unfair  is  apt  to  recoil. 

I  must  not  end  without  saying  how 
sorry  I  was  for  the  villain  of  the 
piece,  the  Bishop  of  Lancashire.  By 
some  extraordinary  oversight  no  place 
was  found  for  him  in  the  scheme  of 
Universal  Love  and  Brotherhood ;  yet, 
being  so  uncharitable,  he  of  all  others 
stood  most  in  need  of  charity.  0.  S. 

II.  THE  LITTLE  DAMOZEL. 

Have  you  ever  (dear  reader)  pulled  out 
your  cigarette  case,  planked  it  on  the 
table,  and  said  to  your  friend,  "  Have 
one  of  these— my  own  brand?"  Pro- 
bably. But  little  did  you  realise  then 
that,  seven  years  ago,  the  girl  you  were 
in  love  with  smoked  one  of  them  with 
you  and  remembered  the  aroma  eo  well 
that  in  the  next  Act  she  would  recognise, 
in  the  husband  of  the  girl  who  had 
been  jilted  by  the  man  she  was  about 


to  marry,  no  less  a  person  than  you,  her 
old  lover. 

If  you  don't  realise  this  now — after  I 
have  put  it  so  plainly — it  is  because 
you  haven't  been  to  see  Tha  Little 
Damozel,  by  MONCKTON  HOFFE.  The 
Little  Damozcl  was  Julie  Alardy,  and 
she  played  the  harp  in  the  orchestra  of 
the  Calo  Angelique.  Her  relations  with 
Captain  A7c>iJ  Part'mgton  were  quite  in- 
nocent, but  the  latter  had  written  some 
very  foolish  letters  to  her,  and  when  he 
discarded  her  and  made  up  to 


Captain  Nttt  Pariington  Mr.  LYI.K. 

Ttecklaw  Poole     Mr.  CHARLES  HA\VI KEY. 

Julie  AlarJy       Miss  MAY  BLAYNEV". 

Sybil  Craven  (of  Craven  Hall,  Craven, 
Cravenshire)  he  wanted  these  letters 
back.  It  was  not  simply  that  he  had 
said,  "I  love  you"  in  them — Sybil 
would  have  forgiven  that ;  not  that  lie 
had  added  vaguely,  "I  am  not  worthy 
of  you,  darling  "  ;  but  that  (apparently) 
he  had  explained  in  full  detail,  with 
names  and  dates  attached,  why  lie  was 
not  worthy  of  her. 

Julie  was  dangerous,  for  she  refused 
to  part  with  the  letters.  But  Partington 
thought  of  a  plan  (which  never  would 
have  occurred  to  me).  He  bribed  Keek- 
laic  Poole,  the  cigarette  smoker,  with 
£15,000,  to  marry  The  Little  DamozeL 
They  were  already  fond  of  each  other,  and 
the  fact  ihatKecklaw  had  suddenly  come 
into  money  would  weigh  with  Julie. 
Once  married,  she  would  forget  her 
grudge  against  her  old  lover. 

But  [Act  II.]  Partington  had  forgotten 
the  cigarette  (as  I  should  have  done). 
Sybil  meets  Julie,  the  latter  lights  up 
one  of  the  old  brand,  and  Sybil  i-;iys, 
"  Where  have  I  heard  that  cigarette 
before  ?  Yes  ...  it  is  ...  You  have 
married  the  man  I  loved  seven  years 
ago.  His  name  then  was  Reeklaic." 
"  Yes,"  says  Julie,  "  but  he  changed  it 
to  Poole  when  he  was  warned  off  the 
Turf."  And  so  it  all  comes  out.  Julie, 
in  frenzy  at  the  plot  that  was  played  on 
her,  leaves  her  husband  for  ever. 

You  see  what  a  jolly  lot  they  are. 
But  liceklaw  has  still  one  card  up  his 
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Extract  from  the  report  oj  laU-nt  French  duel. — " os  THE   WOBD   BEINO   GIVEN   M.  CIIKVA--I-    sm>i    ..vm   M.  HKKSMKIS'*  ne.»D. 

M.  BERNSTEIN,  INSTEAD  or  FIBINO,  PLACED  THE  PISTOL   BEHIND  ins   BACK.    ON  IJEIMJ  ASKED  WHY  HE  DIU  Nor  niti:   M.  BEBXSTEIN  MIBUOUED 
1113  SHOULDERS  AND  BEPL1ED,  '  I  FORGOT.'  "  [The  above  i»  a  fa,,e<j  pirture  of  the  next  Preach  diu  I. 


sleeve.  With  his  last  few  thousand 
pounds  ho  insures  his  life  in  five 
companies  and  prepares  to  commit 
suicide,  so  that  Julie  shall  have  his 
money.  (Even  Mr.  MONCKTON  HOFFG 
seemed  to  think  that  this  was  a  perfectly 
honest  thing  to  do ;  but  perhaps  I  do 
him  an  injustice.  In  any  case  I  can 
understand  that  some  months  in  the 
company  of  Poolo  and  Part'mgton  would 
dull  any  author's  conscience.)  Julie 
hears  of  this,  realises  that  llccklaw 
really  loves  her  ("  I  could  not  love  thee, 
dear,  so  much,"  etc.),  and  forgives  him. 
(And  presumably  herself  for  her  black- 
mail o£  Partington,  her  mercenary 
motives  in  marrying,  and  so  forth.) 

Much  of  the  dialogue  is  delightfully 
fresh  and  natural;  it  is  a  pity  that  it 
should  be  partially  spoilt  by  such  a 
theatrical  setting.  But  Mr.  HOFFE  takes 
iis  plot  quite  seriously,  and  them  an; 
scenes  of  the  utmost  pathos  in  the  Third 
Act ;  alas  that  they  should  leave  our 
rithers  absolutely  unwrung.  I  hope 
ffr.  FIoFFK  will  write  a  plain  strai<-ht- 
'orward  comedy  some  day,  for  ho  has 
he  gift  of  easy  dialogue. 


Mr.  CHARLES  HAWTREY,  as  Recklaw 
Poole,  was  all  that  Mr.  UAWTRET  always  is ; 
Mr.  VAXE  TEMPEST  waa  beautifully  him- 
self as  liiniself,  and  Mr.  ARTHUR  PL.IYFAIR 
was  particularly  excellent  as  the  Cafe 
proprietor — he,  at  any  rate,  had  stepped 
straight  from  life  on  to  tho  boards. 
Miss  MAY  BLAYNEY  gave  a  very  promising 
performance  as  Julie,  but  in  trying  to 
be  natural  was  too  conscious  of  both 
herself  and  us.  In  moments  of  passion 
and  pathos  she  was  much  more  at  her 
ease.  M. 


"  It  waa  publicly  said  of  him  tli.it  bo  was 
liilila  ...  as  having  given  a  plodgo  at 
one  place  to  go  to  the  poll  and  not  having  gone, 
and  not  to  go  lo  the  poll  at  another  and  having 
w.-nt."— The  Wettmintter  Gazette. 

But  we  have  all  went  like  this  in  our 
time. 

The  Times  Etigincerimj    Supplement 
on  the  new  Cunarder : — 

"  The  rudder  and  both  sets  of  steering  gear 
arc  below  the  water-line." 

Why  did  nobody  think  of  putting  the 

•nddcr  thoiv  before? 


In  an  advertisement  of  GnoBiiK  BELL 
&  SONS'  publications,  we  are  glad  to  see, 
under  the  head  of 

MASTERS  OF   L1TKUATURE. 
the  following  announcement  :  — 
CnesTEBTOX.    By  G.  K.  Chesterton. 


We  shall  now  know,  for  the  first  tinu\ 
what  Mr.  (  'm  MFIUIOX  thinks  of  himself. 
Only  a  few  more  days  to  wait. 

The  author  of  lioom!  —  a  new  novel 
published  by  GRKEXIXO  —  is  Mr.  WILLIAM 
CAIKE,  and  not  Mr.  HIM.  I'USB,  as  you 
might  think  from  the  title. 


"The  West,  by  fine  forward 
headway  from  the  drop  out,  and  the  "Honn 
were  coiled  on  to  defend  a  tine  trick.  DaTidaon 
found  a  duet  at  tho  corner  flag." — Edintmnjh 
Krcnlii'j  D'utpateh. 

How  very  technical  the  game  is  getting. 

"  His  height,  weight,  and  strength  make  him 
a  useful  player  in  any  company,  and  amongst 
choolboys  be  is  a  trident  among  minnows." 
The  Auttralatlan. 

Or,    as   one    might   say,    a    "hairpin 
among  winkles." 
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Sentry  (fiercely).  "HALT!     WHO  GOES  THERE?" — (Pause,  tlien  mi'dly) — "I  SAT,  YOTJ  mem  'ALT  WHEN'  I  ASKS  YOU. 


THE  LITTLE  BACK  NUMBER. 

I  WAS  glad  to  see  Werradaile  again,  but  I  could  not  help 
being  sorry  at  the  evident  signs  of  his  estrangement  from 
.  prosperity.  Three  years  had  made  a  lot  of  difference. 

We  talked  for  half  an  hour  about  the  weather,  the  old 
school  and  so  forth ;  then  we  came  to  the  point. 

With  my  well-known  presence  of  mind,  I  explained  that 
by  an  irony  of  fate,  while  it  was  the  one  thing  I  would  like 
to  do,  it  was  also  the  one  thing  I  could  not  do. 

"A  fiver  would  just  tide  me  over,"  he  continued,  ignoring 
my  attempt  to  close  that  channel  of  conversation.  "I  have 
had  a  disappointment  this  week  which  has  made  me  a  bit 
short.  I  have  been  rather  unlucky  over  Prince  OLAF." 

"Prince  OLAF?"  I  said.  "Oh,  yes,  the  little  Swedish 
Prince." 

"  Norwegian,"  he  corrected  me.  "He  has  just  come  over 
to  England." 

"Indeed!     I  didn't  know." 

"You  would  have  known  if  I  had  had  any  luck  ;  but  the 
papers  have  been  so  full  of  UEE  and  DUMI-HREYS  and  the 
weather  that  I  haven't  had  a  chance.  I  make  the  incidents 
about  Prince  OLAF,  you  know  ;  and  beyond  one  or  two  lines 
about  his  greeting  the  KING  on  his  arrival  I  haven't  placed 
anything  this  time.  I  made  over  £20  on  his  first  visit ;  my 
story  of  how  he  had  a  Guardsman  led  to  his  nursery  each 
morning  to  play  with  was  very  popular,  and  his  salute  at  the 
sound  of  the  National  Anthem — do  you  remember?— that 
went  down  splendidly.  And  I  did  fairly  well  out  of  his 
other  visits.  But  this  time,  after  I  have  spent  the  last  ten 
days  getting  stories  ready,  the  papers  won't  look  at  a  thing. 
It  is  very  unfortunate  for  me." 

"And  the  stories  that  the  papers  published,  and  that 
went  straight  home  to  the  nation's  heart,  were  not  true  ?  " 
I  asked,  with  indignation. 

"  Oh,  they  may  have  been.     I  kept  quite  close  to  the 


probable,  and  anyway  they  were  just  the  things  that  a  nice 
Prince  like  that  would  do.  I  suppose  I  shall  have  no  chance 
with  OLAF  until  he  is  old  enough  to  play  pranks  in  his  regi- 
ment. I  've  done  pretty  well  from  time  to  time  along  that 
line  with  the  German  Princes.  But  it  will  be  some  years  yet, 
and  I  can't  wait  until  then.  Could  you  manage  just  half-a- 
sovereign  ?  " 

MOTHER  SHIPTON  ON  THE  CRISIS. 

[Mr.  BERNARD  SHAW  has  astonished  the  literary  world  by  contributing 
a  preface  to  the  new  edition  of  Mr.  HALL  CAINE'S  last  novel.] 

WHEN  SHAW  shall  hunt  in  couples  with  CAIKE 
Sperm-whales  will  spout  in  Mincing  Lane. 

When  CAIXR  shall  hunt  in  couples  with  SHAW 

MILES  will  devour  cold  mutton  raw. 

When  SHAW  shall  hunt  in  couples  with  CAIXE 

MAX  BEERUOHM  will  imitate  WALTER  CRANE. 

When  CAISE  shall  hunt  in  couples  with  SHAW 

All  camels  will  cry,  "This  is  the  last  straw." 

When  SHAW  shall  hunt  in  couples  with  CAIXE 

The  Censor  will  come  by  his  own  again. 

When  CAIXK  shall  hunt  in  couples  with  SHAW 

Wild  asses  will  joyfully  murmur  "  Hee-haw  !  " 

When  SHAW  shall  hunt  in  couples  with  CAIKE 

There  will  be  waterspouts  in  Spain. 

When  CAIXE  shall  hunt  in  couples  with  SHAW 

Tlie  Merry  Widow  will  cease  to  draw. 

When  SHAW  shall  hunt  in  couples  with  CAINE 

LLOYD  GEORGE  will  fill  the  Round  Pond  with  champagne. 

When  CAINE  shall  hunt  in  couples  with  SHAW 

Mr.  PLOWDEX  will  cease  to  excite  a  guffaw. 

When  SHAW  shall  hunt  in  couples  with  CAINE 

The  British  Lion  will  shave  his  mane. 


KJH,   nn   TIIK   L<)\i)ON_CHARIVARr._x(lvEiiB«  3,  1909. 
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A   PLEASURE   DEFERRED. 

THE  BUDGET  (as  GUY  FAWKES).  "THEIR  LORDSHIPS  NOT  AT  HOME?    THEN"  I'LL  CALL  AGAIN'." 

HOUSE  OF  LORDS  FLUXKEY.  "ANY  MESSAGE?" 

THE  BUDGET  (as  GUY  FAWKKS).  "NO,  NO!    I  JUST   WANT  TO  BLOW  THEM  UP." 
[The  Commons  propose  to  finish  « itli  the  Budget  Bill  on  Guy  Fawkes  Day.    The  Lords  are  to  consider  it  on  the  twenty-eecond.] 


NOU.MDKR  :},  1909.] 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


319 


ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 

I'AIUMTKD  FROM  THE  DlART  OP  TOBT,  M.P. 

House  of  TMfds,  Monday,  Oct.  -~> 
Deathless  urigiiiality  of  our  heieditary 
legislator-;,  tlicir  lofty  contempt  of  the 
OOnmonplace,  illustrated  afresh  to-night. 
Scorning  delights,  they  have  spent 
laborious  days  with  Irish  Land  Bill. 
\\.i\i'  so  cut  it  up  in  Committee  that 
SAINT  AUGUSTINE,  regarding  tin;  com 
pletcd  work,  does  not  know  his  own 
child,  fn  genial  effort  to  assist  pat.  nil 
reci  ignition,  noble  lords  give  it  a  few 
iin  iv  hard  knockfl, 

To-day  it  conies  up  for  third  reading. 
Agreed  to  without  discussion  ;  and 
there  an  ond  on't,  you  suppose.  Which 
shows  you  don't  know  our  House  of 
Lords.  L)ii»  CHANCELLOR,  having  put 
ipiestion,  "That  the  Bill  be  now  read  a 
third  time,"  and  declared  "  The  Contents 
have  it,"  upgatDosouoHiiORE  and  moved 
quite  new  amendment  One  of  a  dozen 
that  stood  on  the  paper.  Had  something 
to  do  with  arrangement  by  which  pay- 
ment of  purchases  under  Act  was  to  be 
made  in  cash,  in  stock,  or  partly  in  each. 

MAYO,  with  characteristic  direct  nr- 
and  candour,  went  to  root  of  matter  in 
couple  of  sentences. 

"Landlords,"  said  he,  "do  not  look 
with  favour  on  payment  by  means  of 
stock.  They  look  with  very  great  favour 
on  cash  payments." 

A  murmur  sounding  uncommonly  like 
the  smacking  of  appreciative  lips  ap- 
proved this  noble  sentiment. 

CREWK  sat  forlorn,  conscious  of 
arid  waste  on  benches  behind  him. 
Pointed  out  that  amendment  would 
endanger  basis  oil  which  provision 
\vas  made  for  payment  of  purchase 
money.  But  what  would  you  ?  What 
MM'  any  more  walking  through 
lobbies,  one  of  a  maximum  of  thirty, 
returning  to  await  arrival  of  ultimate 
I'' vr  iii  jubilant  throng  of  five  score 
or  more  coming  back  from  Aye  lobby  ? 
So  amendment  after  amendment  was 
patched  on  travesty  of  Bill  that  left 
( 'ominous  a  few  weeks  ago  in  buoyant 
vigour. 

With  respect  to  one  of  them  CREWK 
pointed  out  how  it  would  hamper 
operation  of  Act,  plaintively  adding  : 
"  But  as  tho  noble  Earl  sets  great 
store  by  it  I  will  not  detain  your  ; 
Lordships  by  discussing  it." 

Hang  went  another  chunk  of  origi-  I 
rial  Bill.  In  the  end  motion  made  and  | 
agreed  to  "  that  the  Bill  do  pass." 

llasiness  done. — Wreck  of  Irish 
Land  Bill  towed  out  oil  its  way 
back  to  Commons. 

House  of  Commons,  Tuesday. —  I 
Whilst  Questions  \\eut  forward,  t 
uneasiness  manifested  on  faces  of 

peaceful     Members    seated    by    Mr.   U-HAMASIX PERSISTENCE  OF  TYPE 
UU.MNAX  r.    Learned  Member,  with  foot  (Lord  Lorebur.i  or  lord  Halsbury— which  '.•) 


"Talk  of  remnants,"  said  Winlcrton,  "  if  ho 
got  hold  of  Ure " 

crossed  over  knee,  was  rapidly  passing 
hand    backward     and    forward     upon 


h.-anl.    As  f.ir  JJM  it  c.,uld  be  caught 
I  like 

KM  Fi  Fo  Fate ; 
1  smell  the  Mi..  ite. 

Kxpl.ui.itii.ii  furthi  inning  when 
XAXT,  jumping  up.  .,,k.-d  I 'KI  M mil  "if 
he  would  put  some  curl)  upi  u  ih.- 
I-.IKD  Ai'Mx  ui:'.'"  I'irtun:  of  Mr.  URE 
with  liit  in  mouth,  led  about  by  PIIKVIILII, 
In-idle  in  band,  tickled  fancy  "of  I! 

;ll  in. id.'  no  ri-spmi,.!  to  tempting 
invitation.  l,'i  \iv\\r  not  to  be  disposed 
of  on  Mich  terms.  As  everybody  knows, 
LORD  Anvocui:,  least  emotional-looking 
man  on  Treasury  Bench,  been  going 
to  and  fro  .-ay ing  things  about  Old  Age 
Pensions,  Duke*  and  other  folk,  poor 
but  honest.  ItKuxvsr  thirsting  f  n- 
opportunity  to  be  at  him.  The  late 
Karl  CHATHAM'S  earnest  desire  for  closer 
contiguity  with  Lord  Sinvi  iu\,  a  d>  -in- 
reciprocated  by  his  noble  friend,  was 
nothing  compared  with  Mr.  Ih:»i 
yearning  to  have  his  lingers  in  the  LOUD 
AII\IH  UK'S  flowing  locks. 

"Talking  of  remnants,"  said  \Vi 
TON,    regarding    with    admiration    his 
bench  companion,  "  if  he  got  hold  of 
I'm:,  the  fragments  would  not  fill  any- 
thing like  six  baskets." 

Receiving  no  encouragement  from 
PREMIER,  REMNANT  appealed  to  SPEAKER. 
Asked  if  he  would  l>e  in  order  in  moving 
adjournment  of  House  in  order  to 
di>.-n~s  I>IRD  ADVOCATE'S  "scandal  ns 
uttera; 


upper  leather  of  boot  as  if  sharpening 
a  knife,    "*-" 


By  strange  coincidence,  FIINMS.  seated 

His  lips  moved ;  echo  of  refrain  '  on  benches  opposite,  equally  anxious  to 

di-c-n-s  the  subject.  Has  plac.-.l 
notice  of  motion  on  paper.  Doesn't 
mention  a  day  for  bringing  it  on. 
Practical  effect  the  same.  Other 
Members  disiring  to  hurry  up  the 
matter  find  the  way  blocked.  Thus 
the  SPEAKER  ruled. 

.So  REMNANT  dropped  back  in  his 
seat,  comforting  himself  with  re- 
sumption of  chant  and  of  the  little 
by-play  with  the  top-leather  of  his 
boot. 

Business  done. — Licencing  Clauses 
of  Budget  Bill  dealt  with  in  Com- 
mittee. FADER  draws  blood-curdling 
picture  of  Ministers  on  Treasury 
Bench  —  a  black -bearded,  high- 
booted,  many-pistolled  erew,  who 
have  run  aloft  the  Jolly  Roger  on 
which  in  blood-stained  letters  (fluid 
said  to  be  drawn  from  willing  M-ins 
of  LORD  ADVOCATE)  flaunts  the  legend 
"  Revenge,  not  Revenue." 

Thursday.  —  House     learns    with 
pained  surprise  that  at  meeting  of 
Council  of  Northumberland    Miners 
Association  BLBT  and  Fixwioc  have 
bad    notice    to    quit      Asms 
captured    by    Independent    Labour 
Men,  requires  that  henceforwai 
didates    whom    it   supports    at   the 
polls  shall  pledge  themselves  to  vote 
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AUTHORITIES  ox  THE  INGRATITUDE  OF  THE  LADOUR  PARTY. 
(Messrs.  Fenwitk  and  Hurt.) 


and  act  with  the  I.  L.  P.  In  other  words, 
instead  of  continuing  the  service  to  their 
constituents  and  the  British  Workman, 
conspicuously  and  successfully  rendered, 
in  BUM'S  case  for  thirty-five  years,  in 
FENWICK'S  for  nearly  a  quarter  of  a  cen- 
tury, they  shall  besome  automata,  toeing 
the  line  where  DON'T  KEIK  HARDIE 
chalks  it. 

As  might  be  expected,  the  sturdy 
Northumbrians  decline  proffered  posi- 
tion. By  overwhelming  majority  domi- 
nant wire-pullers  of  the  Association  BORT 
founded  and  has  given  the  best  years  of 
his  life  to  nurture,  bade  them  be  gone. 

Familiar  axiom  that  there  is  no  grati- 
tude in  politics.  Latest  testimony  to 
its  truth  goes  far  beyond  modern  ex- 
perience. BURT  was  the  first  genuine 
working  man  to  take  his  seat  in  House 
of  Commons.  The  MEMBER  FOR  SARK, 
retvirned  in  same  year  (1874),  and  like 
the  Member  for  Morpeth  since  uninter- 
ruptedly representing  same  constituency, 
well  remembers  sensation  created.  To 
the  working  man  it  was  of  inestimable 
value  that  the  experiment  should  have 
been  initiated  by  such  individuality. 
What  might  have  happened  was  later 
suggested  by  return  of  another  Labour 
Member  sent  to  Westminster  by  a 
Staffordshire  town.  A  vain  windy 
person,  he  represented  the  class  of  tub- 


thumpers  who  occasionally  (happily  only 
temporarily)  enthral  the  guileless  work- 
ing man,  nobbling  Trade  Associations, 
using  their  machinery  for  displacement 
of  worthier  men. 

From  the  first,  as  unto  this  last,  BURT 
habitually  kept  hims;-lf  in  the  back- 
ground, though  missing  no  opportunity 
of  coming  to  the  front  when,  interests 
of  his  fellow-workmen  were  at  stake. 
He  gradually  won  tho  esteem  and  con- 
fidence of  all  sections  of  the  House. 
There  is  to-day  no  Member  whose  rising 
in  debate  would  be  more  warmly  wel- 
comed, whose  counsels  would  have 
weightier  effect.  When  Mr.  G.  formed 
his  last  Ministry  he  amid  general  ac- 
claim made  the  Member  for  Morpeth 
Parliamentary  Secretary  of  Board  of 
Trade.  Coming  into  his  inheritance 
four  years  ago,  one  of  C.-B.'s  first  acts 
was  to  add  the  name  of  THOMAS  BCRT 
to  the  roll  of  Privy  Councillors. 

Thus,  in  Parliamentary  debate  and 
on  postal  address,  he  became  Right 
Honourable.  A  proud  distinction,  suffi- 
cient for  DIZZY  in  his  prime,  serving 
PEI:I.  and  GLADSTONE  to  the  last.  For 
BURT  it  was  confirmation  by  royal  grace 
of  habitual  circumstance.  He  was 
right  honourable  when,  at  the  age  of 
ten,  he  began  to  work  as  a  pit-boy. 
Right  honourable  he  has  remained 


A  TEIDMPH  OF  ANTIQUITY. 
Tlu  Winged  Victory  of  Tariplirace.     (Mr.  Dumphreys,  M.P.) 

in  every  phase  of  public  or  private 
life'. 

In  FENWICK  he  found  a  comrade  who 
stands  only  second  to  him  in  personal 
esteem  of  llouse.  For  nearly  a  quarter 
of  a  century  these  two  have  worked  to- 
gether in  the  best  interests  of  Labour. 
Now  for  all  reward  they  are  ignomin- 
iously  cast  forth  at  the  bidding  of  an 
alien  Trades  Union. 

Glad  to  know  they  mean  to  fight  it 
out.  Northumbrian  miners  may  be 
counted  upon  to  see  the  thing  properly 
through. 

Business  done. — Nearing  end  of 
Report  Stage  of  Budget.  Shall  finish 
to-morrow. 


From  a  catalogue : — 

"  Mycenaean  Pottery. — Ten  Pieces  of  Myce- 
mrtrn  Pottery  of  Extreme  Age  .  .  .  These 
interesting  relioes  arc  probably  fully  three 
hundred  years  old." 

How  time  flics  !  It  seems  only  yester- 
day that  Agamemnon  was  laid  to  rest, 
yet  it  is  ''  fully  300  years  ago  !  " 


Commercial  Candour. 

From  an  advt.  of  a  cafe  (in  the  pro- 
gramme of  the  Gaiety  Theatre,  Toronto) : 
"OPEN  TILL  MIDTIGHT." 
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THE    DIFFERENT   SIDES    OF   A    STORY.-No.    3. 

Lady  (idu>  has  jumped  on  lite  top  of  another).  "Sin-in  \\VM\\!     C'xsii:  nous  Jirsr  is  FRONT  or  UK.  AM>  M:UHY  <;ivi   UK  A  int.  mi. 


THE  JULIA  BUREAUCRATa 

MR.  STEAD'S  conversation  with  Dis- 
I:\KI.I,  in  the  course  of  which  the  august 
shade  advised  the  Lords  to  pass  the 
Budget,  is  but  one  of  many  of  his  dia- 
logues with  the  dead  which,  if  not  so 
happy  as  l.i  ClAS's,  lire  at  any  rate  more 
startling. 

As  a  niMttcr  of  fact,  the  spirits  spring 
up  in  Julia's  Bureau  with  such  rapidity 
(hat  even  Mr.  8n:\i>  has  difficulty  in 

Keeping   pare    With    tlll'lil. 

Of  what  (  'OKUKN  said  to  W.  T.  8.  with 
regard  to  t!ir  Bermondsey  Election  it  is 
loo  laic  to  speak;  but  lie  knew  to  ft  T 
(lie  |ireci.-r  position  on  the  poll  of  the 
genial  JACK  Di  MPHKKYS,  and  the  rumour! 
that  his  hist  words  to  W.  T.  S.  were1 
''Tell  him  on  no  account  to  shave"  is| 
inexact 

Another  recent  visitor  wa>  l»oin:s- 
PIERME,  with  vicw-f.  on  the  future  of  the 
lion,,-  of  Lords.  We  have  translated 
the  sea-green  ineorruptiMe's  French. 

W.  T.  S.  Mr.   I  >i-i;u:i.i,  who  wa-i  here  j 
the     other     day,      advised     the     I>n-ds 
to   pass    the    Budget     What    do    von 
think?" 

RoiiKSpiMnitK.  I  think  (je  fwjisc:  it  will 
be  very  dull  if  they  do. 


W.  T.  S.   Why  dull  ? 

ftOHSrasn.  Because  a  very  interest 
ing  (inti'ressant)  struggle  will  be  avoided 

W.  T.  S.  You  refer  to  that  l>etweei 
Lords  and  Commons? 

KOIIKSPIERRE.  1  do. 

W.  T.  8.  \Vhatd,.  you  ad  vise? 

lioiiESpiERHK.  I  advise  nothing.  It  is 
loo  late.  Events  must  take  their  course. 
But  I  hope  (j'cspi-rc)  for  a  conflict. 

\V.  T.  S.  And  then  ? 

ItoiiEspiERRE  (rulibittf/Jiis  liaiulx).  Then 
the  tumbrils. 

Following  upon  a  terrific  double 
knock  under  the  table — two  blows  that 
would  have  felled  an  ox — in  romped  the 
ghost  of  TOM  SAVERS,  the  prince  of  prize- 
fighters, with  some  very  pointed  <MIH- 
ments  on  the  coming  JEFFRIES-JOHN ->\ 
light. 

\V.  T.  S.  You  observe,  Mr.  SAY  i:  us 
that  a  meeting  has  at  last  been  arranged 
between  the  American  and  the  Herculean 
Negro. 

TOM  SAVERS.  Say  that  again. 
W.  T.  S.  Between  Jnn:n~  and  Joiiv- 
SDX,  the  Sable  Southern  Champion. 

ToM  S\YEIts.  You  mean  the  Itniinding 
Black.  Yes. 

W.  T.  S.  Could  \ou  tell  me  which 
will  br>  the  victor? 


TOM  Sum-.  Not  much.  Mr.  STK\I«. 
What  do  you  take  me  for?  If  anyone 
is  going  (o  profit  by  such  foreknowledge 
as  that,  it's  a  better  friend  I  i  me  than 
you  look  likely  to  be. 

Soon  after  TOM  had  di.-apjHMred,  in 
walked  LEOXAI:IK>  in  Vixri,  with  stalely 
tread. 

W.  T.  S.  Just  the  genius  I  wanted ! 
You  have  seen  Tlie  Time*  ? 

I.IO\M;KI.   I  h;ive  begun  to  take  it  in.  ' 

W.  T.  S.  Well  ? 

LKONAIIDO.  Well? 

W.  T.  S.  Have  you  no  sentiment.-  ? 

I. 'ox \rino.  Too  many  C'wkwjw  spoil 
the  broth. 

W.  T.  S.  Are  you  not  anxious  that  the 
praise  for  the  bust  should  be  rightly 
given ? 

LiDNMtm.  1 1  amuses  me  more  In  wait 
ind  watch. 

W.  T.  S.  I  liave  no  patience  with  such 
m  attitude. 

l.i-iNMiin.  You  are  out  of  t-orK  man. 
Try  KViiAitii  ('<«  kii  's  pill,. 

Ji  in,  t!ie  world  will  K-  gl.ul  to  know, 

hoping  momentarily  for  a  visit   from 
\VII.I.IAM  SiiAHspi.im: ;  alih-  u^h  Hi 
sounds  mort1  in  her  line, 

I'.M  'S,  it  i.-  .-aid.  has  refn.-i-tl  :..  attend 
ml'---  a  higher  fee  is  offered. 
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MORE  ESSAYS  IN  EULOGY. 

[Suggested  by  -1/r.  l.lotjd  George's  nagnifi- 
cent  jmiifgijrie  of  Mr.  Balfonr  as  one  of  the 
greatest  assets  and  luxuries  o/  the  House  of 
Commons.] 

SPEAKING  at  the  Animal  Banquet  of 
Amalgamated  Pianola  Flavors,  at  which 
Miss  Carrie  Morelli  was  the  principal 
guest,  the  tonst  of  the  evening  was 
proposed  by  Mr.  Allcane  in  a  speech 
of  extraordinary  eloquence  and  effusion. 
He  said  that  the  blind  and  doddering 
tribe  of  reviewers,  whose  fatuous  imbe- 
cility would  be  contemptible  if  it  were 
not  so  malevolent,  had  always  sought  to 
misrepresent  the  mutual  attitude  of 
Miss  Morelli  and  himself  and 
to  make  out  that  one  or  other 
or  both  were  animated  by  a 
spirit  of  internecine  rivalry.  So 
far  was  this  from  being  correct 
that  he  was  the  first  person, 
many  years  ago,  to  lend  his 
sister  artist  a  helping  hand 
and  assist  her  in  planting  her 
dainly  but  tottering  steps  on 
the  ladder  of  fame.  He  never 
repented  that  service ;  indeed 
he  was  proud  of  it.  He  and 
Carrie  —  might  he  call  her 
Carrie  ?  —  (Terrific  applatise, 
during  which  Miss  Morelli  sig- 
nified her  assent  with  a  beicitch- 
ing  inclination  of  her  tiara- 
crowned  head)—  did  not  always 
se3  eye  to  eye.  There  had 
been  occasions  on  which  she 
had  not  spared  his  feelings  but 
had  castigated  him  with  the 
lash  of  a  severe  but  salutary 
criticism.  But  that  did  not 
prevent  him  at  this  harmonious 
feast  from  expressing  with  a 
full  heart  his  sincere  con- 
viction that  Carrie  Morelli  was 
one  of  the  most  remarkable 
women  who  had  ever  lent 
additional  lustre  to  the  solar 
system.  In  the  words  of  the 
hymn: — 

Imagination's  widest  stretch 
]  H  wonder  dies  away 

ill  the  vain  attempt  to  render  justice  to 
her  sumptuous  intellect — (cheers) — her 
mellifluous  mentality  —  (Kentish  Fire) 
— her  gorgeous  and  supra-tropical  im- 
agination • 
plaiulits). 

Miss  Morelli,  rising  with  a  swanlike 
statelincss  that    greatly  added  to  the 


delicious  experiences.  In  conclusion 
she  expressed  her  grave  doubts  whether 
there  was  any  country  in  which  such 
a  speech  could  be  delivered  on  such 
an  occasion  and  on  such  a  subject 
except  this  country ;  and  whether  any 
man  could  have  made  such  a  speech 
who  was  not  a  Manxman. 


THE  NEW  GAMES. 

TDK  long  evenings  being  upon  us,  an 
emissary  of  the  P.  M.  G.  has  been  en- 
quiring into  what  has  been  done  to  help 
kill  them  by  the  ingenious  brains  that 
make  the  nation's  pastimes,  and  he  has 
discovered  at  least  one  treasure,  entitled 


"AVE,   CAESAR!    MORITURI 


SALUTAMUS." 


(prolonged  and  enthusiastic 


impressiveness  of  her  reply,  observed 
that  seldom,  if  ever,  had  a  famous 
authoress  occupied  a  more  embarrassing 


"  Temperanzo,"  which  lias  been  devised 
for  temperance  people  "  anxious  to  com- 
bine moral  instruction  with  entertain- 
ment. Played  with  a  numbered  dice  (sic) 
and  black  balls,  after  the  manner  of 
most  board  games,  the  iiltiniate  goal  is 
either  '  the  happy  home '  or  '  the  work- 
house ' ;  much  on  the  lines  of  '  The  Boy  : 
What  will  he  become?'  showing  the 
various  stages." 

Another  game,  called  with  equal  wit 
"  Racecorso,"  which  has  been  devised  by 
Mr.  Punch,  is  on  similar  lines ;  and 


near  to  satisfy  the  artistic  conscience  of 
makers  and  players  of  games — to  Mrs. 
r.\\Kin  IJST,  and  the  Geese  are  Liberal 
politicians.  There  is  also  a  "Fox  and 
Geese,"  in  which  the  Fox  is  labelled  the 
Censor  and  the  Geese  are  the  Dramatists. 
"Families,"  that  admirable  friend  of 
our  childhood,  also  breaks  out  in  several 
new  forms  Them  is,  for  example,  the 
"  Cabinet  Family,"  in  which  each  mem- 
ber of  that  body  is  supplied  (purely  for 
festive  purposes  and  enti:ely  without 
prejudice)  with  a  highly-coloured  help- 
meet of  grotesque  appearance  and  three 
comic  children.  To  complete  as  many 
of  these  apochryphal  families  as  may  be 
is,  of  course,  the  object  of  the  players. 

The  old  "Family  Coach'' 
has  been  brought  up  to  date 
under  the  title  of  "  The  Family 
Aeroplane,"  and  no  one  can 
emerge  from  the  rigours  of  this 
pastime  without  a  considerable 
knowledge  of  aerial  engineer- 
ing. Each  child  havingassumed 
his  or  her  part — one  being  the 
motor,  one  the  lifting  rud- 
der, one  the  steering  rudder, 
one  the  left  wing,  one  the 
right  wing,  one  the  lever, 
and  so  forth,  .1  he  narrative  is 
I  read  out  and  the  trencher  spun 
exactly  as  in  the  "  Family 
Coach." 

Among  the  new  puzzles, 
without  the  diverting  assistance 
of  which  it  would  be  practically 
impossible  to  get  through  such 
a  world  of  frustration  and  bad 
weather  at  all,  are  some  with 
such  attractive  names  as  "  Pop- 
Wczzle,"  "  Inky-Winky,"  and 
"Solbobs."  "Fop-Wozzle"isa 
convex  board  with  four  depres- 
*ions  at  each  end  at  d  four  steel 
balls.  The  thing  is  to  get  the 
b  ills  from  one  end  to  the  other 
without  touching  them,  merely 
by  raising  and  depressing  the 
board.  As  it  is  highly  polished 
and  has  no  raised  edge,  the 


position.      But  she  was   not   going  to  together    they   are  calculated    to    sow 
pretend  to  a  mock  modesty  which  she 
did  not  possess.     Praise  to  the  face  was 


trying,  but  when  it  was  laid  on  with 
the  trowel  of  merit  to  the  mcns  conscia 
recti  of  genius,  there  were  few  more 


the  most   valuable   seeds    in  whatever 
nurseries  they  are  played  in. 

An  excellent  topical  variety  of  "  Fox 
and  Geese  "  is  now  ready,  in  which  the 
Fox  bears  a  resemblance — sufficiently 


player  spends  most  of  his  time  on  the 
floor  picking  up  the  balls  ;  and  thus  the 
dreary  day  passes. 

And  Germany  ?  What  are  they  doing 
there  ?  What  form  does  the  strenuous 
life  take  with  which  we  are  thus  frivolously 
occupied  ?  Well,  many  of  these  games 
are  made  in  Germany. 


"  But  it  was  a  hopeless  matter  to  try  to  drive 
the  camel  of  landlordism  through  a  needless 
eye." 

The  humps  of  unearned  increment  would 
stick  in  the  least  uncalled-for  eye. 


Horrible   Tragedy  in   Private   Life. 
"ASTRAL   BODY. — Of   course,   the  treatment 
prescribed  was  meant  for  the  hi^)s  and -would 
not  do  for  the  lips  at  all." — Hearth  and  Hon,e. 


NOVEMBER  3,  1909.]  -PUNCH,    OR    THE    LONDON    CHARIVARI. 


Candidate  fur  part  of  Juliet  (to  Manarjcr  of  Sltak»pearcan  company).  "On,  IE*,  Ms.  STOEMER,  I' it  AWFULLY  COSE  on  SBAISTEAIE'S 

F.      D'lOU   KNOW,  I  THINK  I1E 'S  A   MAN   IN  A  THOUSAND  !  " 


AN   INDEX    EXPURGATORIUS 
For  Mrs.  Beeton's  Cookery  Book. 

[Dr.  CHARLES  HEYDEMANN  maiiitains  that 
human  character  is  transformed  by  the  food 
eonramed,  e.g.,  that  the  piggisuuess  of  the 
Englishman '8  morning  grunt  is  traceable  to  his 
breakfatt  of  Iwron.  \Ve  liavo  thus  a  fresh 
illustration  of  tho  old  proverb  that  ho  who 
drinks  boor,  thinks  beer.j 

SAYS  the  Teuton,  "Man  ist  was  cr  iszt" — 
^  If  you  a iv  what  you  eat,  have  a  care ! 
There  are  dangers  that  lurk  in  tho  list 
Of  the  dishes  your  chef  may  prepare. 

If  sober  behaviour  's  your  rule, 

"  Tipsy    cake "    you    should    utterly 
spurn ; 

Don't  dally  witli  "toad-in-the  hole," 
Or  a  snob  you  will  certainly  turn. 

"Hasty  pudding  "  will  teach  you  to  scold ; 
You'll   be    silly    with   "  bubble-and- 

squeak  "  ; 
"Devilled  kidneys"  will  make  you  too 

bold, 

And   an    "  angel  -on-  horseback  "    too 
meek. 

"Apple  hedgehog"  will  cause  you  to  fret ; 
"Spotted   dog"  with  a  snarl  you'll 

deplore ; 
"Half-pay  pudding"  will  drive  you  to 

debt, 

And  with  chestnuts  you  '11  rank  as  a 
bore. 


Think  twice  ere  you  let  a  menu 
Transmute  you  to  items  you  munch  ! 

One  exception    we'll   make — you  may 

brew 
A  jovial  jorum  of  Punch  ! 

PETTICOAT  PRINTS. 

[Mrs.  J.  R.  GREEN  has  assorted  that  \\< <im  i 
form  the  majority  of  newspaper  readers,  and 
complained  that  journalists,  in  the  preparation  uf 
newspapers,  thought  only  of  men.] 

SAY  not  the  fair  has  been  forgotten 

By  all  that  broach  the  midnight  ink  ; 

Though  half  the  morning  press  be  rotten, 

The  "  ha'p'nnies  "  know  how  women 

think: 
If  they  despise  the  hand  that  holds  the 

cotton 
Then  strike  me  pink. 

Lo!  how  the  careless  eye  meanders 
From  news  of  statesmen  and  police 

To  boudoir  tips  and  toilet  candour-, 
And  remedies  for  facial  crease, 

And,  interspersed  with  stuffing  for  the 

ganders, 
The  sauce  for  &• 

Here  shall  you  find  what  arts  demolish 
The  pimple  (o'er  your  breakfast  cup)  ; 

What  fashion's  latest  whims  abolish 
And  what  demand,  and  where  to  sup ; 

The  way  to  peel  potatoes  and  to  polish 
Tiaras  up. 


Here    is    the    nymph's    delight,    the 

"shocker," 

Telling  how  ttuy,  the  baleful  Bart., 
Stole  papers  from  Lord  Ed  win's  lor  1-. 

And  (oh,  be  still,  poor  panting  heart !) 
Virtue  shall   triumph  yet,  beneath  the 

soccer, 
In  Monday's  part. 

Nay,  when  I  contemplate  the  leaders. 
The  foreign  items  planned  to  thrill, 

The  interview  that  tells  our  readers 
How  Mr.  Tii  hi  is  (that  lion  quill) 

\\'<  li -onied  our  young  reporter  at  "The 

Cedars" 
On  Streatham  Hill, 

Showed  him  his  sanctum  and  his  kitien. 

lievialed  his  dietetic  rules — 
I  sometimes  wonder  if  they  "re  written, 

These  papers,  not  for  trousered  fools. 
But    solely    for     the    demoiselles    of 
Britain 

At  boarding  schools. 


The  record  for  the  splitteet  among 
infinitives  has  just  been  broken  in  a 
lease  granted  by  the  Australia 
ment  to  two  gentlemen  "to  bona-tide 
mil  to  the  satisfaction  of  the  Colonial 
Secretary  for  the  time  being  in  office 
commence  the  industry  of  a  turtle  farm." 
Wake  up.  England. 
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OUR    BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By  Mr.  Punch's  Staff  of  Learned  Clerks.) 

HuTOiixsoN,  who  publish  it.  arc  confident  that 
Mr.  W.  B.  MAXWELL'S  new  book,  Seymour  Cliarltou,  "will  be 
recognised  as  one  of  this  popular  author's  finest  efforts." 
That,  for  a  publishers'  announcement,  strikes  me  as  un- 
usually modest.  They  might  have  said  much  more  without 
going  beyond  the  mark.  Seymour  <'!/•! rllon  is  a  powerful 
satire  on  contemporary  life  in  high  places,  which  combines 
the  grand  manner  of  better  days  with  the  keen  insight  and 
extensive  and  peculiar  information  which  is  the  boast,  but 
not  always  the  posssssion,  of  the  modern  journalist.  It  is 


for  tliis,  for  I  should  feel  far  more  confidence  in  using  slang 
myself  if  I  were  certain  that  it.  was  not  merely  the  language 
of  decadence,  but  the  natural  effervescence  of  these  hardy 
Suffolk  salts.  

In  the  tale  of  Denis  Yorl;e'.«  school  life — which  is  not  the 
least  impressive  part  of  The  First  Hound  (METIIUEN) — Mr. 
ST.  .loiix  LICAS  starts  "one  up"  on  most  writers  of  school 
stories,  and  wins  the  realistic  medal  by  about  i-even  up  and 
six  to  play.  Unfettered  by  the  thought  that  be  is  writing 
for  boys  to  read,  he  has  not  attempted  to  gloss  over  the 
unpleasant  side  of  school-life.  Heiv,  as  he  sees  it,  i.-.  a 
faithful  picture  of  a  public  school,  and  parents  possessing 
boys  of  artistic  instinct  may  be  advised  to  study  it  earefullv. 


all  about  shams,  political  shams,  social  shams,  business  |  For  a  few  moments  f  suspected  that  Denis  was  going  from 
shams,  and,  generally  speaking,  the  futilities  of  life,  in  whose  |  school  to  Oxford— and  I  quivered.  But  Mr.  LUCAS  avoids 
temple  Seymour  Charlton,  a  lord,  an  Uncler-Secretary  of  j  all  bunkers  in  The  First  Hound.  Denis,  a  boy  with  music 
Shite,  and  almost  a  Cabinet  Minister,  serves  religiously  as  j  bubbling  out  of  him,  does  not  go  to  Oxford, "but  (after  a 
an  imposing  but  sham  and  futile  high-priest.  There  are  [  brief  and  depressing  time  in  the  office  of  a  local  solicitor)  to 
times  when  lie  badly  —  —  l^ondon,  where  after 

wants  kicking,  and   at    ,  — — — i     many  experiences  bitter 

last,    I   rejoice    to   say,  <^,~  and     sweet,     he     ulti- 

fate    does    succeed     in  ^WA  mately  learns  his  lesson, 

"catching    him    bend-  V\  "  One  against  the  world 

ing,"    and   abruptly  B\  will  always  win"   was 

brings     him      to      his  g  his  motto,  and  estranged 

senses  and  the  arms  of  from  his  narrow-minded 

his  neglected   but   for-  [•'  ^  „,.  father   his  egotism   in- 

giving  wife.     There  are     $si»g-4    u  .,  •$&&$ii&i$Ju  V — T^  creased    until    lie    was 

sand  words  and  a  very                                      ~B  ^  l/^^J&^'^lSfii   -  lised  himself,  however, 

large  number  of  charac-                                    Ji*                                                      ^jt^-  (Tjjlv  just    when    success    in 

(  ters  in  the  book,  but  it  jfl^r*  ^  *i  /^--~~-~-^^\               -•  "^  t''ie  wor^  °f  music  was 

]  is  not  a  line  too  long.  ($&*$*    '  L^^Rl .  ^W»\  /            -^^    -J\f  \  assured    to    him,    and 

I  suspect  Mr.  J,  E.  A;    laFfc  UPl  H ro^J  UW"W                 (d^flrak^^^  and  llis  selnsQness   ^ 

PATTERSON  of   not   only  araEr     afjfl   l?*w!iSP  Mr^^C                    USsliR^dC-Jk.  returned   to  the    home 

writing  his  books  with-  f^Jg¥      Wtt  W  S^(  iPS  MW1^   ^  ""       I/^^I^V^  which  he  had  left  and 

in  earshot  of  the  brine,  iMJJ  W-"%w\n  / 1  m    (D  nfCsT  j^<  >S4              VlWiji       X/r'/  lot  he  father  who  needed 

but  of  reading  them  out  '* Ivl._hg^]S^  uafv  J^-'^.rsPjvfi            U^\              vl  '1'm'     ^°  some  reac^ers 

loud  to  the  waves,  for  ...       WWr^^^XnB^            «L5^il!t  '       u      \V           )  I  tn's   mav  seem  au    m- 

uothing   else  could  ex-  ~»-r'"          ^^  ^^St^^    — ~"  H     ^fSMj^-'l  adequate    finale   to    an 

plain   the   looseness   of  —  ~                                                  ^4.-                          '^f^vi^^y^  unusually    brilliant. 

liis construction  and  the  book,  but  to  me  it  is  at 

frequency  of  his  hang-     I  <.*<>-m~^ ,^ 1  once  artistic  and   true. 

ing    nominatives.      lie  f/      fc  Plwl         lier  (fo  cr.raWe}.  "Y,:s,  YOUR  EXPRESSION  is  ALL  BIGHT,  BUT  YOUR  Mr-  LUCA.S  is   a  master 

lias  to  get  in  as  much  FACF  ,'s  OUT  QF'TUK  PICTVIIE."  "  ul     the    expression    of 

as  he  can,  you  see,  in  a  —  —  temperament,    and    he 


breath  before  the  breaker  crashes  on  to  the  beach.  Any 
way,  there  is  no  denying  that  he  has  caught  the  "  surge 
and  thunder  "of  his  foreground,  and  is  quite  as  much  at 
home  on  (or  just  off)  the  East  coast  as  a  herring  would  be. 
\\' ateliers  bij  the  Shore  (METHCHf)  is  a  novel  of  primitive 
emotions  aud  uneducated  people,  whose  story  has  value 


treats  Bohemian  London  with  both  love  and  justice.  The 
First  Hound  is  by  no  means  a  short  one,  but  I  was  far 
from  being  tired  at  the  end  of  it. 


Richard  Noy  "  divided  women  roughly  into  those  who  had 
and  those  who  had  not  '  It.'  "    (He  didn't  really  do  it  roughly, 


because  it  is  touched  with  the  rude  grandeur  of  their  sur-  of  course;  that  is  merely  a  figure  of  speech).     "It"  was 

roundings.     The  author  has  sternly  resisted  the  temptations  something   indefinable  yet  quite  perceptible.      The  women 

of  conventional  melodrama,  for  the  betrayer  of  his  heroine,  a  he  felt  he  could  be  in  sympathy  with  had  It,  and  yet  he 

man  with  some  very  contemptible  moments,  turns   over  a  deliberately   married   one   without.      The    Intruding   Angel 


new  leaf  and  marries  her  in  the  end,  whilst  her  "adopted  " 
father,  who  threatens  to  murder  the  villain  (and  very  nearly 
dues  murder  his  brother  as  the  supposed  offender),  becomes 
finally  his  friend  and  boat-mate.  The  character  of  Joan  is  a 
little  colourless,  but  those  of  Gideon,  her  protector,  Ilulduh, 
his  superstitious  wife,  and  Knut,  the  "wise  man"  (I  am  glad 
there  are  really  people  called  "  Knut  ")  are  excellent  studies. 
For  the  most  part,  too,  Mr.  PATTERSON'S  fishermen  do  not 
unduly  philosophise,  and  their  verbal  "dialectic"  is  very 
plausible.  This  makes  it  the  more  surprising  to  me  that  the 
words  "ripping,"  "bounder"  and  "rot"  are  all  put  into  their 
mouths.  I  should  like  to  know  whether  there  is  authority 


ClIi'iisT  and  BUCKBTT),  by  Mr.  CHARLKS  MARRIOTT,  is  his 
st.jry,  and  whether  because  of  his  selection  of  the  wrong  girl, 
or  because  of  his  rather  tedious  habit  of  introspection  in 
which  the  author  encourages  him,  it  failed  to  excite  my  very 
deep  interest.  "  The  intruding  angel  "  is  the  lady  he  ought 
to  have  married,  only  she  doesn't  intrude  until  too  late,  and 
then  she  is  rather  too  soulful  (though  common  sense  is  her 
strong  point),  and  a  little  bit  of  a  nuisance.  I  found  both 
her  and  Richard  unconvincing.  Each  is  so  terribly  good 
at  answering  the  other's  questions  before  they  have  been 
uttered  that  I  couldn't  help  suspecting  that  the  author 
gave  them  the  tip. 
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CHARIVARIA. 

M.W  clul)   i.s  lx<'uig  ioundedi  the 
of  wliic.li  arc  to  bo  known  by 
niiiiiliri-s.     Tin-  idea,  we  believe,  is  bor- 
I'rom  our  prisons,  which  for  cheer- 
fulness    and     sociability    compare     BO 
favouralil\  with  some  of  our  clubs. 

V 

''One  of   the  tragedies  of  the    light 
against  property,"  sa\  s  Mr.  Kicm  HAIIIHK, 

i  at  the  lower  you  get 
in  the  scale  the  less  people 
seem  able  to  help  themselves." 
This  comes  rather  ungra- 
ciously from  Mr.  HAKDIE  so 
soon  after  one  of  the  class 
referred  to  had  helped  liim- 
sclf  to  his  watch.. 


'A  meeting  of  the  members 
of  the  Duma  has  decided  to 
invite  a  delegation  of  the 
Itritish  House  of  Lords  and 
House  of  Commons  to  visit 
Uussia  next  spring.  These 
ignorant  foreigners  evidently 
do  not  know  that  there  will  be 
no  House  of  Lords  next  spring. 

V 

"I  have  not  sold  so  much 
wliiskey  as  I  anticipated," 
said  Mr.  LLOYD  GEOIIQE.  This 
is  not  the  only  sign  that  his 
Budget  has  sobered  people. 

It  does  not  seeru  to  have 
been  generally  noticed  that 
with  a  quaint  sense  of  fitness 
the  portrait  of  Mr.  STEAD 
which  appeared  in  The  Daily 
Chronicle  on  the  date  of  the 
publication  of  one  of  his 
spook  interviews  was  drawn 
by  a  COFFIN.  „,  * 

It  is  thought,  by  the  way, 
that  one  effect  of  the  enter- 
prise of  The  Daily  Chronicle 
will  be  that  many  distin- 
guished persons,  before  pass- 
ing away,  will  issue  an 
authoritative  statement  cau- 
tioning the  public  that  it  is 
not  their  intention  to  grant 
any  interviews  after  death, 
and  stigmatising  any  that  may  be  pub- 
lished as  mere  journalism. 

V 

We  are  glad  to  hear  that  Mr.  FRANK 
HiciiAitiisoN  is  making  satisfactory  pro- 
gress. He  is,  we  understand,  of  the 
opinion  that,  had  he  not  been  ill  at  the 
time  of  the  Bermondsey  election,  Mr. 
DuMi'iiKKYS  and  his  whiskers  would  not 
now  be  in  the  House  of  Comm  •>!:--. 

v 

The  Inglesham  Hate  Book  ha-  been 
destroyed  by  a  couple  of  puppies.  We 
understand  that  the  excuse  given  by  the 


delinquent!  \vas  tint,    not  being  profi- 
cient readers,  they  thought  the  titl 


•It'.t    IfcK.k." 


V 


terrorising  a    district    near    Mar- 
wear  masks  of  crape,  us  a  token,  w 
it,  of  coniidi'ration  rc»i#tttint*e  for  their 

victims.  ,  » 

* 

Mrs.  ALHII.I-  I.HIIXTOX  has  written  a 
1'iiracle  play.     Thin  should  prove  a  great 
_   Ji  r  we  understand  that  it  needs 

ordinary   microscopes,   1ms    caused    no  a  miracle  n  •  make  a  play  pay. 


The  announcement  that  a  Fundi 
savant  has  invented  an  instrument  which 
renders  it  possible  to  see  microbes  wliich 
have  hitherto  been  invisible  through 


little  annoyance  to  the  genus  concerned, 
who  only  ask  to  be  left  alone.     We  are  | 


Dr.  BODIK  would  like  it  to  be  known 
that  he  is*  not  connected  in 
any  way  with  Dr.  BOOK,  who 
is  alleged  to  have  been  bested 
in  the  matter  of  a  bu-t. 

V 

In  (Ircat  Britain,  it  is  said, 
there  are  1,250,000  super- 
fluous women.  A  corrc- 
pondeut  writes  to  know  if 
this  figure  comprises  all  the 
Suffragettes. 

V 

The  ground  floor  of  a  build- 
ing in  the  Strand  which  i- 
decorated  by  a  number  of 
nude  figures  has  been  op 
as  a  hatter's,  but  those  per- 
sons who  objected  to  the 
statuary  are  still  crying  out 
that  this  hardly  meets  the  case. 


Despondent  Individual  (to  the  jenny  irtiieu  lie  lias  tliroicn  into  the 
Serpentine  after  tossing  "  Heads  I  M/.r,  t<i  UK  I  don't  "—the  rttult  bring 
heads).  "TiiERK!  sow  YOU  CAN  SKE  'ow  roc  LIKE  IT  THIS  WEITIIER  ! " 

\Saunten  off. 


A  contemporary  announced 
that  its  next  issue  would,  "  in 
addition  to  its  many  attr.n  live 
features,  contain  n  coloured 
cartoon  of  Mr.  F.  E.  SMITH." 
The  introduction  of  the  word 
"other"  before  "attractive" 
would  perhaps  hare  I- -en 
more  tactful. 


"history  is  useless  if  we  do 
not  learn 'from  it  the  Won  lli«t 
the  advanced  wing  of  a  party 
always  huatleM  the  moderates  out 
<if  their  place,  or,  in  colloquial 
language. '  the  tail  wags  the  dog.' " 
—  The  Timei. 

Rut  why  is  it  more  collo- 
quial to  be  wagged  by  a  tail 
than  to  be  hustled  by  a  wing? 


Commercial  Candour. 
A   linn   of   tailors,  talking 
in   a   circular  of  the  "tradi- 
tion of  reticence  in  our  class 


sorry,  little  microbes,  but  this  is  an  age 
of  publicity,  and  we  fear  you  will  liave 
to  go  with  the  stream 


* 


Berlin,  we  are  told,  possesses  a  black 
t a \icab  driver.  This  surely  is  the  ideal 
colour  for  a  chauffeur,  enabling  him 
to  emerge  from  an  examination  of  the 
underneath  of  his  car  with  unimpaired 
complexion. 


V 


Frenchmen  are  nothing  if  not  senti- 
mental, and  we  are  not  surprised  to  read 
that  a  gang  of  highwaymen  who  are 


of  trade"  (tympa'hclic  rhcrr*)  says :- - 


IWomew  have  told  u»  that  it  ww 
time  before    they   discovered    that    we   were 
tailors  at  all." 


Great  Thought*. 

'•DEATH -KM: ii.  or  TIII.  HrixiET.— Mr.  tt.  8. 
Home,  the  pro-iK-c'ivi-  fnionist  candidate  far 
Stirlingsliur.    s,.,,king  at    Bannorkborn    I 
night,  said   that   Hermond»er  had  aigned  th» 
death-knell  of  llie  BudRet." 

KdMurgli  t .rrnimj  bevt. 

We  know  nothing  of  this  signature,  but 
the  sounding  of  the  knell  (if  any)  may 
sifely  l>eleft  tea  H 
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THE    QUESTION    OF    THE    HOUR. 

[It  is  rumoured  th:it  the  belter  rlass  of.  women  are  in  revolt  against 
the  "turban"  style  of  coiffure,  and  desire  to  revert  to  the  old  system  of 
pin-curls.] 

LET  Liberals  sing  (or  even  roar 

While  I  am  :  till  upon  my  feet) 
The  praise  of  Members  who  ignore 

Fair  Hay  -when  suffering  from  the  heat ; 
Ix;t  Tory  minstrels  intimate 

Whose  was  the  shield  that  wauled  cleaning 
When  Scot  met  Scot  in  grim  debate 

With  yet  a  tbird  Scot  intervening  ;  — 

For  me  I  loose  a  loftier  therne, 

Shall  live  when  Lethe's  tides  obscure 
(Like  memories  of  an  ugly  dream) 

The  episode  of  Mr.  URI-:  ; 
To  wider  issues  I  am  wed, 

L?ss  crudely  banal,  less  suburban, 
And  ask,  Shall  Woman  have  her  head 

Swathed  in  a  horrid  hairy  turban  ? 

Shall  Woman  take  it  lying  down, 

And  cringe  to  Fashion's  dumped  decree, 
Taught  how  to  titivate  her  crown 

By  mannequins  from  over-sea? 
What !  shall  our  sisters  tuke  their  tone 

From  stuff  that  France  decides  to  sell  'em, 
Reckless  of  what  becomes  iheir  own 

Peculiar  style  of  cerebellum  ? 

/ 

I  hear  the  hoarse  appeal  go  out : — 

England  !  .how  long  before  we  tire 
Of  twists  and  twiddles  roped  about 

A  skt  tchy  scaffold-work  of  wire  ? 
Put  off,  put  off  your  alien  "swirls," 

Resume  the  arts  that  better  fit  you — 
Those  little  inexpensive  curls 

With  pins  to  keep  'em  stuck  in  situ. 


0.  S. 


AN    INTERESTING    LITTLE    COUNTRY. 

GREECE,  a  country  which  has  been  much  in  the  public 
eye  of  late,  is  a  land  of  no  little  interest,  with  quite  a  history 
of  its  own. 

Long  before  you  and  I  were  born,  dear  reader,  its 
inhabitants  evinced  an  intelligence  which,  considtring  the 
remoteness  of  their  time  from  our  own  day,  with  its 
intellectual  advantages,  must  be  designated  as  little  short 
of  remarkable.  Greece,  in  fact,  is  a  veritable  home  of  song 
and  story,  and  its  artistic  achievements  might  put  to  the 
blush  even  the  works  of  some  of  our  modern  artists. 

This  rugged  little  country,  whose  shores  were  then  lapped 
by  the  blue  waters  of  the  Mediterranean  just  as  they  are 
to-day,  had  its  poets,  its  authors,  its  philosophers,  its  artists 
its  orators,  its  dramatists,  and  its  mil  tary  geniuses  literally 
thousands  of  years  ago  (this  is  no  exaggeration),  many  of 
whom  would  have  compared  favourably  in  their  own  parti- 
cular callings  with  our  own  Mr.  HAH  LD  BKGBIE,  Mr.  WILLIAM  LE 
QUEUX,  Mr.  G.  K.  CIIESTERTON,  Sir  HUBERT  HERKOMEII,  Mr.  UitE, 
Mr.  SOMERSET  MAUGHAM,  and  Sir  ROBERT  BADEN-POWELL. 

The  Greeks  were  not  only  a  remarkably  intelligent  people, 
they  were  physically  a  fine  race  of  men.  Although  golf, 
cricket,  football,  and  other  of  our  popular  games  were  not 
known  to  them,  they  devoted  much  time  to  athleticism,  and 
it  is  no  secret  that  our  own  word  Marathon  had  its  origin 
in  Grecian  legend. 

If  they  were  not  altogether  orthodox  in  their  theological 
outlook,  they  were  distinctly  religious,  their  multiplicity  o!' 


deities  keeping  them  ever  on  the  alert  for  the  complete 
performance  of  their  devotional  obligations.  Certainly  in 
the  temples  that  they  reared  they  were  not  wanting  in  a 
sense  of  the  dignity  that  befits  the  building  in  which  one's 
public  religious  duly  is  performed.  The  Parthenon  is  the 
name  of  one  of  these  temples,  and,  all  things  considered, 
it  does  great  credit  to  the  somewhat  primitive  people  that 
erected  it.  It  is  a  question  whether  many  of  our  building 
contractors  of  the  present  day,  with  their  mortar-mixing 
machines,  steam  cranes,  and  other  modern  inventions, 
could  greatly  improve  upon  this  structure. 

Finally,  in  all  matters  of  taste,  the  Greeks  of  old  came 
very  nearly  up  to  the  standards  of  our  day. 


A    STUDY    IN    LIGHT    GREEN. 

IN  connection  with  the  rumour  that  Mr.  GuDBTOm  i.s  to 
be  appointed  h'rst  Governor  of  United  Smith  Africa,  The 
Westminster  Gazette  has  been  rebuking  The  Times  for  its 
"partisan  attack"  upon  that  gentleman.  To  the  perfect 
partisan,  of  course,  all  things  are  partisan,  and  it  may  not 
have  occurred  to  The  Westminster  that  The  Times  might,  in 
considering  this  rumoured  appointment,  have  conceivably 
criticised  Mr.  GLADSTONE  on  his  actual  merits.  It  would  be 
instructive  to  apply  The  Westminster's  methods  of  rebuke 
to  one  of  its  own  paragraphs  appearing  on  the  same  day 
and  page,  and  running  as  follows  :  — 

"Lord  TIVEIITON,  Lord  HALSHUKY'S  son  a:~d  heir,  who  has  been 
adopted  as  Tariff  Reform  Candidate  for  Carmarthen,  has  hitherto  shown 
more  interest  in  the  stage  than  in  politics.  Under  the  name  of 
'  Oliver  Bath,'  it  may  be  remembered,  he  wrote  a  musical  comedy 
ent  tied  Naughty  Naney,  which  was  produced  some  years  ago  at  the 
Savoy  Theatre  without  exactly  setting  the  adjacent  river  on  fire. 
Perhaps,  however,  LorJ  TIVERTON,  who  is  not  yet  thirty  ,  will  do  better 
at  St.  Stephens." 

Let  us  take  ourselves  very  seriously  and  pay  The  West- 
minister the  flattery  of  imitation.  Let  us  use  its  rebuke  to 
The  Times  for  our  model,  and  see  what  can  be  done  by  way 
of  rebuke  for  this  "  partisan  attack  "  on  Lord  TIVERTON  :— 


will  «*  be 


-  It  seems  to  us  that,  since  .  w     «      e 

for   some   months,   the   whole   discussion  is  premature,  but   it  is  not 
premature  to  protest,  as  we  do,  in  the  strongest  possible  way  ag.iinst 

f  Ix>rd  TIVERTON'S  election 
this  attempt  to  prevent  j  ^   GLADSTONES  appointment 


do  not  for  a  moment  say  that  -j  ,i  frtDTONK' •  record  is  above 
criticism,  but  we  do  say  that  it  is  singu'arly  unfair  and  ungenerous 
to  write  him  down  as  a  failure  in  order  to  prevent  his  po.-sible 
I  election  for  a  great  Welsh  constituency. 
\  appointment  to  a  high  Imperial  ottice. 


We   are  confident   that 


1  not  be  misled  by  a  I)artisa:1  attack  into 


r  (  Lord  TIVERTON. 
any  the  worse  of  |  M].  .  OLADSTONE... 


"The  Daily  News  "and  tlia  Peers. 

Ko  other  paper,  not  even  the  penny  ones  on  the  Tory 
ide,  had  had  wind  of  it.  To  The  Daily  News  alone  has 
been  confided  the  information  that  "three  hundred  Peers 
have  intimated  to  Lord  Lansdowne  their  intention  of  voting 
against  the  second  reading  of  the  Finance  Bill."  One  pictures 
each  of  the  three  hundred  (how  oligarchic  d  it  souuds  !) 
stealing  up  Bouverie  Street  under  cover  of  darkness  and  the 
guns  of  II. M.S.  Buzzard,  to  impart  the  confidential  news 
to  our  neighbour  over  the  way.  What  a  thing  it  is  to  be  011 
terms  of  private  intimacy  with  so  many  members  of  that 
exclusive  body,  the  Peerage! 
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AN   ATMOSPHERE   OF  MISTRUST. 

BBITAXSU.  "I    HEAil    THERE'S    A    GOOD    DEAL    OF    Pb  -    IN    TOE    SERVICE.       TKLL   ME    WHAT   YOU 

THINK  OF  IT  IN  THE   WARD-ROOM." 

X.u.u.    OH-I.:KII.    "WELL,   MADAM,    \VH    THINK    A    LOT,  BUT    WE    MAKE   IT  A   Rl'LE  NOWA1'\  TAIJC 

lJT   THESE   THINGS." 


10,  1909.]  PUNCH.   OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI 


SOCIETIES    WE    ADMIRE    (BUT    DO    NOT    BELONG    TO).-No. 

THE  SOCIETY  FOR  SECURING  UNDISTURBED  MEALS  FOR  TBS  WEE  BIRDIES  or  LONDON. 


I. 


A  GAMBOLLING  BEANO. 
AN  addition  to  the  already  existing 
facilities  for  gambling  has  just  been 
invented,  we  regret  to  say,  by  Mr.  CI'RIL 
MAII>E,  and  in  the  interest  of  BO  inno- 
eeut  a  charity  as  the  Actors'  Orphanage. 
The  proceed  ings  are  fatally  simple. 
Each  sportsman  first  lassoes,  bird-limes, 
waylays,  or  otherwise  catches  a  Mexi- 
can jumping  bean,  which  he  then 
matches  against  the  other  players'  beans 
in  the  middle  of  some  concentric 
circles  drawn  upon  a  heated  plate. 
The  owner  or  trainer  of  the  bean  which 
first  jumps  the  outer  circle  takes  (lie 
pool. 


We  have  here  the  alarming  prospect 
of  our  hitherto  unsullied  Englishmen's 
Homes  being  turned  into  little  Monte 
Carlos  by  this  insidious  game  of  chance. 
The  blameless  firesides  of  Baron's  Court 
and  Golder's  Green  will  alike  rever- 
berate with  the  hoarse  cry  of  the 
croupier  announcing  "La  fere  e»t 
saittse — rien  nc  va  plus  !  " 

The  guileless  mothers'-meeting  of  the 
Smart  Set  known  as  a  "  beanfeast  "  will 
licucefonvard  acquire  a  sinister  signifi- 
cation, while  to  give  a  person  beans  will 
be  to  consign  him  to  utter  perdition. 

There    are    still    other    and     darker 
aspects  of  this  most  unhappy  discovery 
f  Mr.  MACDK'S.    Think  of  the  overstrung 


nerves  of  the  unfortunate  maggot-occu- 
pant, forced  to  imitate  a  cat  upon  Lot 
bricks,  and  of  the  unhealthy  rivalry  and 
lowered  moral  tone  of  the  beans  in  their 
struggle  for  victory.  There  will  be 
doped  beans  and  gingered  beans,  and, 
we  shudder  to  say,  boiled  beans — in  fact 
all  the  malpractices  of  the  turf  and  the 
gaming-table  combined. 

No,  this  will  not  do  at  all.  Oar  un- 
spotted purity  has  gone,  and  we  are  no 
longer  ignorant  how  many  beans  make 
five.  We  can  only  suggest  that  all  who 
may  be  bitten  by  the  jumping  vegetable 
should  forward  a  shilling  each  to  the 
fund  in  quest  inn  I >y  way  of  cons 
monev. 
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BEWARE! 

0  YOU  that  hold  that  Britain  grows  degenerate, 
That  all  her  fighting  spirit's  passed  away, 

That  Luxury 's  the  only  god  we  venerate, 
And  War  a  thing  that  fills  us  with  dismay, 

Go,  listen  to  the  party  politician 

(Who  clearly  represents  the  common  folk\ 

And  there  you  '11  find  the  Briton  of  tradition 
As  loud  a  warrior  as  ever  spoke. 

The  merest  phase  of  controversial  prattle 

Is  lifted  to  a  military  plane ; 
They  never  pass  a  day  without  a  "battle," 

And  everyone 's  engaged  in  a  "  campaign  "  ; 

The  Minister,  whose  conduct  of  the  nation 

Is  hampered  by  the  party  that  oppose, 
Can  hardly  make  a  popular  oration 

Without  "  declaring  war  "  upon  his  "  foes." 

The  stumper  armed  with  demagogic  speeches 

Invariably  strikes  a  martial  chord, 
And,  calling  on  the  mob  to  "  man  the  breaches," 

Remarks  that  he  s  about  to  "  draw  the  sword." 

"  The  fighting  "  will  be  fierce,  no  doubt,  but  glorious  ; 

Their  "  troops  "  are  being  "  marshalled  "  to  the  field  ; 
And  all  their  ranks,  agog  to  be  victorious, 

Are  "inarching  on  "  to  conquer,  not  to  yield. 

The  speaker  means  to  keep  the  "  colours  flying" 
(He  generally  "  nails  them  to  the  mast "), 

And  tells  you  straight  that,  if  it  comes  to  dying, 
The  ditch  that  he 's  selected  is  the  "  last." 

And  every  word  is  fully  up  to  Cocker 
And  free  alike  of  fear  and  of  reproach  ; 

With  lots  of  "  ammunition  in  the  locker," 
As  long  as  there 's  a  lozenge  or  a  troche. 

Let  no  misguided  Continental  Caesar 
Imagine  that  the  country 's  on  the  drop, 

When  military  phrases  such  as  these  are 
The  politician's  ordinary  shop. 

For  who  can  hear  these  martial  voices  welling, 
And  doubt  that  Britain  's  warlike  at  the  core? 

Tho'  some  among  the  brave  were  first  in  yelling 
Against  the  country  when  she  was  at  war. 

It  only  shows  it 's  well  to  keep  an  eye  on 
The  mask  our  heroes  on  occasion  wear ; 

That  if  you  scratch  the  rat,  you  '11  find  the  lion  ; 
It  takes  a  bit  of  scratching,  but  he 's  there. 

And  still  the  ancient  spirit  of  bravado 

Is  breathed  into  our  members — by  the  lungs  ; 

And  the  meanest  is  a  bloody  desperado, 
And  a  beggar  in  a  Battle— of  tli3  Tongues. 

DCM-DUM. 

"  The  Czar  has  received  the  Turkish  Embassy  in  formal  audience  at 
Livadia.  At  a  subsequent  luncheon  liifaat  Pasha  sat  on  His  Majesty's 
right  hand." — The  Pioneer. 

No  doubt  any  little  awkwardness  that  arose  was  soon 
smoothed  over;  but  another  time  EIFAAT  must  look  where 
he  is  sitting. 

Extract  from  a  letter  to  The  Nation  :— 

"If  the  Lords  have  'climbed  down'  it  will  hare  taken  all  the  steam 
out  of  our  boiler." 
Which  looks  as  if  their  former  position  were  on  the  safety-valve. 


IN    DEFENCE    OF    OUR    FACES. 

MR.  J.  A.  MACDOXALD,  Editor  of  The  Toronto  Globe  and 
lately  a  delegate  of  the  Imperial  Press  Conference,  has  been 
publishing  criticisms  on  England  as  he  found  her.  The 
following  passage  is  representative:  "The  thing  that  stands 
out  as  the  background  of  every  reminiscence  was  the 
bloodless,  mirthless,  hopeless  face  of  the  common  crowd  "  ; 
in  London  he  found  "the  hollow-eyed  procession";  at  Ports- 
mouth he  remarked  "  the  human  sediment  that  littered  the 
doorways";  at  Sheffield  he  was  staggered  by  the  "stooped 
shoulders,  hollow  chests,  ash-coloured  faces,  lightless  eyes, 
and  loose-set  mouths  with  bloodless  gums."  One  letter  of 
protest  has  already  appeared,  and  we  are  happy  to  be  able 
to  present  our  readers  with  other  correspondence  on  this 
grave  matter. 

SIR, —I  write  on  behalf  of  my  poor  wife,  who  is  much 
distressed  by  Mr.  MAI-DONALD'S  remarks.  She  had  intended 
to  be  out  in  the  lane  in  her  Sunday  best,  which  we  had 
specially  redeemed  for  the  occasion,  when  Mr.  MACDONALD 
passed.  She  pleads  that  she  truly  miscalculated  the  time, 
so  that  she  was  engaged  in  washing-up  when  IT  occurred. 
She  was  stooping  over  the  tub,  so  that  her  chest  was 
temporarily  hollow,  and  if  there  was  no  light  in  her  eyes 
there  was  soap,  and,  if  this  is  not  sufficient  excuse,  let  it 
be  added  that  1  was  not  in  the  house.  She  objects  to  being 
calLd  "human  sediment,"  but  I  tell  her  that  this  is  a 
common  form  of  colonial  greeting,  and  that  affection  in 
Toronto  always  expresses  itself  in  this  way.  She  also  bids 
me  to  put  in  a  word  for  myself,  and  to  say  that  she  has 
conclusively  proved,  in  a.  moment  of  (regretted)  passion,  that 
my  face  is  not  habitually  anasmie,  and  she  would  like  to 
make  the  same  experiment  on  Mr.  MACDONALD. 

Yours,  etc.,         ALFRED  SMITH. 

Rye  Lane,  Portsmouth. 

SIR, — My  solicitor  tells  me  that  I  have  no  real  case  for 
libel  against  Mr.  MACDONALD,  but  I  am  convinced  that  his 
unfair  strictures  refer  to  me.  I  was  on  the  pavement  close 
to  him  as  he  passed-  into  the  White  City,  and  I  felt  him 
stare  at  me.  My  vertebral  nerves  tingled  under  his  scrutiny: 
the  blood  fled  from  my  face  to  my  nose,  where  it  remains 
to  this  day  in  spite  of  massage.  When  I  returned  home,  my 
wife  told  me  I  was  the  picture  of  misery,  and  called  in  the 
doctor.  I  regret  to  say  that  at  present  no  treatment  has 
availed.  Is  it  right,  Sir,  that  a  man  should  abuse  our 
nation  for  the  maladies  which  he  himself  has  caused  by 
looking  at  us  imperially?  Yours,  etc., 

Shepherd' x  Bush.  ALFRED  SMITII. 

SIR, — On  the  day  when  Mr.  MACDONALD  inspected  our  works 
I  was  not  at  my  best.  Things  had  upset  me.  The  previous 
evening  I  had  had  a  serious  political  quarrel  which  ended  in 
a  street  fight.  My  mouth  wa?  much  damaged,  my  front 
teeth  having  been  knocked  out  for  the  Cause.  So  far 
from  being  hollow,  however,  my  eyes  were  much  swollen, 
and  I  can  only  discredit  the  accuracy  of  Colonial  observation 
in  this  matter.  Besides,  I  had  been  unable  to  get  the  water 
to  boil  for  my  tea  before  starting  to  work  ;  my  baby  had 
cried  all  night;  I  had  pinched  my  finger  in  the  door;  my 
mate  had  taken  sick  leave,  and  his  substitute  was  incom- 
petent. All  these  things  combined  to  make  me  a  poor 
specimen  on  that  eventful  morning  when  the  Gre  it  Editor 
LOOKED  at  me.  But  my  usual  nickname  in  the  works  is 
Rubicund  Alf,  which,  I  think,  amply  disposes  of  the  too-hai-tv 
fictions  published  in  Toronto.  Yours,  etc., 

ShefieU.  ALFUED  SMITH. 

Character  in  a  Nutshell. 

"  You  may  tike  it  from  me  that  Latham's  modesty  is  more  innate  and 
self-assumed  than  real."-— 7'/if  Chauffeur. 
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THE    FIFTH. 

DEAR  MK.  PUNCH, — I  feel  sure  you 
will  like  to  hear  of  our  Fifth  of  Novem- 
ber celebrations.  We  always  do  our 
best  to  have  a  jolly  night;  but  this 
year  surpassed  all  expectations  in  two 
ways,  as  I  will  tell. 

We  began,  however,  with  a  little 
difference  of  opinion  which  I  was  afraid 
might  ruin  everything.  You  see,  we 
always  have  to  decide  as  to  who  the 
guy  shall  represent,  which  is  a  matter 
of  no  small  importance.  Well,  we  met 
as  usual  to  discuss  tins  point,  and  found 
to  our  horror  that  we  were  exactly 
divided  for  and  against  Mr.  LLOYD 
GEORGE.  Father,  Cecil,  and  I  were  for 
LLOYD  GEORGE,  and  Uncle  Dick,  Horace 
Campbell  (the  Vicar's  sou),  and  Norah 
against  him.  So  we  called  in  the  Vicar 
to  give  the  casting  vote.  He  made  an 
impressive  speech  in  doing  so.  His 
own  feeling,  he  said,  was  that  it  was  a 
mistake  to  have  what  he  called  topical 
guys.  The  Fifth  of  November  stood 
for  a  real  event,  and  should  be  per- 
petuated as  such,  and  for  his  part  he 
would  like  to  see  the  effigy  of  GDY 
FAWKES,  and  GUY  FAWKES  only.  Con- 
sidering everything,  however,  particu- 
larly the  distressing  times  in  which 
we  lived,  he  should  give  his  casting 
vote  for  Mr.  LLOYD  GEORGE. 

The  point  thus  decided,  we  set  to 
work  at  once  to  make  the  guy,  upon 
which,  lest  there  should  be  any  mistake, 
we  fixed  its  name  on  a  very  legible  label. 
We  then  stuffed  it  full  of  explosives. 

The  great  evening  at  last  arrived,  and 
all  the  villagers  came  on  the  lawn,  as 
they  always  do,  and  Father  made  them 
a  little  speech  before  we  went  to  the 
field  where  the  bonfire  was.  They  were 
a  little  restless,  and  some  of  the  boys 
rather  spoilt  the  effect  of  the  oratory 
by  letting  off  crackers ;  but  it  was  im- 
pressive none  the  less.  After  welcoming 
them,  and  saying  that  when  the  fire  was 
over  there  would  be  a  barrel  of  beer  on 
tap — (cheers)  —  Father  said  that  he 
wanted  them  to  be  as  happy  as  possible, 
but  not  quite  to  lose  sight,  even  in  their 
wildest  moments,  of  what  it  all  meant. 
"  The  Fifth  of  November,"  he  said,  "  is, 
with  the  exception  of  elections — and  I 
hope  all  you  men,"  he  added,  "are 
going  to  vote  straight  when  the  elec- 
tions come,  probably  in  January — the 
only  occasion  on  which  we  arc  able 
without  hindrance  to  express  our 
opinion  of  tyranny,  oppression,  Social- 
ism, robbery,  and  all  other  detestable 
things.  I  trust  you  will  all  look  very 
carefully  at  our  guy  this  evening,  be- 
cause it  has  been  chosen  and  made  with 
great  care.  And  now  I  wish  you  all  a 
jolly  evening." 

Father  finished  there,  but  the  Vicar 
I  am  sorry  to  say,  was  very  cross  with 


lim.  "My  dear  Sir,"  he  said,  "don't 
let  them  go  without  saying  something 
as  to  the  real  origin  of  the  annual  car- 
lival."  But  Father  refused.  "Next 
year,"  he  said,  "not  to-night.  Let  them 

happy  tonight ; "  and  of  course  lie 
lad  his  way. 

We  then  all  went  to  the  field,  where 
a  barrel  of  tar  had  just  been  poured 
over  the  wood,  and  then  Father  lit  it, 
while  we  all  cheered,  and  then  the 
villagers  marched  round  it  singing 
'IMe  Britannia,"  "God  Saee  the 
'King"  "In  the  Twilight"  "Put  me 
among  the  Girls,"  and  other  suitable 
songs,  and  then,  when  the  flames  were  a 
iittle  lower,  we  brought  the  guy  out  of 
the  summer-house,  where  it  had  been 
put,  and  carried  it  to  the  fire. 

We  were  carrying  it  round  the  fire, 
while  the  villagers  were  all  cheering, 
when  Father  screamed  out,  "  Stop ! 
Stop !  "  We  stopped,  of  course.  "  Who 's 
been  altering  the  name?"  he  roared. 
The  name !  And  then  for  the  first 
time  we  saw  that,  instead  of  "  Mr.  LLOYD 
GEORGE,"  the  label  now  read  "Mr.  BAL- 
FOUR."  We  were  thunderstruck.  "  Who 
did  that?"  Father  roared  again;  but 
no  one  said  anything.  "  I  demand 
an  answer,"  Father  cried  again.  But 
still  no  one  spoke ;  and  in  a  perfect 
fury  Father  left  the  field. 

Everyone  was  very  uncomfortable,  and 
I  don't  know  what  would  have  happened 
if  the  Vicar  had  not  seized  the  guy,  and, 
tearing  off  the  Mr.  BALFOUR  label,  roared 
out,  "  Three  groans  for  GUY  FAWKES  !  " 
We  all  groaned  for  GUY  FAWKES  with 
great  spirit  and  excitement,  and  the  guy 
was  then  flung  on  the  fire  and  the  songs 
began  again.  Everyone  threw  squibs  at 
everyone  else,  and  was  very  jolly. 

So  the  evening  was  saved,  and  was 
indeed,  as  I  said,  so  far  as  fire  and  fire- 
works were  concerned,  quite  perfect. 

We  have  not  yet  discovered  who 
changed  the  label ;  but  I  have  more 
than  a  doubt  about  Norah. 

Yours  sincerely,        JOHN  MOWBRAY. 

On  behalf  of  the  Editor  of  Tin;  Montreal 
Daily  Star,  we  beg  to  acknowledge  the 
lifting  of  one  of  Mr.  Punch's  pictures, 
"An  American  at  Oxford,"  by  that 
journal. 

"  LOCAL    INTKLl.il  1KN  CF. 
To-Momow. 

Emperor  of  Japan  Iwrn,  180-.' 

The  <jluui-citi:r  <.'iii:.i' 

Yet  so  famous  has  he  become  that  they 
are  going  to  celebrate  the  day  even  in 
such  distant  places  as  Japan. 


From  an  election  address  : 

•"  Entirely  unsolicited,  I  was,  upwards  of  It 
months  ago,  prevailed  upon  to  become  a  Candi- 
date for  Municipal  honours." 

A  man  like  this  should  go  far. 


MUSICAL    JOTTINGS. 

THE  revival  of  the  concertina  by  Mr. 
IOSEK  HOLBROOKE,  who  has  restored  to  its 
proper  position  this  Cinderella  of  the 
irchestra,  has  already  exerted  a  most 
ncotiraging  influence  on  the  prospects 
if  other  equally  spiritual  but  even  more 
jruelly  neglected  instruments. 

Mr.  Hamish  McKeltie,  the  famous 
jaelie  composer  who  was  recently  inter- 
iewed  by  our  representative,  has  an 
inlimitod  belief  in  the  orchestral  capa- 
bilities of  the  bagpipes,  which  he  intends 
o  exploit  in  his  new  comic  golfing  opera 
•ailed  Mairi  of  Machrihanish.  Asked 
why  ho  had  such  faith  in  the  bagpipes, 
Mr.  McKeltie  replied  that  it  was  not 
patriotism  but  aesthetic  intuition  that 
nspired  his  admiration.  "The  colour 
of  the  bagpipes, '  he  replied,  "  is  fruitier 
md  more  pungent  than  that  of  any  other 
nstrument.  Of  course,  the  ordinary 
oagpipes  is  practically  a  parlour  toy,  and 
s  apt  to  be  submerged  in  an  orchestra. 
What  I  want,  and  what  I  am  having 
specially  made  for  my  opera,  is  an  in- 
strument of  the  dimensions  of  a  full- 
grown  giraffe,  with  a  bellows  about  the 
size  of  a  grand  piano.  Such  an  instru- 
ment in  tlie  hands  of  a  capable  player 
will  simply  electrify  an  audience.  It 
can  emit  a  high  snarl,  beside  which  the 
trumpeting  of  a  wounded  elephant  sounds 
tame.  The  timbre  of  its  upper  register 
is  curiously  like  the  unearthly  yell  of 
the  gorilla,  the  most  sinister  of  all  sylvan 
sounds." 


As  for  Mairi  of  Machrihanish,  Mr. 
McKeltie  describes  it  as  a  psychical  ex- 
travaganza, standing  midway  between,  the 
mysticism  of  DEBUSSY  and  the  pragma- 
tism of  RICHARD  STRAUSS.  Strictly,  it  is 
termed  an  "  ethico-lyrico-music-parable  " 
with  a  touch  of  subliminal  bizarrerie 
thrown  in.  The  libretto  is  by  the 
Marquis  of  Mull,  whose  fine  version  of 
The  Ancient  Mariner  in  the  heroic 
couplet  recently  created  such  a  stir  in 
literary  circles,  and  the  composer  has 
assigned  a  leading  motive  to  all  the 
principal  characters,  viz.,  Mairi,  Hector 
MePherson  (+  2),  General  McBogey 
(scratch),  Wtdlie  (a  Caddie),  and  Albert 
Perkins  of  Tooting  Bee,  the  villain  of 
the  plot,  who  tries  to  brain  Hector  with 
a  niblick,  but  is  foiled  >n  his  fell  intent 
by  the  devoted  Wnllie,  and  condemned 
to  spend  every  Sunday  for  two  years  in 
Glasgow. 


Mr.  BAMBEUGER,  on  the  other  hand,  is 
an  enthusiastic  believer  in  the  tonal 
potentialities  of  the  Jew's-harp,  which 
he  declares  to  be  more  ethereally  sug- 
gestive than  any  other  instrument.  As 
he  happily  expressed  it  in  an  interview 
with  our  representative,  "  There  is  an 
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exquisitely  quongly-wangly  flavour  abort 
this  mnoh-maligaed  mouth-organ  which 
always  fills  me  with  ineffable  delight, 
and  transports  mo  in  a  moment  to  the 
vine-clad  summits  of  Palestine."  Asked 
win  (her  ho  thought  that  the  harp  that. 
once  resounded  in  Tara'.i  Halls  uas  ,.| 
this  pattern,  Air.  BAMUKKUEK  said  that 
Professor  Kn no  Meyer  inclined  to  favour 
the  theory  that,  it  was  more  closely  allied 
t.iihe  Welsh  harp.  .Anyhow,  ho  is  re- 
solved to  do  what  ho  can  to  revive  the 
glories  of  this  superb  implement,  and  at 
his  next  recital  will  introduce  a  new 
.sonata  for  piano  and  harp,  in  which  he 
will  play  tho  former  with  his  nose  and 
left  hand  and  tin-  latter  with  his  mouth 
and  right  hand.  A  portrait  of  Mr. 
BAHBICKCKU  executing  this  remarkable 
feat,  painted  by  his  father-in-law,  Sir 
Pompey  Boldero,  will  soon  bo  on  view 
at  all  the  stations  on  the  underground 
and  tube  railways. 

Lord  Royal  do  Warden,  the  distin- 
guished millionaire  musician,  has  long 
been  anxious  to  exploit  the  possibilities 
of  tho  comb.  This  charming  instru- 
ment, so  sadly  overlooked  in  the  modern 
passion  for  sonority,  has  a  tender  anc 
toothsome  timbre  which  is  all  its  own, 
Intensified  by  a  PAHSONS'  auxetophone. 
it  develops  a  penetrating  quality  un- 
surpassed by  any  other  instrument. 
Lord  Royal  de  Warden  has  now  formed 
an  orchestra  of  one  hundred  performers, 
fifty  of  whom  are  equipped  with  soprano 
and  fifty  with  tenor  tortoiseshell  combs. 
The  balance  of  tone  is  pronounced  to  be 
extraordinarily  perfect  by  those  who  have 
been  privileged  to  attend  the  perform- 
ances of  what  is  known  at  Dover  as  the 
Royal  Beach-combers'  Band. 


Mr.  Archy  Pelago,  who  is  one  of  the 
most  prominent  luminaries  of  the  Young 
British  School,  has  just  completed  a 
quartet  for  the  somewhat  novel  com- 
bination of  ocarina,  mirliton,  tenor 
schreckhorn,  and  contrabass-Dudelsack. 
Tho  new  work,  which  is  exciting  the 
liveliest  apprehensions  in  musical  circles, 
will  be  shortly  produced  at  one  of  the 
Bentwood  concerts. 

THE    DILEMMA. 

["I  am  in  the  unique  'ind unfortunate  position 
tliat  I  am  blamed  if  I  speak,  and  cursed  if  I 
remain  silent." — Lord  Rosebery.'] 

PITY  a  puzzled  peer 

Whose  duty  is  far  from  clear : 

Whatever  his  action, 

( Iravo  dissatisfaction 
Is  hooted  from  far  and  near. 

In  days  when  that  peer  was  young 
His  praises  were  loudly  sung  ; 

The  world  was  delighted 

And  all  were  united 
In  praise  of  his  silver  tonguo. 


fr  i 


Client.  "  I  wisu  TO  SEE  ONE  OF  YUCH  ruixurAi.-i,  PLEASE." 
Clerk.  "  YES,  SIR ;  WIUT  MATTER  is  IT  'Us'?" 


But  now  if  he  breathes  a  word 
The  fury  of  men  is  stirred, 
And  everyone  rates  him 
And  bitterly  slates  him 
As  soon  as  his  voice  is  heard. 

Ho  talks  mere  Tory  rot ; 

He 's  all  that  he  once  was  not ; 
He  'a  stupid  and  mulish 
And  selfish  and  foolisb-  - 

In  short,  he 's  a  bad,  bad  I-   . 

But,  if  ho  attempts  to  stay 
At  home  in  a  quiet  way, 

They  all  grow  abusive 

Of  one  so  elusive*. 
And  terrible  things  they  say. 

Their  energy  all  is  spent 
In  finding  their  wrath  a  vent 


On  one  who  is  skulking 
And,  coward-like,  sulking 
Alone  in  his  shameful  tent. 

If  silence  is  quite  taboo 
And  speech  is  forbidden  too, 
If  ho 's  cursed  for  a  clacker 
And  damned  for  a  slacker, 
What  is  a  poor  peer  to  do? 


A  Natural  Error. 

From    '  Notes  and   Queries,"  ju  Tlte 
Field:— 

•'  About  two  months  ago  MOM  workmen  on 
thin  eetato  noticed  a  fox  carrying  MnMthing 
which  at  first  they  t  h.  wghl  to  be  a  cock  pheaaant 
On  giving  chane  the  fox  dropped  iu  breakfast, 
which  waa  found  t-)  be  an  eel. 
Possibly  the  fox  also  thought  it  waa  a 
cock  pheasant  at  first 
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"I  SAT,  JACK,  I'VE  JUST  BEEN  SITTINO  OUT  WITH  TOUR  FRIEND,  DONALD  CAMERON;  HE'S  RATHER— WELL,  I  BELIEVE  HE'D  IIAVE  KISSED 

ME  FOR  TUPPENCE-."  "  DON'T  YOU  WORRT  TOURSELF  ABOUT  THE  TUPPENCE."  


CANALS ! 

[Professor  LOWELL  reports  that  new  canals  are  being  built  in  Mars.] 

"PROFESSOR,  you  know  about  planets;  you've  gauged  both 
their  hopes  and  their  fears  ; 

Come,  tell  me,"  I  said, 
"  Are  they  living  or  dead, 
These  wonderful  wandering  spheres? 

Are  the  crusts  of  them  merely  museums,  or  are  they  as  busy 
as  we  ? 

Do  the}'  grind  their  own  axes, 
Or  rave  about  taxes  ? 
And  what  of  their  trade — is  it  free? 
Are  they  subject  at  all  times  to  order  and  law  ? 
And  what  do  they  think  about  REDFOUD  and  SHAW  ? 

"  Professor,  you  know  about  planets ;  their  orbits  and  all  that 
they  do 

In  their  marvellous  race 
Through  the  deserts  of  space 
They  are  every-day  trifles  to  you. 

So  tell  me  the  news  of  the  planets ;  say  how  they  are  whirling, 
and  why ; 

Report  with  precision 
The  facts  of  your  vision, 
The  scenes  as  they  come  to  your  eye." 
''  They  are  making,"  he  said,  as  he  gazed  at  the  stars, 
"  Canals — yes,  canals,  on  the  surface  of  Mars !  " 

Canals  f    That  is  all  he  can  tell  us.     Canals !  we  could  do  it 
at  will. 


Our  canals  we  can  spare, 
For  we  've  conquered  the  air, 
But  the  Martians  are  building  them  still ! 
Oh,  IX>WEI.L,  when  next  you  are  anxious  to  move  us  to  terror 
or  bliss 

With  news  from  the  ttar-shine 
Of  orbs  that  afar  shine 
You  must  try  to  do  better  than  this. 
Give  us  something  more  worthy  of  leaders  and  pars 
Than  the  silly  canals  they  are  building  in  Mars. 


An  American  at  the  Court  of  St.  James's. 

WE  have  only  just  had  our  attention  called,  by  a  Cuban 
correspondent,  to  a  very  perfect  passage  in  The  Social  Ladder, 
a  complete  novel  which  appeared  some  little  time  ago  in  a 
popular  American  magazine;  but  it  was  Worth  waiting  for. 
American  genius,  as  we  know,  touches  nothing  which  it  does 
not  adorn,  even  if  it  is  only  a  North  Pole,  and  the  remarkable 
spectacle  here  described  as  visible  on  the  occasion  of  a 
"Drawing  Room"  at  which  the  heroine  (U.S.A.)  was  pre- 
sented is  certainly  far  in  advance  of  common  experience. 
Picture  the  following : — 

"A  battalion  [«ic]  o£  the  Grenadier  Guards  was  on  duty  in  the  palace 
quadrangle  sittimj  their  horses  like  statues,  their  accouterments  [even 
the  sjK-l.ing  has  an  exotic  touch]  gleaming  in  the  moonlight." 

Nothing,  however,  is  said  of  the  veteran  Earl  ROBERTS 
being  in  command  of  this  magnificent  squadron  of  artillery, 
and,  with  his  own  rifle,  setting  the  time  for  the  fen  de,joie 
which  is  so  popular  a  feature  at  all  our  best  Drawing  Rooms. 
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THE   LANSDOWNE   LAUNDRY. 

Mil.  BIUEELI,  (to  Mu.  Itrussi.  "ALL  YEKV  WELL  FoK    Vol       VoI'li  SlllKT'S  ONLY   OOT  A  Mi    iM|;\ 
J'.l'T    LOOK    HERE— THIS    IS    ALL   I'VE   (JOT   BACK   OUT  OF  A  COMl'l.l-Ti:  rt'IT  OF  I'VJAUA- 
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ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED  FROM  THE  DURY  or  Tosr,  M.P. 

Ifouxe  of  (Joniinona,  Monday,  NHI-,  m 
In- 1-  \nt. — Advance  of  Mr.  DUMPHKMH  up 
lloor  of  House,  escorted  by  Opposition 
Whips,  was  marked  by  one  of  those  per- 
sonal incidcn-ts  that  attract  Members 
even  more  than  a  clause  of  the  Budget 
Bill  or  a  narrow  squeak  for  Ministers 
in  Division  Lobby.  Time  was  when 
House  proudly  reflected  on  circumstance 
that  among  its  Membership  it  owned 
not  one  but  two  of  the  1'me.st  beards  in 
( 'hristendom.  One  was  cultivated  (pro- 
bably on  a  little  oatmeal)  by  DONALD 
M  A<  I.'ARLANE,  sometime  Member  for  Ar- 
gyllshire; the  other  by  our  dear  JOHN 
Ami),  whose  withdrawal  from  the  Par- 
liamentary scene  is  regretted  on  both 
siiles.  Invidious  to  attempt  comparison. 
Siiilice  it  to  say  that  their  combined 
lengths,  if  joined  hair  to  hair,  would 
have  encircled  St.  Paul's  Cathedral 
fifteen  times. 

Their  glory  has  departed  from  West- 
minster. Save  for  Sir  JOHN  KENNAWAY, 
and  he  is  about  to  leave  us,  the  present 
House  is  equally  democratic  and  beard- 
li-.^s.  The  new  Member  for  B.-rmondsey 
brings  to  consideration  of  State;  affairs  a 
pair  of  whiskers  that  will  do  something 
to  redress  the  balance  between  the  old 
House  and  the  new. 

His  entrance  hailed  this  afternoon 
with  tumultuous  cheers  from  Opposition, 
who  see  in  result  of  Bermondsey  Election 
the  writing  on  the  wall  which  shall 
direct  Peers  what  to  do  with  Budget 
Bill.  Often  read  of  stormy  cheers.  For 
first  time  realised  appropriateness  of 
adjective.  As  applause  swelled,  the 
current  of  air  artificially  created  and 
directed  upon  the  person  of  new  Member 
caught  his  voluminous  whiskers  ;  waved 
them  up  and  down,  as  a  pennant  flouted 
by  a  breeze  at,  the  masthead  is  tossed 
to  and  fro. 

Generally  agreed  that  nothing  like 
it  ever  seen  in  House  before.  BAN- 
BURY  says  it 's  a  portent ;  means  that 
the  Lords  will  blow  the  Budget  Bill 
into  space  as  if  it  were  a  spare  whisker 
or  a  wisp  of  straw. 

Business  done. — Lords'  amendments 
to  Town  Planning  Bill  considered;  most 
important  rejected. 

Wednesday. — No  one  looking  on  scene 
when  SON  AUSTEN  rose  this  afternoon  to 
move  rejection  of  Budget  Bill  on  third 
reading  would  guess  that  Parliament 
and  the  country  are  on  the  eve  of  one  of 
the  most  momentous  crises  of  modern 
times.  Benches  not  one-third  occupied. 
PKKMIKU  and  LEADER  OF  OPPOSITION 
apparently  paired.  Anyhow,  neither  in 
his  place,  an  example  liberally  follow  e<  I 
by  their  colleagues. 

No  cheer  greeted  spokesman  of 
Opposition  as  he  presented  himself  at 


Lord  Castlereagh's  discovery.     "The  Hon.  Member  for  S:iow.!o«"  addream 
from  the  summit  on  the  Socialist  triumphs  (!)  *t  the  Municipal  Election*. 

(Mr.  Philip  Snowden.) 


.  •  ,     •- 


Table.  Possibly  sight  of  pile  of  manu- 
script he  laid  thereon  had  something  to 
do  with  general  depression.  In  this 
mouth  of  November  Members  naturally 
aweary  of  the  Budget  and  all  its  works. 

Good  deal  of  fuss  about  women  who 
have  flung  stones  through  drawing-room 
windows,  or  half  blinded  a  harmless 
official  in  the  effort  to  destroy  ballot 
papers,  being  forcibly  fed  in  order  to 
save  their  lives.  What  is  that  to  what 
we  in  the  Commons  have  suffered 
through  full  range  of  seasons  of  re- 
volving year?  Day  after  day, on  second 
reading  of  Budget  Bill,  in.  Committee, 
on  Report  stage,  have  been  forcibly  fed 
with  what  CAKLYLE,  describing  Parlia- 
mentary debate,  called  "  thrice-boiled 
colewort."  And  here,  in  this  merry  j 
nonth  of  November,  is  the  dish  handed  ] 
round  again  as  if  it  were  as  new  as  it  is 
Innutritions. 

Something  almost  fiendish  in  deliber- 
ately setting  aside  three  days  for  debate 
on  third  reading.  One  hour  would  have 
more  than  sufficed.  In  strictly  busine-- 
assen\l>ly,  as  soon  as  Orders  of  Day  were  ' 


called  on,  when  Clerk  at  Table  recited 
the  formula  "  Finance  Bill ;  third  read- 
ing," CHANCELLOR  OK  EXCHEQUER  would 
have  hopped  up  and  remarked  : — 

"  I  move  that  the  Bill  bo  now  read  a 
third  time." 

The    SPEAKER    would   have    put 
question ;    Ministerialists    would    have 
roared  "Aye;"  Opposition  would  ha\e 
1. 1.  ..led  "No ; "  Division  forthwith  taken. 

All  over  in  twenty  minutes,  with  test 
of  sitting  available  for  work  or  play. 
The  State  would  not  have  been  one 
penny  the  worse ;  result  of  Division 
would  be  precisely  as  it  will  stand  at 
close  of  three  days— unless,  indeed, 
final  process  of  recapitulation  proves 
equivalent  to  last  straw,  and  some  of  our 
elder  and  weaker  brethren  succumb, 
mincing  aggregate  vote  by  so  many 
units.  Among  many  frailties  and  short- 
comings,  no  one  can  accuse  House  of 
Commons  of  being  a  business  assembly 
in  ordinary  acceptance  of  tcnn. 

So  we  solemnly  set  apart  three  days  to 
saying  over  again   what  has  beon 
time-;  repeated  during  lastseviii  m 
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THE  XUBI.K  ART  AT  WESTMINSTER 
Things  got  almost  too  animated  during  the  discussion  oE  Mr.  Ure's  performances  in  the 
country. 

England   supposing,   after  long   tirade 


Midway  in  sitting  gleam  of  hope  and 
light  flashed  on  jaded  assembly.  EVELYN 
CEOII,  on  his  legs  making  loyal  effort  to 
supplement  any  argument  against  the 
Bill,  any  illustration  of  Ministerial  de- 
pravity, COUSIN  ROBERT  may  by  chance 
have  omitted  from  the  one  hundred 
and  seventy-nine  speeches  delivered  by 
him  on  successive  stages.  Audience, 
counting  in  the  Mace,  exactly  sixteen. 
A  Member,  yearning  for  seclusion  and 
comfort  of  the  family  circle,  moved 
a  count.  Paralysing  prospect  suddenly 
presented.  What  would  they  say  in 


"WHAT  is  A  MAN  OF  STRAW?" 
(The  above — for  Mr.  Balfour's  information 
is  one  that  lias  proved  immensely  popular 
Unionist  districts.) 


proclaiming  importance  of  Budget,  de- 
bate should  stand  adjourned  because 
not  forty  just  men  could  b3  found  to  sit 
out  more  talking? 

Bells  announcing  count  clanged 
through  corridors.  Startled  groups 
gathered  in  dining-room,  reading-room, 
library  and  smoking-room.  The  Whips 
hurried  to  and  fro,  driving  in  Members 
as  sheep  are  herded  into  the  fold  at 
eventide.  By  time  the  sand  had  run 
out  of  glass  on  Table  there  were 
twice  forty  Members  to  be  counted. 
Having  submitted  to  operation  and  saved 
the  State,  they  with  one  accord  went 
forth  again,  leaving  COUSIN  EVELYN  to 
complete  the  sentence  in  which  he  was 
demonstrating  "  how  ludicrous  it  is  to 
talk  of  this  as  a  poor  man's  Budget." 

Business  done. — Third  Reading  of 
Finance  Bill  moved. 

Tliursday. — Always  glad  of  opportu- 
nity of  extracting  from  Parliamentary 
proceedings  moral  lessons  useful  for 
guidance  of  the  young.  One  just 
cropped  up.  Everybody,  young  or  old, 
lost  in  admiration  of  PRINCE  ARTHUR'S 
erudition.  A  little  weak,  perhaps,  where 
figures  are  concerned.  Has  not  yet  com- 
pleted the  sum  he  commenced  to  work 
out  in  the  spring,  when  Naval  Estimates 
were  set  forth,  and  he  desired  to  show 
how  many  more  Dreadnoughts  Germany 
would  have  in  year  1912  beyond  ]x»sU 
liilitifs  of  British  programme.  But  we 
can't  have  everything.  Numerals  (includ- 
ing dates)  apart,  his  range  of  informal  ion 
is  marvellous.  How  does  he  do  it? 

Well — and  it 's  here  the  moral  lesson 
comes  in — by  seizing  every  opportunity 
to  search  for  knowledge.  In  course  of 
observations  on  Town  Planning  Bill, 
JOHN  BURNS  took  objection  to  an  amend- 
ment which,  he  said,  would  enable  a 
landlord  to  let  a  house  to  a  man  ol 
straw.  At  the  moment  PRINCE  ARTHUR 


was  sitting  on  Front  Bench  with  elbows 
on  knees,  his  face  buried  in  his  hands. 
Instantly  he  sat  up  alert.  On  his  legs 
as  si  on  as  J.  B.  had  made  an  end  of 
speaking. 

"What  is  a  man  of  straw?"  he 
eagerly  asked. 

i'irst  impression,  connected  with  cir- 
cumstance that  to-morrow  is  Guy  Fawkes 
day,  was  that  PRESIDENT  OK  LOCAL  GOVERN- 
MENT BOARD  alluded  to  a  structure 
curefully  compounded  of  inflammable 
material  and  carried  about  the  streets 
preliminary  to  ignition.  On  reflection, 
found  that  the  context  disposed  of  this 
conjecture.  Accordingly  persisted  in 
enquiry,  posing  J.  B.  with  reiterated 
question,  "  What  is  a  man  of  straw  ?  " 

Regret  .  to  say  PRESIDENT  OF  LOCAL 
GOVERNMENT  BOARD  showed  himself  un- 
equal to  occasion.  Question  remained 
unanswered.  PRINCE  ARTHUR,  once 
athirst  for  knowledge  on  a  particular 
subject,  not  to  be  put  off.  Resolved,  as 
soon  as  he  gets  home,  to  look  matter  up 
in  dictionary. 

Business  done. — Resumed  Debate  on 
Budget  Bill. 

Friday. — Third  Reading  of  Budget 
Bill  carried  last  night  by  379  votes 
against  149.  House  adjourned  till  23rd. 
Business  really  commences  on  day 
before,  wh?n  Ixsrds  take  the  Budget  in 
hand,  possibly  by  the  throat. 


As    AXTAKLTIU    Sl'NKISE    BEHIND    MoUNT 

HENRY  LDCY. 

(Lieut.  Shackleton  has  so  named  a  mountain 
in  tin-  extreme  South.) 


"  With  the  advent  of  his  first  razor.  .  .  .  the 
youth  erects  a  shrine  to  woman,  and  the  niche 
is  never  left  empty,  only  the  goddess  is  changed 
very  often." — Madame. 

But  not  so  often  as  the  niche,  even  if  it 
be  usually  just  under  the  chin. 
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THE  NKW  CHAUFFEUR, 

Employei'.  And  now  as  to  wages. 
Wluit  tin  you  want  ? 

Chauffeur.  Forty  pounds  a  year  and 

all  found. 

/.'.  And  what  do  you  expect  to  do  for 

lhat.  V 

('.  To  keep  I  lie  car  in  good  order  and 
drive  you  out  in  it. 

K.  Yes.  You  nuisl  excuse  me  asking 
83  much,  but  you  see  1  don't  know  you 
at  all.  What  kind  of  a  temper  have 
you  ? 

('.   Very  good. 

/•,'.  Yen,  of  course.  But  I  mean  what 
kind  ol  temper  have  you  when  you  are 
told  suddenly,  late  on  a  wet  night,  to  go 
to  the  station? 

< '.  Very  good. 

/?.  Always? 

C.  Certainly. 

E.  Well,  I  want  you  to  be  quite,  sure. 
Is  your  temper  so  perfect  that,  if  I  were 
to  offer  you  another  £f>  a  year  to  secure 
this  point  about  unexpected  runs  in  bad 
weather  and  so  forth,  it  would  make  no 
difference? 

C.  I  think  it  might  make  a  difference. 

I'j.  And  you  would  stand  by  the 
bargain  ?  Never  for  a  moment  go  back 
on  it? 

C.  No. 

!•!.  Then  we  will  say  £45.  And  one 
other  point.  There  are  some  chauffeurs 
who  arc  willing  to  go  on  an  open  road 
with  no  danger  at  only,  say,  twelve 
miles  an  hour.  You  are  not  like  that, 
are  you  ? 

C.  Certainly  not. 

/•.'.  You  are  not  willing  to  go  slow  ? 

0.  No. 

A.'.  Ah,  then,  that  settles  it,  for  a 
chauffeur  who  objects  to  go  slow  is  no 
good  to  me.  You  see,  I  often  want  to 
go  slow. 

C'.  Yes ;  but,  of  course,  if  you  wished 
it 

7v.  You  said  you  were  not  willing. 
Now,  an  unwilling  servant  is  the  last 
thing  I  require. 

C.  Hut 

/.'.  You  mean  that  you  could  become 
willing  to  meet  mv  wishes  ? 

C.  Yes. 

!•'..  But  willingness  must  be  more 
spontaneous  than  that.  Suppose  we  were 
to  li\  it  up  now  absolutely,  would  you 
continue  in  that  frame?  You  would 
always  be  willing? 

' '.  Always. 

E.  Then  shall  we  say  another  £5 
a  \ear?  That  in  ikes  »:50. 

i '.  Thank  you  very  much. 

/.'.  Oh,  no,  not  at  all  It 's  a  com- 
mercial transaction.  I  want  what  you 
are  prepared  to  sell.  There  is  one  other 
point.  What,  kind  of  an  expression  do 
you  wear  when  you  are  told  by  your 
employer  to  take  out  for  a  drive  certain 


Vitar.    "  I   IU\  L    JIKK.V   IIKlRl.NCi   A  SAO  AOOOUXT  OF   YW,    Aid*.  J 

Aim.  Jones.  "Air!  SIB,  IBM  is  A  SHOCKING  ri.tcE  ro«  cnesif." 


of  his  poorer  friends  who  cannot  afford 
more  than  a  small  tip,  if  any  ? 

('.I  am  perfectly  content. 

A'.  Perfectly  ? 

6*.  Well,  of  course,  one  prefers  to 
drive  one's  own  employer. 

/;.  Ah ! — but  supposing  I  wished  all 
your  passengers  to  be  of  equal  import- 
ance and  interest  to  you  ?  There  is  no 
pleasure  in  a  drive  if  the  driver  is  sullen. 
Have  you  ever  thought  of  that  'i 

G.  Never. 

E,  You  see  it  now  ? 

C.  Yes,  I  see  it  now. 

/•-'.  And  if  I  were  to  add  another  £5  it 
would  guarantee  the  smile  ? 

('.  Absolutely. 

/•.'.  Very  well,  then,  that  makes  it  CV-. 
We  will  leave  it  at  that.  You  will  begin 
on  Monday. 

The  Art  of  Entrenching. 

".Nnuoot  lit.-  remarks  wore  ilieerwl  l>y  the 
qiMiiil.imcave-dwelliTs  .  .  .  ontrriiched  in  pro- 
minent corner  seals." — /'.  H'.  II'.  >'"  "  '•"'<•  />ni'y 
AVirg." 


The  Transmigration  of  Soul*. 
An  advertiser  in  The  Timet  who  men- 
tions that  he  is  a  gardener  (and  add*, 
"  head  working  " — always  a  good  thing 
in  any  man)  calls  attention  to  his — 

"Life  experience;  eight  years  prerioo»." 

'in  his  next  existence  he  must  really  try 

'another  profession.     Otherwise   he  will 

;be  looked  upon  as  a  man  of  one  idea 

only.  

From  a  report  of  the  Saturday  Club, 
Calcutta  :— 

'•The  Chairman  announced  Ihut  tbe  Com- 
mittee bad  had  under  their  careful  consideration 
the  question  of  limiting  the  membership,  Ihu 
matter  having  been  brought  op  by  a  number. 
After  examining  the  figures  of  member*  ret  dent 
in,  and  absent  from,  Calcutta  during  1008  and 
in  riew  of  the  enlargement  of  the  Ball  room, 
the  Committee  did  not  think  it  iMCtaaary  at 
present  to  recommend  any  action  in  this  direc- 
tion." 

Probably  the  member  who  brought  the 
matter  up  was  misled  by  the  figures  of 
one  or  two 
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THE   NEW  FOLKS  AT  HOME. 

in. 

Tendon  (England). 

DEAU  SAMIC, — I  got  your  letter  alright 
last  mail,  and  was  glad  to  hear  from  you 
again.  It  was  real  good  of  you  to  send 
along  The  UiiHyrille  Clarion,  and  we 
all  dug  into  it  for  a  spell.  It  seems 
queer,  somehow,  over  here,  to  read  about 
hold-ups  and  lynching-beea,  and  all  that, 
and  Cy  says  it  makes  him  feel  lont><mie, 
almost,  but  I  tell  him  the  feeling  will 


had  made  a  break  lik<-  that  in  Newport  to  sec  a  football  match.     Well,  this  man 


or  Fifth  Avenue.  Uncle  Sam  hasn't  got 
much  use  for  a  man  that  talks  about 
breaking  up  a  Marquis  ! 

Cy  has  been  having  trouble  with  a 
hotel  man  somewhere  in  the  country. 
It  was  this  way.  Cy  had  heard  that 
there  was  a  room  in  this  man's  hotel 
that  a  king  slept  in  a  few  centuries  ago, 


appears  to  have  all  his  Saturday  after- 
noons off,  and  he  took  me  to  see  a  game. 
Sadie,  it  was  like  a  Dorcas  meeting ! 
You  would  have  laughed  more  than  a 
little  if  you  had  been  there!  Sil,<> 
alive!  I  reckon  our  Bangville  tfam 
would  have  laid  the  whole  caboodle  out 
in  ten  minutes.  I  suspicioned  it  was 


so  down  he  went  to  stay  there  himself,  going  to  be  a  tame  affair  somehow  In  mi 
Well,  when  Cy  pulled  up  at  the  hotel —  the  way  the  men  were  dressed  — no 
it  was  an  old-time  place  with  a  court- 1  padding,  and  not  a  single  nose-guard 
yard,  and  match  board  ing  round  the  !  among  them  !  J  ust  as  things  got  started 


wear  off.   I  reckon  there's  big  money  here  !  rooms — lie  was  too  late  to  get  the  room'  and  I  was  trying  to  size  it  all  up,  one 


for  a  real  live  Sunday  paper,  some- 
thing brisk  and  stingy,  but  Pop  says 
No,  the  folks  don't  want  livening  up 
any  on  Sundays,  and  murders  are  good 
enough  for  home  reading  anyway. 

Clara  Butterick  gave  a  dinner  last 
week,  and  we  all  went  along.  I  expect 
you  remember  Clara,  at  the  Seminary  ; 
ijie  was  a  holy  terror  at  basket-ball, 
and  -wrote  the  Matron's  Column  in  The 
Herald.  Well,  this  was  a  freak  feed, 
and  Clara  took  no  end  of  trouble  over 
it.  The  room  was  fixed  up  to  represent 
the  North  Pole,  with  newspaper  re- 
porters and  a  cinematograph  machine 
and  sledges ;  and  my  !  it  was  warm, 
eating  in  those  furs.  There  was  the 
Pole,  with  Old  Glory  stuck  in  it,  for 
a  table-center,  and  we  all  sat  around 
on  ice-hummocks,  and  waded  into 
frozen  soup  and  pemniican  pie,  and 
talked  Eskimo.  It  was  a  great  notion, 
and  we  acted  our  parts  O.K.,  ex- 
cept Pop,  when  he  broke  a  tooth  on  a 
piece  of  frozen  macaroni-cheese.  He 
let  rip  something  that  wasn't  Eskimo 
— nothing  like  it ;  but  we  all  talked 
away,  and  the  dinner  went  off  as  slick 
as  a  ward  meeting.  I  reckon  you  '11 
have  read  about  it  by  this  time.  It 's 
in  all  the  papers. 

I  went  to  a  political  meeting  with 
Cy,  and  we  had  a  great  time.  The 
meeting  was  a  long  way  off  from 
here,  so  we  travelled  subterranean. 
You  wouldn't  believe  what  a  lot  of 
men  offered  me  a  seat!  We  got 
to  the  mee'iing  at  last,  and  there  ~ 
was  a  big  palaver,  but  I  don't  quite  j  because  a 


"  UP  ABOVE  THE  WORLD  S3  HIGH." 

Housebreaker.  "  WELL,  THAT  DOS'T  LOOK  TO  ME 
'AEDLT  SAFE,  SOME'OW." 


—  of  the  men  got  hurt,  and,  believe  me 
or  not,  Sadie,  that  referee-guy  blew  his 
whistle  and  the  other  men  all  gathered 
around  and  the  game  was  stopped  till 
the  man  got  alright  again  !  And  they 
call  that  kind  of  fooling  football ! 

\nother  surprise  to  us  was  the  way 
folks  keep  Sunday.  I  used  to  think 
that  it  was  quiet  and  lonesome  here 
Sundays,  with  all  the  streets  empty 
and  no  cars  and  racket.  You  can 
rub  that  off  the  slate,  Sadie,  right 
away !  I  went  to  a  place  called 
Brighton  last  Sunday  with  some 
friends  and  found  out  things.  We 
went  down  in  a  Pullman  arrange- 
ment, all  plate  glass  and  velvet 
fixings,  like  it  is  at  home,  but  without 
the  pea-nut  boy  and  the  book-vendor, 
and  inside  you  would  have  thought 
you  were  in  Wall  Street !  One  man 
wore  four  diamond  rings,  and  read 
the  tape-prices  a]]  the  way  !  There 's 
an  esplanade  along  the  front  at  Brigh- 
ton and  we  moseyed  along  that  for  a 
while,  but  it  was  as  crowded  as  a 
drug  store  in  a  prohibition  State, 
and  we  put  in  at  an  hotel  for 
lunch.  A  band  played  rag -time 
tunes  all  the  time  we  were  there,  and 
I  almost  got  a  headache,  there  was 
such  a  racket.  When  we  pulled  out 
someone  said  that  Brighton  air  was 
the  best  in  the  world.  I  reckon  it 
must  be,  or  the  folks  would  hand  in 
their  checks  quicker  than  they  do ! 
We  got  back  to  London  again  and 
went  to  a  hotel,  and  all  dinner-time  a 


hitch  on  to  the  politics  over  here  just 'That  didn't  stop  Cy,  of  course,  and  he 


drummer    had  engaged    it.  i  band  played,  and,  when  that  let  up,  a 


yet.     Cy  says  things  here  are  about  the  i 
same  as  they  are  in  the  States,  only 
simpler,  because  they  haven't  got  nigger 


got  the  drummer  to  swap  rooms  with 
him  on  condition  that  Cy  paid  for  all 
the  champagne  at  dinner.  Well,  Cy  did 


trouble  and  dry  States  to  worry  with,   his  share  of  the  deal,  and  slept  in  the 
Anyway,  the  head  push  who   did  the  :  room,  and  when  he  paid  the  bill  the  next 


talking  part  was  a  cracker-jack  when  he 
got  started,  and  I  was  tickled  when  he 
told  the  folks  they  would  have  every- 
thing they  wanted  if  they  would  run  his 
ticket  and  stand  by  him.  It  sounded 
familiar  somehow  !  But  the  things  that 
man  said  about  the  House  of  Lords, 
Sadie  !  I  wouldn't  have  believed  there 
was  such  folks  about.  Cy  said  it  gave  him 


morning  he  found  that  he  had  slept  in 
the  wrong  room  after  all,  and  the  king 
had  never  been  near  the  place.  Cy  felt 
terrible  low  about  it  for  some  time.  It 
wasn't  only  the  disappointment,  but  being 
made  a  Willie  of,  that  upset  him. 

Pop  brought  a  very  nice  man  here  to 
dinner  a  few  days  back.  He 's  a  barrister, 
and  they  get  time  off  on  Saturday  al'ter- 


a  pain  to  listen  to  the  m  m  ;  and  [  reckon  noons  sometimes,  so  I  asked  him  if  he 
it  would  have  gone  hard  with  him  if  he  I  could  spare  an  hour  or  two,  as  I  wanted 


chantetue    person 


some  coon  songs 


came   and    gave    us 
I  was  glad  to  wake 


up    next    morning    and     find    it    was 
Monday,  and  that 's  the  truth  ! 

Send  along  all  the  news  you  can  think 
of,  and  be  good  to  yourself. 

Yours  as  ever,        EI.MIEA. 


From  a  schoolboy  (aged  nine) : — 

"  We  had  two  debates  yesterday  about  the 
budget  being  rejected.  I  was  against  tlm 
budget,  but  the  ones  who  were  for  the  budget 
won  it  because  just  about  half  o£  the  ones  who 
were  against  the  budget  had  to  go  away  for 
their  prayers." 
Really,  the  opposers  of  the  Budget  never 
seem  to  get  fair  play  anywhere. 
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THE    DIFFERENT    SIDES    OF    A    STORY.-NO.    IV. 

Told  lit  the  Smoking-room  after  dinner: — "NEW  UORSE  CARRIED  MK  I.IKI:  A  BIRD,  NEVKU  IUBNF.D  BIS  IIKAH  AT  ANMIIIV;,  i.ro  THK  MMI< 

ALL    I'.IK  DAY — SURE  TO  WIN   A  STEEPLECHASE   IF   ONE  OF  YOU   CHAPS   HAD   HIM."  '  h'olloteed  by  Otrrtvn  for  Bile. 


OUR    BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Mr.  Punch's  Staff  of  Learned  Clerks.) 

if  it  is  Mr.  JACOBS'  fault  or  mine  that  I  don't 
laugh  at  his  short  stories  as  I  did.  Sailors'  Knots  (MKTHUEN) 
is  the  latest  collccti  >n  ;  how  calmly  and  sedately  I  closed 
the  hook-  -not  a  collar-stud  hurst,  not  a  button  gone. 
And  then  I  remember  my  limp  and  helpless  state  after 
reading  Tim  Skipper's  Wooing.  Well,  perhaps  it  is  I  who 
am  getting  old  ;  or  is  it  that  I  have  read  too  much  JAOODS? 
Every  humorist  has  his  own  formula  for  being  funny,  and 
one  wlio  works  within  such  narrow  limits  as  Mr.  JACOBS  is 
bound  to  give  his  method  away ;  with  the  result  that  his 
admirer.-i  (subconsciously,  perhaps)  feel  at  last  some  slight 
resentment  against  him.  Now  an  atmosphere  of  that  kind 
is  fatal  to  a  humorist ;  the  humorist  must  have  his  readers 
entirely  with  him  from  the  start,  they  must  follow  him 
without  question.  All  the  time  that  I  was  reading 
Suitors'  Knots  I  was  saying  to  myself,  "  S.ime  old  plot,  which, 
recoils  on  the  plotter;  same  old  night-watchman,  and  the 
same  old  jokes  about  his  face."  Well,  that  simply  didn't 
give  Mr.  JACOBS  a  chance.  I  expect,  really,  he  was  as  funny 
as  ever.  In  any  case  I  must  recommend  the  book  if  only 
for  one  excellent  ghost  story  which  it  contains. 

One  miracle  to  a  novel  is  a  fair  allowance,  and  Mr.  STEPHEN 
Rsraoixe,  while  allowing  his  Alexander  Trotman  to  move 
Ramshorn  Hill  by  an  act  of  faith  from  Trow  bury,  Wilts,  to 
Acton,  W.,  hud  clearly  given  him  private  instructions  that 
this  must  not  become  a  habit.  The  conduct  of  all  his 
characters,  after  and  with  reference  to  that  one  supernatural 
event,  is  entirely  ordinary  and  intensely  human.  The  llolij 


Mountain  (LANK),  as  a  comedy  of  small  minds  concerned 
in  big  m  vemente,  deserves  m  thing  but  praise  ;  OB  a  toi- 
disant  satire  on  tendencies  it  is  open  to  objection.  In  the 
apathy  of  his  Trowbimons,  the  wild  but  short-lived  en- 
thusiasms of  his  London  crowds,  and  the  ready  adaptation 
of  the  miracle  to  commercial  ends  by  his  newspaper  king, 
the  author  shows  a  nice  perception  of  the  self-con  eit  of  the 
narrow-minded  and  the  ready  intelligence  of  the  self-seek- 
ing. But  when  hercducesall  tlicgreatissuesof  life,  including 
religion,  to  mere  farce,  lie  displays  an  observation  too  super- 
ficial and  a  spirit  too  frivolous.  If  it  in  the  Halirisl'H  privilege 
to  ridicule,  it  is  his  duty  to  do  so  with  understanding. 
"  There  is  many  a  true  word  spoken  in  jest,"  h'>  rewinds  you 
on  his  title-page;  but  himself  forgets  that  farce  covers  a 
multitude  of  misconceptions.  NeviTtlu'U--B,  if  you  will 
promise  yours -If  not  to  take  the  satire  too  seriously  nor  to 
abandon  your  optimism  on  its  account,  you  cannot  do  better 
than  read  the  book  for  a  clever  ntory  well  told,  and  for  an 
endlessly  amusing  caricature  of  the  petty  side  of  life. 

Messrs.  GEORGE  BELL  AND  SONS  have  done  a  bold  thing  in 
issuing  the  libretti  of  four  of  the  Savoy  Openu.  How  it 
might  fare  with  one  taking  up  this  book  who  had  never 
seen  them  on  the  stage  I  cannot  guess  ;  but  I  know  that  to 
the  rest  of  us  GUJIKRT'S  wit  and  fancy,  divorced  from  their 
complementary  mofu1,  cviii  only  furnixli  half  a 
As  the  eye  scans  the  familiar  lyrics  the  ear  remembi  r- 
too,  and  we  find  ourselves  not  reading,  but  humming,  the 
pages  through.  But  of  course  the  publication  of  SULLIVAN'S 
score  was  out  of  the  question,  so  the  publishers  hav. 

ned  Mr.  liissm.  FI.IVT  to  supply  an  accompaniment 
in  line  and  colour.  The  artist's  colour  glows  rich  and  har- 
monious; his  eye  for  composition  is  unerring;  his  figures 
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move  and  mime  bravely ;  yet  lie  its  never  quite  sympathetic 
with  the  matter  of  his  author.  Not  only  does  he  make  a 
mistake  in  shirking  the  most  whimsical  situations,  but  there 
is  too  little  whimsicality  in  his  execution ;  and  whimsicality 
should  be  be-all  and  end-all  in  illustrating  work  that  is  com- 
pact of  that  quality.  Another  mistake  Mr.  FLINT  makes,  I 
think,  in  deliberately  ignoring  the  optique  du  theatre;  for, 
however  it  may  be  with  WILLIAM  SIIAKSPEARE,  Sir  WILLIAM 
GILBERT  is  emphatically  for  the  stage  rather  than  the  study. 
Still,  I  want  not  to  belittle  Mr.  FLINT'S  achievement,  for, 
granting  him  his  point  of  view,  he  has  produced  a  most 
admirable  set  of  designs,  especially  those  dealing  with  The 
Pirates  of  Penzanec.  With  Patience  he  is  least  successful, 
but  for  that  he  must  blame  his  youth.  One  needs  to  have 
lived  through  the  time  of  those  fantastic  pr6citux  of  the 
early  eighties  to  be  able  to  give  just  expression  to  GILBERT'S 
satire;  and  Mr.  FLINT  must  have  been  in  short  frocks — if, 
indeed,  he  were  on  the  planet  at  all — when  Maudle  and 
Postlethwaite  first  made  their  wail  heard  in  the  land.  It 
should  be  added  that  Sir  WILLIAM  GILBERT  himself  kindly 
comes  before  the  cur- ; — 
tain  as  Prologue,  and 
introduces  his  operas  in 
a  few  sentences  of  plea- 
sant reminiscence. 


Anon  crops  up  the  former  bride 
For  blackmail,  and  in  desperation 

lie  works  a  bogus  suicide 
To  save  the  latter's  reputation. 

The  first  expires.     Fte  reappears 
To  find  the  second  one  (1  knew  it) 

Mating  afresh,  which  when  he  hears, 
He  flies  once  more  and  leaves  her  to  it. 

The  story  (from  The  Bodley  Head) 
Is  told  with  insight,  and  discreetly ; 

1 1  's  readable,  but,  as  I  've  said, 
The  moral  baffles  me  completely. 


"Sometimes  I  think 
you  are  a  little  mad," 
the  Countess  of  Savcr- 
nake  told  Pettg-Zou,  the 
heroine  of  Miss  KDITII 
RICKERT'S  The  Beggar  in 
the,  Heart  (ARNOLD)  ;  and, 
rude  as  this  remark 
was,  I  ani  not  disposed 
to  deny  the  truth  of 
it.  Petty-Zon,  otherwise 
Tyrrliena  Sidonia  (.'over- 
dale,  was  a  widely- 
travelled  and  much- 
proposed-to  lady  when 
her  uncle  died  and  left 
her  with  a  full  heart 
and  an  empty  purse. 
Undaunted,  however, 
by  these  inconveniences, '  - 
she  established  herself  in  a  workman's  flat  in  Westminster, 
and  proceeded  to  deal  out  loving-kindness — mixed  with 
food — to  her  neighbours.  Had  she  stopped  at  that  perhaps 
Lord  Wha&on,  who  wanted  to  marry  her,  would  not  have 
been  so  worried.  But,  patient  though  he  was,  he  had  to 
protest  when  she  placed  her  protecting  wings  over  a  most 
shady  loafer  (male)  and  a  lunatic  (female).  The  loafer  was 
removed  to  Australia,  and  the  lunatic — after  biting  Lord 
Wharton — to  an  asylum.  Then  Lord  Wharton  received  his 
reward,  and  he  had  certainly  worked  hard  for  it.  The  story 
is  extremely  fantastic,  but  this  very  quality  may  excite  the 
re.ider  to  provide  schemes  of  his  own  for  shaking  a  little 
common-sense  into  Pctty-Zou. 


Sophisticated  Tourist  (risiting  a  tccll-luioim  natural  curiosity).  "I  SUPPOSE  IT  WAS 

THE   CHEAT  FlSS   MAcCoOL  WHO  PUT  THAT  STOKE  THERE,  HlKE  ?  " 

MillC.    "  IT  WAS  SO,  BAD  CESS  TO  HIM   FOE  LAVIS*  IT  IS  SUCH  AN   OXCONVANIEST  SHPOT 
—SIS  MILES  FROM  THE   STATION,   AXD   ITIHLl   ALL  THE  WAV  HERE  AXD   BACK  !  " 


After  reading  Miss  EVELYN  UHDKHHILL'S  latest  supernatural 
novel,  The  Column  of  Dust  (METHCEN),  I  am  inclined  to  quote 
the  famous  criticism  upon  Juberwocky  —"It  fills  me  with 
ideas,  only  I  don't  know  what  they  are."  Nor  am  I  wholly 
free  from  the  suspicion  that  the  author  herself  was  in  no 

better  case.  When,  in 
the  earlier  chapters, 
Constance  Tyrell  makes 
charcoal  rings  iipon  the 
floor  and  sets  herself  to 
catch  ghosts  according 
to  a  printed  formula 
for  that  process,  I  was 
mildly  entertained.  But 
when  it  appeared  that 
an  unborn  spirit  (called 
here  The  Watcher)  had 
actually  been  trapped 
by  these  means,  and, 
entering  the  soul  of  the 
heroine,  become  part  of 
her  being  —  I  ceased  to 
smile.  Frankly  speak- 
ing, such  a  conception 
is  altogether  too  big  for 
its  present  setting.  One 
can  fancy  it  the  motive 
of  a  tremendous  study 
of  human  life  and  its 
problems,  but 
UNDERBILL  takes 


In  vain  I  'vc  tried  and  tried  to  guess — 

I  do  not  say  it  to  disparage—- 
What Mr.  JACKSON  (W.  S.) 

Is  driving  at  in  Trial  by  Marriage. 

He  shows  a  man  who,  having  wed 
An  actress  person,  rather  shady, 

Proceeds,  believing  this  one  dead, 
To  marrv  with  another  ladv. 


her 

Watcher  to  a  Kensington  tea-fight  and  a  musical  comedy. 
And  even  here  I  am  in  doubt  whether  she  intends  the  effect 
to  be  serious  or  farcical.  There  are  other  incidents  in  the 
book  —  the  scenes  in  the  mountain  chapel,  for  example,  and 
the  death  of  Constance  —  where  this  impression  of  insincerity 
becomes  even  more  distasteful.  In  fine,  Miss  UNDKKIIILL, 
having  proved  that  she  can  write  engagingly  enough  about 
ordinary  life  (the  Vince  household  is  quite  delightful),  will 
not,  I  hope,  mind  my  advising  her  to  leave  the  mysteries 
respectfully  alone.  There  are  limits. 


For  the  occasion  of  the  distribution  of  prizes  ai  the  Dar- 
lington Technical  College  (we  read  in  The  Nortli  iiLar) :  — 

"  The  committee  decided  that  a  quantity  of  mm's  veiling  should  be 
obtained  for  the  purpose  ol  draping  a  number  of  the  statues  in  the 
College." 
Life  is  full  of  these  little  difficulties,  especially  for  nuns. 

From  an  advertisement  in  The  Church  Times  : — 
"  Church  -J.  Station  3J,  and  Bath  12  miles." 
This  is  cleanliness  at  a  good  distance  from  godliness. 

Motto  for  Dr.  BODE  :   Few?,  vidi,  da  Vinci. 
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Sli:   I  li  I.T.I. 1:1    TIM  i:    I  aa   been   ivvivin 

Tli<-     In//    Dijcli    at    His    Majesty's.       J 

roaring    farce    entitled    The.     I  hi    \"n\< 

would  have  been  more  toni.-al. 

*  * 

''The  I'nited  States  Xavy  is  able  t 
make  the  proud  boast  that  in  the  nc\ 
battle.sliip,  .\'n/-(/(  Dakota,  it  po- 
the  fastest  I >re  idnought  in  the  world, 
18]  a  cablegram.  We  do  not  like  t  hi 
hint  that  Americans  would  ever  boas 
about  anything :  and  it  is  sure  tc 
cause  irritation  on  the  other  side  of  th 

Atlantic.  „  » 

* 

If  SirWu.i.iAM  WIM.CXH-KS'  Mesopota 
iiiian  proposals  be  carried  out  it  will  be 
possible  to  travel  by  rail  to  The  Gardei 
of  Kilen.  With  increased  facilities  o 
this  sort  we  see  no  reason  why  it  shoulc 
not  be  possible  to  found  there  a  success 
ful  colony  of  Classical  Dancers. 

V 

At  last,  apparently,  a  serious  atteinp' 
i.s  to  be  made  to  improve  our  climate.  In 
an  article  on  the  forthcoming  Japanese 
British  Exhibition,  we  read  that  then 
will  be  brought  to  Shepherd's  Hush  nex 
year  "  not  only  the  material  objects,  bu 
also  the  very  atmosphere,  of  Japan." 

More  practical  politics  !  Some  of  the 
gentlemen  who  were  attacked  at  Eritl 
when  they  heckled  Mr.  UKE  were  re 
lieved  of  their  watches  and  chains. 

V 

Under  the  title  of  The  Central  Criminal 
Court  of  London  a  sumptuous  volunu 
has  1 1  vii  published  at  the  price  ol 
.€8  8*.  0(7.,  enshrining  the  history  ol 
crime  in  the  Metropolis.  The  fact  'thai 
a  worthy  monument  to  their  labours  has 
at  last  made  its  appearance  has  caused 
lively  satisfaction  to  those  concerned,  and 
they  hope  that  a  popular  edition  at  six- 
pence will  soon  bo  placed  on  the  market. 

V 

^  An  official  report  on  the  teaching  of 
English  in  elementary  schools  condemns 
the  Cockney  accent.  A  curious  feature 
of  this  evil  is  that  it  is  by  no  means 
confined  to  the  lower  classes.  Accents 
happen  in  the  best  regulated  families. 
*  * 

Writing  in  The  Express  about 
collection  of  90,000  reproductions  of 
pictures  made  by  a  Hammersmith  gentle- 
man, a  correspondent  says,  "Everything 
is  indexed  so  that  in  a  moment  you  can 
turn  from  GAINSIIOWH  mi  to  ll.u.  Iliitsr." 
But  why  should  you  want  to  ? 

V 

The  Manchester  Guardian,  diseu.-.in_' 
the  mystery  of  the  Dukinfield  murder, 
winds  up  with  the  question,  "What  is 
one  to  make  of  it?"  At  least  half  a 
column,  we  should  say,  speaking  as 
Tactical  journalists. 


THE    NEW    FASHION. 

BKWARG  THE  FCB— WHEN  IT  KI.IM. 


"Why  are  Actors  underpaid?"  was 
he  title  of  an  address  by  Mr.  CV.ni. 
IALKIGH  to  the  Dramatic  Debaters.  Mr. 
IKORGE  ALEXANPEII  and  Mr.  HAKIIV  L.u  M:II 
vill  be  glad  to  hear  that  this  grave  in- 

ustice  is  at  last  receiving  attention. 
*  * 

In  its  account  of  the  football  match 
Between  England  and  Sweden,  a  lon- 
emporary  tells  us  that  "  at  the  interval 
England  led  by  3  goals  to  0,  STAPI.KY 
two)  and  OWEN  having  snored."  What 
cod  is  there  to  cry,  "  Wake  up,  Eng- 
ind !  "  when  we  can  do  as  well  as  this 
n  our  sleep  ? 

V 

The  literary  bargain  of  the  week — 
(c  Dollar  Princess  for  I.--. 


How  to  See  the  Comet. 
A  local  paper  on  HAI.U.I  : 

"It   i.s  now  n   month   kince   tlie   cornel    »n- 

•I    its   return    by   impressing   I  IK-  plinlo- 

KiM|<liic  plate,  lull  il  will  prnUiltly  nnl  lip  s«x-n 

liy  lli.-  niki^l  until  »li(irtlv  nft.Tllio  Nrw  Y«wr." 


L'Entente  Cordiale. 
M  VKCKI.  PR^\-OST  in  The  Figaro  : 

"Iff  A  nglaiH  pris  eit  masse  oat  nor  rullnrr 
im'xliocre." 

"Foemina  "  in  The  Figaro: 

"  I'ris  en  mas,-*  Ira  Angbiu  ne  Mat  pM  trn 
" 


Come,  come  ;    it  is  time  we  pulled  our- 
selves   together    and    impressed 
foreigners. 


VOL.  OISSVII. 
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THE    NEW   LIBERALISM. 

[The  Dally  News,  in  passing  severe  comments  upon  the  retirement  of 
that  stout  buttress  of  Nonconformity,  Sir  ROBERT  PERKS,  permits  itself  to 
make  the  following  observation  :  — "  The  truth  is  that  antagonism  to  the 
Church  U  not  a  sufficient  basis  for  Liberalism  in  these  days."] 

AH,  for  the  easy  days  of  old 

When  there  was  no  tough  test  to  pass 
Before  you  got  your  name  enrolled 

Among  the  Liberal  fighting  class ; 
One  question  served — 'twas  all  you  got : — 

"Are  you  agin  the  Church,  my  hearty  ? " 
You  said,  "  I  am !  "  and  on  the  spot 

Became  a  pillar  of  the  Party. 

No  candidate  was  ever  ploughed 

(The  Limehouse  test  was  still  unknown) 
Because  he  wouldn't  curse  aloud 

All  social  castes  above  his  own. 
They  didn't  say,  as  now  they  do, 

"  Your  claims  we  cannot  yet  determine 
Without  a  guarantee  that  you 

Regard  our  Dukes  as  simple  vermin." 

Yes,  those  were  easier  days,  for  then 

You  might  preserve  a  Liberal  mind 
And  yet  believe  that  honest  men 

Occur  among  the  landlord  kind ; 
You  might,  without  undue  alarm, 

Be  seen  in  converse  with  a  brewer, 
Or  take  a  plural  voter's  arm 

As  though  his  soul  was  not  a  sewer. 

It  was  enough  in  that  fair  age, 

When  PEEKS'S  rose  was  still  in  bud, 
If  Liberals  spent  their  pious  rage 

In  shouting  for  the  Church's  blood ; 
But  now  in  younger,  hardier  breasts 

New  forms  of  hate  must  have  their  places, 
Or  else  the  whole  caboodle  rests 

Upon  an  "  insufficient  basis."  0.  S. 


THERE'S    MANY    A    SLIP. 

No  prudent  Commoner  forgets, 

When  Lords  are  all  the  rage  : — 
"  Kind  hearts  are  more  than  coronets, 

Nor  iron  bars  a  cage." 

Change  the  metre  when  you  "re  pressed ; 

Ask  for  what  you  cannot  reach  ; 
This  is  more  than  all  the  rest : — 

NEVEH  PRACTISE  WHAT  you  PBEACH. 

THE  point  of  the  above  quotation  (selected  at  random  from 
a  praiseworthy  poem  of  my  own,  entitled  Alone  I  Did  It)  is 
in  the  last  line.  The  remainder  may  be  safely  neglected. 
The  moral  of  it  is  this.  If  ever  you  descend  to  writing  articles 
upon  the  ease  of  travelling  first-class  with  a  third-class  ticket, 
and  illustrate  your  theory  witli  a  purely  imaginary  instance, 
let  the  matter  rest  there.  Take  what  money  you  can  get  for 
your  article,  but  try  to  forget  your  beautiful  theory  as  soon, 
as  possible.  Above  all,  do  not  do  as  I  did. 

The  train  intended  to  run  from  Paddington  to  Birming- 
ham without  a  stop,  and  for  all  I  know  it  did  so.  I  intended 
to  go  by  that  train  to  Birmingham,  but,  if  the  third-class 
carriages  became  too  full  to  hold  anybody  else,  I  meant  to 
be  that  somebody  else.  So  I  sat  in  the  rear  of  the  platform 
on  an  empty  milk-can  (that,  \vas  part  of  the  theory)  and 
let  the  other  passengers  arrange  themselves,  facing  the  engine 
or  not  as  they  preferred. 

When  it  was  getting   somewhere  near   starting  time,   I 


walked  along  the  train  to  have  a  look  at  its  fulness ;  and 
never  in  my  lifo  have  I  seen  so  many  vacant  places  in  third- 
class  compartments.  Possibly  you  would  have  boldly  taken 
your  seat  in  a  first-class  carriage  and  chanced  it,  but  I 
happened  to  know  that  it  was  a  corridor  train,  that  an  in- 
spector examined  the  tickets  e>i  route,  and  that  all  the  room 
under  the  seats  was  occupied  by  the  warming  apparatus. 

When  I  rather  think  of  doing  something,  especially  if 
there  is  an  element  of  wickedness  about  it,  and  upon  inves- 
tigation find  it  to  be  impossible,  I  at  once  become  determined 
to  do  it  at  all  costs.  So  I  had  another  look  at  the  train  and 
found  that  the  last  coach  was  not  connected  by  a  corridor 
to  the  rest  of  the  train  and  that  every  third-class  seat  in  that 
particular  coach  was  full.  "  Providence,"  I  said  to  myself, 
''is  engaged  on  this  job,"  and  I  started  to  enter  the  one 
first-class  compartment  in  the  coach.  But  I  did  not  get 
further  than  the  start,  because  I  saw  a  man  in  uniform 
hovering.  On  these  occasions  I  hate  talking  to  men  in 
uniform.  Instead,  I  walked  sharply  out  of  the  station  for  a 
hundred  yards  or  so,  and  waited  there  until  there  was  only  a 
minute  left  before  my  time  of  departure.  Then  I  sprinted 
sharply  for  the  first-class  compartment  of  the  last  coach 
again. 

it  is  astonishing  how  many  railway  officials  one  can, 
interview  in  how  short  a  time.  I  imagine  that  I  had  about 
seven  conversations  before  that  train  started  to  move. 
The  whole  staff  of  one  of  England's  greatest  railways  seemed 
bent  on  nothing  else  but  getting  me  out  of  my  carriage. 
They  asked  to  see  my  ticket,  but  I  was  too  exhausted  by  my 
rush  to  catch  my  train  to  hear  what  they  said.  They 
wanted  to  know  where  I  was  going  and  (so  it  seemed  to  me 
from  their  gesticulations)  why  I  was  going  there,  what  I  was 
going  to  do  when  I  got  there  and  when  they  might  expect 
me  back.  None  of  these  questions  seemed  to  me  to  be 
worth  answering.  Besides,  there  was  probably  some  catch 
in  them. 

1  only  got  rid  of  my  interviewers  when  the  train  started, 
and  even  then  one  of  them  stood  on  the  step,  so  anxious 
was  he  to  finish  what  he  had  got  to  say. 

"  Where  are  you  going,  Sir  ?  "  he  asked. 

"  What  ?  "  I  said.     After  all  I  had  to  say  something. 

"  Where  are  you  going,  Sir  ?  "  he  repeated. 

"Where  are  you  coming  to?"  was  my  natural  retort. 
"I'll  tell  you  all  about  myself,  if  you'll  tell  me  all  about 
yourself.  Will  you  start  first  ?  " 

Before  he  could  answer  that  he  had  to  leave  me.  We 
were  very  nearly  clear  of  the  station  altogether,  and,  had  he 
put  off  the  bitter  parting  any  longer,  he  would  have  had 
to  wait  until  the  next  station  for  some  mere  platform 
to  jump  on.  Rather  than  appear  rude,  I  leant  out  of 
the  window  to  wave  a  farewell  to  him.  "  I  forgive  you,"  I 
shouted.  "  Take  it  from  me  that  I  am  going  to  Birmingham." 
#  #  #  * 

I  alighted  from  my  coach  at  Reading,  because  the  coach 
was  a  slip  coach  and  Reading  was  the  place  where  it  slipped. 
During  the  course  of  interviews  with  another  score  or  so  of 
oflii'iaU,  I  made  two  important  announcements.  The  first 
(which  was  inaccurate)  was  that  I  was  about  to  report  for 
misconduct  the  guard,  the  ticket-inspectors,  the  engine- 
driver,  the  stoker,  all  the  officials  at  Paddington,  all  the 
officials  at  Reading  and  all  the  signalmen  on  the  inter- 
vening system;  the  second  (which  was  entirely  true)  that 
Reading  seemed  to  me  the  most  loathsome  spot  I  had  ever 
had  (lie  misfortune  to  visit. 


"  Lieutenant  Shaekelton's  knighthood  was  inevitable,  nevertheless  it 
will  be  heartily  approved." — NoitJurn  \\  li'nj. 

This  sounds  generous  ;  but,  after  all,  the  public  gets  quite  a 
fair  proportion  of  surprises. 
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BETWEEN   TWO   SCHOOLS. 

PROFESSOR  BALFOLR.    "AXD   XO\V,   liF.NTI.ICMF.X,   TI1K   Ql'KSTIoX    IS   WIIKTHKIt    THIS   AI'MIHAl'.I.F. 
BUST  IS  TO   BH   ASSIOXF.lt   To   Till:   SCHOOL  OF  COBUF.N    ol;    To   TH\T   OF  CIIAMP.F.IM.AIX." 

[Art  cin  lc^  in  Kii^lnii'l  ami  (!.Tiiiany  an>  ^til!  H{>itaU>il  liv  the  controvorsy  alwiit  a  «ax  l>u«t.  wliioh  some  ascribe  to  Leonardo  tl  i 

and  others  to  Hich.inl   (\>,  k!.'    l.n,  M.      KM-II  tlir  tii-rinaii  Kniscr's  proiiuiiii.-riiifiit  in  fu.v.mr  >•(  !.••  'iiarifci  Iia<  :<-ft  tin-  i 
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SOCIETIES    WE    ADMIRE    (BUT    DO    NOT    BELONG   TO).    No.   2. 

Tin:  ASSOCIATION  FOB  THE  HKVIVAL  OF  CLASSICAL  lUxcisn. 


PLEA  FOR  A  "WORKING  MAN." 

WHENE'ER  ray  morning  sheet  I  scan 
I  learn  that  now  the  "  Working  Man," 
Proceeding  on  a  novel  plan 

Of  Give  and  Take, 
For  the  first  time  since  Work  began 

Is  on  the  make. 

Mis  broad  ideal  seems  to  be 

(.letting    bis   needs  — •  and   comforts  — 

free ; 
And  as  it's  natural  that  lie 

Shan't  pay  the  bill, 
The  victim  with  the  L.  S.  D., 

Put  bluntly,  will. 

A  game  in  which  you're  bound  to  win. 
1  las  charm  for  those  that  toil  and  spin, 
Tho'  to  th.-  man  that  has  the  tin 

It  may  sn'iu  hard  ; 
l!ut  whereabouts  do  I  come  in  ? 

I  am  a  bard. 

1  grant  you  that  my  trade  is  low, 
And  wanting  in  the  outer  show 
Of  decent  Toil,  so  let  that  go : 

What  1  impress 
Is,  Dignity  of  labour,  No ; 

But.  Labour,  Yes. 

Tin-  proud  exclusive  Sons  of  Toil, 
What  reck  they  of  the  midnight  oil, 
Of  barren  labours  that  recoil 
After  they're  done, 


Of  Editors  who  make  one  boil 
To  give  them  one  V 

They  do  their  simple  task  per  day — 

The  minimum— and  pass  away 

To  smoke,  to  drink,  perchance  to  play, 

Just  as  they  like; 
Men  whom  the  poet's  rate  of  pay 

Would  send  on  strike. 

Why,  when  in  envious  moods  I  think 
01  all  they  have  to  spend  on  drink, 
While,  for  the  bard,  the  household  sink 

Fulfils  his  need, 
It  is  enough  to  freeze  one's  ink  ; 

It  is,  indeed. 
What  tho'  the  hand  the  Muse  employs 
Is  no  more  horny  than  a  boy's? 
What  tho'  I  wear  no  corduroys 

On  my  two  stumps? 
(I  tried  to,  but  their  creaky  noise 

(lave  me  the  jumps.) 

Hut  what  of  that  ?     I  ask  you,  what  ? 
I  say,  let  class  distinctions  rot! 
And  if  there 's  boodle  to  be  got 

l!y  Working  Men, 
Am  1  a  "  Working"  Man  or  not  ? 

Very  well,  then. 

I'.y  barren  toil  and  meagre  screw, 
0  Workers,  I  am  one  with  you  ; 
And,  if  there's  anyone  to  do, 

My  nil  means  do't; 
Onlv  I  mean  t<>  In-  there  too 
And  share  the  loot. 


Lessons  from  Life. 

DEAR  MB.  PUKCH,— If  our  weekly '  •  i  1 1 1 1  - 
trated"  papers  have  long  ago  sacri- 
ficed art  to  photography,  no  one  can 
complain  that  they  have  grown  cither 
less  instructive  or  less  in  touch  with 
the  times.  Week  by  week  they  teach 
us  more  and  more  about  the  actualizes 
of  the  hour.  Take  the  current  number 
of  T-hc  Grapliic.  As  I  write  (Nov.  II) 
there  lies  before  me  a  very  beautiful 
study— a  photograph,  1  need  hardly  say 
— of  a  pastoral  valley  in  late  autumn. 
In  the  old  days  (his  might  have  ap- 
peared at  any  time  of  the  year,  and  they 
would  have  simply  called  it  "Autumn  " 
or  "I-ate  Autumn,'  and  left  it  at  that. 
But  to-day  we  are  informed  in  a  f  -»\- 
note :  "  Tint  picture  represent!  a  *eene 
now  being  enacted  aU  orcr  the  country, 
reminding  one  that  irintcr  i*  not  far  off." 

Don't  you  think,  dear  Mr.  Pinif/i,  that 
this  kind  of  thing  is  very,  very  good  for 

,?          Yours  ever. 

A  CHILD  IN  THESE 


••PIMJK  CKY1.ON  i 

m  l».  W.  t*.  nr. 

I'acked     in     !">•      lf»d-corenA    ParkrU. 

Twice  the  Sit*  of  »n  ordinary  Packet  of  Ira." 

Aiiii.  i"  "  \\~flem  Morning  Knr*.'~ 

lit-ference  is   apparently   made   to    t 
ordinary  half-pound  packet. 
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THE    LETTER    N. 

A  TRAGEDY  TN  HIGH  Lni:. 

From  tlie  copy  paper  of  Harold  Pippett, 
only  reporter  for  ''The  Easterham 
Herald." 

INQUIRIES  which  have  been  made  by 
one  of  our  representatives  yield  tlie 
gratifying  tidings  that  Kildiu  Hal],  the 
superb  Tudor  residence  vacated  a  year 
or  so  ago  by  Lord  Glossthorpe,  is  again 
let.  The  new  tenant,  who  will  be  a 
valued  addition  to  the  neighbourhood, 
is  Mr.  Michael  Stirring,  a  retired  banker. 

n. 

From  "  The  Easterham  Herald,"  Sept.  '2. 
Inquiries  which  have  been  made  by 
one  of  our  representatives  yield  the 
gratifying  tidings  that  KildSu  Hall,  the 
superb  Tudor  residence  vacated  a  year 
or  so  ago  by  Lord  Glossthorpe,  is  again 
let.  The  new  tenant,  who  will  be  a 
valued  addition  to  tlie  neighbourhood, 
is  Mr.  Michael  Stirring,  a  retired  baker. 

iif. 

Mr.  Guy  Lander,  Estate  Agent,  to  the. 
Editor  of  "  The  Easterham  Herald." 
DEAR  TED, — There 's  a  fearful  bloomer 
in  your  paper  this  week  which  you  must 
put  right  as   soon   as   you   can.      Mr. 
Stirring,  who  has  taken  Kildin,  is  not 
a  baker,  but  a  banker.    Yours,    G.  L. 

IV. 

The  Editor  of  •'  The  Easterham  Herald  " 

to  Mr.  Guy  Lander. 
MY  DEAR  Gur, — Of  course  it's  only  a 
misprint.  Pippett  wrote  "banker"  right 
enough,  and  the  ass  of  a  compositor 
dropped  out  the  "n."  I'll  put  it  right 
next  week.  No  sensible  person  would 
mind.  Yours,  EDWARD  ROBB. 

v. 

Mrs.  Michael  Stirring  to  the  Editor  of 
"  The  Easterham  Herald." 

SIR, -—My  attention  has  been  called  to 
a  very  serious  misstatement  in  your 
pnper  for  Saturday  last.  It  is  there 
stated  that  my  husband,  Mr.  Michael 
Stirring,  who  has  taken  Kildin  Hall, 
is  a  retired  baker.  This  is  absolutely 
false.  Mr.  Stirring  is  a  retired  banker, 
than  which  nothing  could  bo  much 
more  different.  Mr.  Stirring  is  at  this 
moment  too  ill  to  read  the  papers,  and  the 
libel  will  therefore  be  kept  from  him  a 
little  longer,  but  what  the  consequences 
will  be  when  he  learns  it  I  tremble  to 
think.  Kindly  assure  me  that  you  will 
give  the  denial  as  much  publicity  as  the 
falsehood.  Yours  faithfully, 

AUGUSTA  STIRRING. 

VI. 
The  Editor  of  "  The  Easterham  Herald" 

to  Airs.  Michael  Stirring. 
The  Editor  of  The  Easte.rlmm  Herald 


presents  his  compliments  to  Mrs.  Stirring 
and  begs  to  express  his  profound  regret 
that  tlie  misprint  of  which  she  complains 
should  have  crept  into  his  paper.  That 
it  was  a  misprint  and  not,  ait  intentional 
misstatement  he  has  the  reporter's  copy 
to  prove.  He  will,  of  course,  insert  in 
the  next  issue  of  The  Eaatcrham  Herald 
a  paragraph  correcting  the  error,  but 
he  would  point  out  to  Mrs.  Stirring  that 
it  was  stated  in  the  paragraph  that 
Mr.  Stirring  would  be  a  valued  addition 
to  the  neighbourhood. 


Mrs.  Stirring  to  the  Editor  of  "  The 
Easlerham  Herald." 

SIR,  —  Whatever  the  cause  of  the 
slander,  whether  malice  or  misadventure, 
the  fact  remains  that  you  have  done  a 
very  cruel  thing.  I  enclose  a  cutting 
from  the  London  Press,  sent  me  by  a 
friend,  which  will  show  you  that  the 
calumny  is  becoming  widely  spread. 
Mr.  Stirring  is  so  weak  and  dispirited 
that  we  fear  he  may  have  got  some 
inkling  of  it.  Your  position  if  he  knows 
the  worst  will  be  terrible. 

1  am,     Yours  faithfully, 

AUGUSTA  STIRRING. 

vin.  (THE  ENCLOSURE.) 
From  "The  Morning  Star:' 

SIGNS  OF  THE  TIMES. 
We  get  the  new  movement  in  a  nut- 
shell in  the  report  from  Easterham 
that  Lord  Glossthorpe  has  let  his  house 
to  a  retired  baker  named  Stirring,  etc., 
etc. 

IX. 

From  "The  Easlerham  Herald,"  Sept.  9. 
ERRATUM. — In  our  issue  last  week  an 
unfortunate  misprint  made  us  state  that 
the  new  tenant  of  Kildin  Hall  was  a 
retired  baker.  The  word  was  of  course 
banker. 

x. 
Messrs.  Greenery  and  Bills,  Steam 

Bakery,  Dumbr'nlge. 
DEAR  SIR,— After  the  offensive  way  in 
which  you  refer  to  bakers  in  the  current 
number  of  your  paper  we  feel  that  we 
have  no  other  course  but  to  withdraw 
our  advertisement;  so  please  discon- 
tinue it  from  this  date. 

Yours  faithfully, 

GREENERY  AND  BILLS. 

XI. 

Mr.  John  Bridget;  Baher,  lf>  the  Editor  of 

"  The  Easterham  Herald." 
DEAR  ROBB,— -I  was  both  pained  and 
surprised  to  find  a  man  of  your  prin- 
ciples and  a  friend  of  mine  writing  of 
bakers  as  you  did  this  week.  Why 
should  you  "  of  course "  have  meant  a 
banker?  Why  cannot  a  retired  baker 
take  a  fine  house  if  he  wants  to  ?  I  am 
thoroughly  ashamed  of  you,  and  wish  to 


withdraw  my  advertisement  from  your 
paper.     Yours  truly,      JOHN  BHIDGER. 

xn. 
Mrs.  Xtirrini  to  the,  Editor  of  "The 

Easterham  Herald." 
Sin, — I  fear  you  have  not  done  your 
best    to   check    the    progress   of    your 
slanderous    paragraph,    since  only   this 
morning  I  received  the  enclosed.     You 
will  probably  not  be  surprised  to  learn 
that  through  your  efforts  the  old-world 
paradise  of  Kildin,  in  which  we  hoped 
to  end  our  days,  has  been  closed  to  iis. 
Yours  truly,    AUGUSTA  STIRRING. 

xui.  (THE  ENCLOSURE.) 
From  "  Tlie  Daily  Leader" 
THE  TRIUMPH  OF  THE  DEMOCRACY. 
After  lying  empty  for  nearly  two  years 
Lord  Glossthorpe's  country  seat  has  been 
let  to  a  retired  baker  named  Stirring, 
etc.,  etc. 

XIV. 

Mrs.  Michael  Stirring  to  Mr.  Guy  Lander. 

DEAR  SIR, — After  the  way  that  tlie 
good  name  and  fame  of  my  husband  and 
myself  have  been  poisoned  both  in  the 
local  and  the  London  Press,  we  cannot 
think  further  of  coming  to  live  at  Kildin 
Hall.  Every  post  brings  from  one  or 
other  of  my  friends  some  paragraph 
perpetuating  the  lie.  Kindly  therefore 
consider  the  negotiations  completely  at 
an  end.  I  am,  Yours  faithfully, 

AUGUSTA  STIRRING. 
xv. 

The  Editor  of  "  The  Easterltam  Herald  " 
to  Mr.  John  Bridget: 

DEAR  BRIDGER, — You  were  too  hasty. 
A  man  lias  to  do  the  best  he  can.  When 
I  wrote  "of  course"  I  meant  it  as  a 
stroke  of  irony.  You  will  be  glad  to 
hear  that  in  consequence  of  the  whole 
thing  I  have  got  notice  to  leave,  my 
proprietor  being  under  obligations  to 
Lord  Glossthorpe,  and  you  may  therefore 
restore  your  patronage  to  The  Herald 
with  a  pure  conscience. 

Yours  sincerely,     KI>\VARD  ROBB. 

XVI. 

The  Editor  of  "  Tlie  Easterham  Herald  " 

to  Mrs.  Stirring. 

The  Editor  of  The  Easterham  Herald 
presents  his  compliments  to  Mrs.  Stirring 
for  the  last  time,  and  again  assures 
her  that  the  whole  trouble  grew  from 
the  natural  carelessness  of  an  over- 
worked and  underpaid  compositor.  He 
regrets  sincerely  the  unhappiness  which 
that  mistake  has  caused,  and  looks  for- 
ward to  a  day  when  retired  bakers  and 
retired  bankers  will  be  considered  as 
equally  valuable  additions  to  a  neigh- 
bourhood. In  retirement,  as  in  the 
grave,  he  likes  to  think  of  all  men  as 
equal.  With  renewed  apologies  for  the 
foul  aspersion  which  he  cast  upon  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Stirring,  he  begs  to  conclude. 
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THERE    IS    A    DETAIL    MISSING    IN    EACH    OF    THESE    PICTURES-WHAT    IS    IT? 


1.      TUK   VTEU.-KNOFX    Pi  AT-SCENE   tt\    MACUSE. 


i.      AS   HISTORICAL   EXAMPLE   OF  CHIVALRT. 


^^ 

,,     <„  m:,;  Ckommx  IN  TM  lIou^E  or  COLONS.            4.   A  rm.LiiE  PEBSONAC.K  ,N  T,,K  ,,,..-I.,BY  01 ^rn.  Lou .  M 
[\V,  regret  that  The  Strand  .Va^--f,1C  has  not  continued  its  labours  on  the  above  lines. and  we  vou.ure.  with  ackno 
the  gootl  work.]  ^ • — 
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WILLIAM    SMITH,    EDITOR. 

[The  exciting  revelations  at  the  St.  Jami  s' 
Theatre  as  to  the  inner  life  of  the  successful 
dramatist,  with  its  interludes  of  plot  and  in- 
trigue, may  (we  feel)  cause  the  public  to  look 
down  upon  an  editorial  career  as  in  comparison 
tame  and  insipid.  We  have  endeavoured  to 
show  here  that,  on  the  contrary,  Romance  may 
invade  the  Editorial  sanctum  at  any  moment.] 

ACT  I. 

The  Editors  Room  in  the  Office  of  "  The 
Lark."  Two  walls  of  the  room  are 
completely  hidden  from  floor  to  ceil- 
ing by  magnificently  bound  books : 
the  third  loall  at  the  back  is  hidden 
by  boxes  of  immensely  expensive 
cigars.  The  windows,  of  course,  are 
in  the  fourth  wall,  which,  however, 
need  not  be  described,  as  it  is  never 
quite  practicable  on  the  stage.  The 
floor  of  this  apartment  is  chastely 
covered  with  rugs  shot  bij  the  Editor 
in  his  tracels,  or  in  the  Tottenham 
Court  Road;  and  in  some  cases, 
presented  by  admiring  readers  from 
abroad.  The  furniture  is  both  ele- 
gant and  commodious. 

William  Smith,  Editor,  comes  in.  He 
is  superbly  dressed  in  a  fur  coat 
and  an  expensive  cigar.  There  is 
a  blue  pencil  behind  his  ear,  and  a 
slieaf  of  what  we  call  in  the  profes- 
sion "  type-icritten  manuscripts  " 
under  his  arm.  He  sits  down  at 
his  desk  and  pulls  the  telephone 
towards  him. 

Smith  (at  tlie  telephone).  Hallo,  is  that 
you,  Jones  ?  .  .  .  Yes,  it 's  me.  Just 
come  up  a  moment.  (Puts  down  tele- 
phone and  begins  to  open  his  letters.) 

[Enter  Jones,  his  favourite  sub-editor. 
He  is  dressed  quite  commonly,  and 
is  covered  with  ink.  He  salutes 
respectfully  as  he  comes  into  tlie 
room,] 

Jones.  Good  afternoon,  chief. 

Smitli.  Good  afternoon.    Have  a  cigar? 

Jones.  Thank  you,  chief. 

Smith.  Have  you  anything  to  tell  me  ? 

Jones.  The  circulation  is  still  going  up, 
chief.  It  was  three  million  and  eight 
last  week. 

Smith  (testily).  How  often  have  I  told 
you  not  to  call  me  "  chief,"  except  when 
there  are  ladies  present?  Why  can't 
you  do  what  you  're  told  ? 

Jones.  Sorry,  sir,  but  the  fact  is  there 
are  ladies  present. 

Smith  (fingering  his  moustache).  Show 
them  up.  Who  are  they  ? 

Jones.  There  is  only  one.  She  says 
she 's  the  lady  who  has  been  writing  our 
anonymous  "Secrets  of  the  Boudoir" 
series  which  has  made  such  a  sensation. 

Smith  (in  amazement).  I  thought  you 
told  me  you  wrote  those. 

Jones  (simply).  I  did. 

Smith.  Then  why 


Jones.  I  mean,  I  did  (ell  you.  The 
truth  is  they  came  in  anonymously,  and 
I  thought  they  were  more  likely  to  be 
accepted  if  I  said  I  had  written  them. 
(With  great  emotion)  Forgive  me,  chief, 
but  it  was  for  the  paper's  sake.  (In 
matter-of-fact  tones)  There  were  one  or 
two  peculiarities  of  style  I  had  to  alter. 
She  had  a  way  of — 

Smith  (sternly).  How  many  cheques 
for  them  have  you  accepted  for  the 
paper's  sake  ? 

Jones.  Eight.  For  a  thousand  pounds 
each. 

Smith  (with  tears  in  his  eyes).  If  your 
mother  were  to  hear  of  this 

Jones  (sadly).  Ah,  chief,  I  have  never 
had  a  mother. 

Smith  (slightly  put  out,  but  recover- 
ing himself  quickly).  What  would  your 
father  say,  if 

Jones.  Alas,  I  have  no  relations.  I 
was  a  foundling. 

Smith  (nettled).  In  that  case  I  shall 
certainly  tell  the  master  of  the  work- 
house. To  think  that  there  should  be  a 
thief  in  this  office  ! 

Jones  (with  great  pathos).  Chief,  chief, 
I  am  not  so  vile  as  that.  I  have  care- 
fully kept  all  the  cheques  in  an  old 
stocking,  and — 

Smith  (in  surprise).  Do  you  wear 
stockings  ? 

Jones.  When  I  bicycle.  And  as  soon 
as  the  contributor  comes  forward 

Smith  (stretching  out  his  hand  and 
grasping  that  of  Jones).  My  dear  boy, 
forgive  me.  You  have  been  hasty,  per- 
haps, but  zealous.  In  any  case,  your 
honesty  is  above  suspicion.  Leave  me 
now.  I  have  much  to  think  of.  (Rests 
his  head  on  his  hands.  Then,  dreamily) 
You  have  never  seen  your  father;  for 
thirty  years  J  have  not  seen  my  wife 
...  Ah,  Arabella ! 

Jones.  Yes,  sir.     (Rings  bell.) 

Smith.  She  would  split  her  in- 
finitives. .  .  .  We  quarrelled.  .  .  .  She 
left  me.  ...  I  have  never  seen  her 
again. 

Jones  (excitedly).  Did  you  say  she 
split  her  infinitives? 

Smith.  Yes.  That  was  what  led  to 
our  separation.  Why  ? 

Jones.  Nothing,  only — it 's  very  odd. 
I  wonder— 

[Enter  Boy.] 

Boy.  Did  you  ring,  Sir? 

Smith.  No.     (To  Jones)     Did  you  ? 

Jones.  Yes ;  you  told  me  to.  (Smith 
shakes  his  head.)  Well,  anyhow,  Sir, 
what  about  the  lady  ? 

Smith.  The  lady?  Ah,  yes.  (To  Boy) 
Show  her  up,  please.  (Exit  Boy.)  You  'd 
better  clear  out,  Jones.  I  '11  explain  to 
her  about  the  money. 

Jones.  Right  you  are,  Sir.  [Exit. 

Smith  leans  back  in  his  chair  and  stares 
in  front  of  him.'] 

Smith  (to  himself).  Arabella! 


[Enter    Boy,    followed    by    a    stylishly 

dressed  lad-y  of  middle  <ige.] 
Boy.  Mrs.  Kobiuson.  \i'..<-it. 

[Mrs.  Robinson  slops  short  in  the  middle, 
of  the  room  and  stares  at  the  Editor; 
then  staggers  and  drops  on  to  tlie 
sofa. ] 

Smith  (in  wonder).  Arabella  ! 
Mm.  livliiiiaon.  William! 
[Curtain.] 

ACT  II. 

SCENE— As  before.  TIME — Htilf-aii-hour 
later.  William  and  Arabella  are 
seated  on  the  sofa. 

Arabella.  I  had  begun  to  almost  de- 
spair. (Smith  winces.)  "Almost  to 
despair,"  I  mean,  darling. 

Smith  (with  a  great  effort).  No,  no, 
dear.  You  were  ri.^ht. 

Arabella.  How  sweet  of  you  to  think 
so,  W:lliam. 

Smith.  Yes,  yes,  it's  the  least  I  can 
sny  .  .  .  And  now,  dear,  what  shall 
we  do?  Shall  we  get  married  again 
quietly  ? 

Arabella.  Wouldn't  that  be  bigamy  ? 

Smith.  I  think  not,  but  I  will  ask  the 
printer's  reader.  He  knows  everything. 
You  see,  there  will  be  such  a  lot  to 
explain,  otherwise. 

Arabella.  Dear,  can  you  afford  to 
marry  ? 

Smith.  Well,  my  salary  as  editor  is 
only  twenty  thousand  a  year,  but  I  do  a 
little  reviewing  for  other  papers. 

Arabella.  And  I  have  —  nothing. 
How  can  I  come  to  you  without  even  a 
trousseau  ? 

Smith.  Yes,  that's  true  .  .  .  (Sud- 
lenlij)  By  Jove,  though,  you  have  got 
something!  You  have  eight  thousand 
pounds !  We  owe  you  that  for  your 
articles.  (With  a  return  to  liis  pro- 
fessional manner)  Did  I  tell  you  how 
greatly  we  all  appreciated  them?  Ex- 
cuse me  a  moment,  love.  (Goes  to 
telephone.)  Is  that  you,  Jones?  Just 
come  here  a  moment.  (To  Arabella) 
Jones  is  my  sub-editor ;  he  is  keeping 
your  money  for  you. 

[Enter  Jones.] 

Jones  (producing  an  old  stocking). 
I've  just  been  round  to  my  rooms  to 
get  that  money — (sees  Arabella)  -oh,  I 
beg  your  pardon. 

Smith  (icacing  an  introduction).  Mrs. 
Smith — my  wife.  This  is  our  sub- 
editor, dear— Mr.  Jones.  (Arabella  puts 
her  hand  to  her  heart  and  seems  about  to 
faint).  Why,  what's  the  matter? 

Arabella  (hoarsely).  Where  did  you 
get  that  stocking? 

Smith  (pleasantly).  It's  one  he  wears 
when  he  goes  bicycling. 

Jones.  No;  I  misled  you  this  after- 
noon, chief.  This  stocking  was  all  the 
luggage  I  had  when  I  first  entered  the 
Leamington  workhouse. 

Arabella    (throwing   herself    into   his 
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My  son!     This  is  your  father! 
William — our  boy  ! 

^niitli  (ihaking  hamlx  with  Jones). 
How  are  you?  I  say,  Arabella,  linn 
thai,  was  one  of  mi/  stockings? 

.1  riiliflln  (to  licr  boij).  When  I  saw  you 
on  the  stairs  you  seemed  to  dimly  re- 
mind me 

Jones.  To  remind  you  dimly,  mother. 

Xntitii.  No,  my  boy.  In  future,  nothing 
but  .split  inlinilives  will  appear  in  our 
paper.  Please  remember  that. 

Jones  (with  emotion).  I  will  endeavour 
to  always  remember  it,  dad. 

[Curtain.] 
A.  A.  M. 

TOO   LATK. 
[The  si^htin!,'  of  a  soa-MTixjut  has  recently 

INTII  rrporteil  ill  I.i\erp0ol.] 

A  i  i  JUST  wept  above  our  beaches, 

I  hvw  to  its  predestined  term  ; 
Si  ill  within  secluded  reaches 

Lay  the  oceanic  worm  ; 
Never  fluttered  pinnace  Hying 

Told  of  how  his  flank  for  miles 
I'.'il  on  arched  coil  was  lying 

Somewhere  off  the  Scilly  fsles. 

fame  September  ;  flew  the  swallow  ; 

Autumn  lanes  were  lined  with  mud  ; 
Sere  October  saw  us  wallow 

Waist-deep  in  an  ark-less  flood  ; 
Still  no  daring  news  exploiter 

\\  akened  from  its  ooze-girt  zone 
Amphitrite's  portent :  REUTER 

Simply  left  the  thing  alone. 

Shall  we  now  (when  dark  November 

Also  brings  its  share  of  rain) 
Thrill  through  every  awe-struck 
member 

At  the  serpent  of  the  main  ? 
Shall  we  now,  when  parties  writhe  on 

Rocks  alxwt  the  Budget's  fate, 
( 'arc  for  something  like  a  python. 

Spotted  by  the  second  mate  ? 

No,  if  stout  papas  at  Brighton, 

Listening  to  the  breakers'  scrunch, 
Needed  not  that  scare  to  lighten 

lethargy  succeeding  lunch ; 
Polls,  I  think,  to-day  before  us, 

Peers  a-tremble  for  their  doom, 
Rob  the  laggard  Dinosaurus 

Of  his  too  late-flowering  bloom. 

Pressmen  leave  him  wandering  vainly 

Where  upon  the  fog-bound  blue 
( 'aptain  Binks  perceived  him  plainly 

(,"  As  it  might  be  me  and  you  ")  ; 
What  to  us  are  idle  seamen's 

Fancies,  when  we  hourly  shake 
Under  sheer  delirium  trcmens 

Fighting  with  the  Fiscal  snake? 


•KASHIOXABl.K    MAlMU.Uili 
AT  POUT  SAID. 


It  is  rather. 


HOWE-STRANGE." 

The  Egyptian  <.. 


Rector.  "So  YOUR  SON  IN  LONDON  is  TO  BE  XAUUIM>,  ui?" 

tin.  Carter.  "YEssm,  HE  is,  AND  TO  A  LADY  ON  THE  STAGE,  TOO—  Birr  KOT  A  IIOBRIU  MM  IT 

PLAY-ACTRESS.       HE  S\YS  SHE'S  A  SEHIO — WHICH  SOUNDS  QUITE  ALL  IIOHT,   DOJl't  IT?" 


"  Ilia  fame  as  a  teacher  and  as  an  operating 
surgeon  lias  been  carried  to  the  four  corners  of 
the  earth.  By  his  writings  he  has  reached  even 
a  wider  circle." — Tlie  Student. 

In  fact  he  has  always  been  a  favourite  in 
Mars. 


"And  last  night's  contest  has  took  hold  of 
sportsmen  tlie  world  over." — The  Standard. 

We  arc  more  interested  in  the  contest 
between  The  Standard  and  The  West- 
minster Gazette,  whose  "has  went  "we 
quoted  a  week  or  two  ago. 


Under  "Situations  Vacant"  in  the 
Guernsey  Evening  Press,  we  read  the 
simple  announcement.:  "Beetroots  by 
the  Perch."  It  is  intended  to  convey 
(we  assume)  that  there  is  work  for  those 
who  want  it  at  this  well-known  but  un- 
sophisticated little  village. 


Unfortunate  Affair  in  the  Hunting 
Field. 

"  Caldecote  New  Gone  wan  drawn  blank,  but 
from  the  leather  Mills  Qoree  a  fox  wan  art 
going,  and  gave  the  hunt  a  nplendid  rintiUr 
run  towards  Nitm-.itun  and  Sprin  wood, bock  to 
Caldecole  Hall,  and  on  to  Lindlrr.  where  the 
rearguard  went  to  ground." — Daily  Mail. 

••  Th.-  .\luniri|Ml  Kin-lion* t  ok  pboe  through- 
out the  country  on  Monday.      In  the  provincial 
towns  there  has  been  very  little  change.      The 
.  n  one  side  have  balanced  the  lowers  on 
the  other." — The  Spectator. 

This  happens  so  frequently  nowadays, 
however,  that  it  has  ceased  to  bo  the 
subject  of  general  remark. 

From  a  testimoni 

"  1  may  say  your  Smearoleom  wa»  a  great 
raeoew  here," keeping  Hares  and  Rabbit*  from 
barking." 

No  more  sleepless  nights ! 
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Parishioner  (to  the  new  Curate).  "  YES,  tint,  I'VE  BEEN  A  WIDOW  i'ou  TWENTY-TWO  YEARS,  AND  NEVER  EEGEETTED  IT." 


THE    DEATH    OF    EUCLID. 

["  Euclid,  we  are  told,  is  at  last  dead,  after  two  thousand  years  of  an 
immortality  Chat  he  never  much  deserved." — "  The.  Times'  "  Literary 
Supplement.] 

A  THRENODY  for  EUCLID  ! ,  This  is  lie 

WLo  with  his  learning  made  our  youth  a  waste, 

Holding  our  souls  in  fee ; 
A  god  whoso  high-set  crystal  throne  was  based 

Beyond  the  reach  of  tears, 
Deeper  than  time  and  his  relentless  years ! 

Come  then,  ye  Angle-Nymphs,  and  make  lament ; 

Ye  little  Postulates,  and  all  the  throng 
Of  Definitions,  with  your  heads  besprent 

In  funeral  ashes,  ye  who  long 
Worshipped  the  King  and  followed  in  his  train  ; 
For  he  is  dead  and  cannot  ri?e  again. 

Thou  from  the  shapes  that  beat  their  breasts  aud  wept, 
Soft  to  the  light  a  gentle  Problem  stepped, 
And,  lo,  her  clinging  robe  she  swiftly  loosed 
And  with  majestic  hands  her  side  produced  : 
"Sweet  Theorem,"  ehe  said,  and  called  her  male, 
.    "  Sweet  Theorem,  be  with  me  at  this  hour. 
How  oft  together  in  a  dear  debate 

We  two  bore  witness  to  our  Sovereign's  power. 
But  he  is  dead  and  henceforth  all  our  days 

Are  wrapped  in  gloom, 
And  \vc  who  never  ceased  to  sing  his  praise 
.May  weep  our  lord,  but  cannot  call  him  from  his  tomb." 


And,  as  they  bowed  their  heads  and  to  and  fro 
Wove  in  a  mournful  gait  their  web  of  woe, 

Two  sentinels  forth  came, 

Their  hearts  aflame, 
And  moved  behind  the  pair  : 

"  Warders  we  are,"  they  cried, 
"  Of  these  two  sisters  who  were  once  so  f  lir, 

So  joyous  in  their  pride." 
And  now  their  massy  shields  they  lifted  high, 

Embossed  with  letters  three, 
And,  though  a  mist  of  tears  bedimmed  each  eye, 

The  sorrowing  Nymphs  could  sec 
Q.,  E.  and  F.  on  one,  and  on  the  other  Q.  E.  D. 

But  on  a  sudden,  with  a  hideous  noise 
Of  joy  and  laughter  rushed  a  rout  of  boys  ; 
And  all  the  mourners  in  affright 
Scattered  to  left  and  right. 
Problems  and  Theorems  and  Angles  too, 
Postulates,  Definitions,  Circles,  Planes, 

A  jibbering  crew, 
With  all  their  hoary  gains 
Of  knowledge,  from  their  monarch  dead 
Into  the  outer  darkness  shrieking  fled. 

And  now  with  festal  dance  and  laughter  loud 
Broko  in  the  boyish  and  intruding  crowd  ; 

Nor  did  they  f.iil, 
Seeing  that  all  the  painful  throng  was  sped, 

To  let  high  mirth  prevail, 
And  raise  the  song  of  joy  for  EUCLID  dead. 
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ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 

KXTHAlTKD  PROM   THE  DlAIlY  OF  TOBY,  M.I'. 

ll'iuae  of  Lordg,  Monday,  November  8th 

lion  c  meets  to-day  with  conscious 
ne^s  that  it  is  poorer  by  tin:  cutting  oft 
of  ono  of  its  most  modest  and  most  dis 
tiii..;uishei|  memliers.  Lord  SU.HY  dii 
not  tain-  prominent  part  in  its  proceed 
in  s.  When  he  first  entered  it,  stepping 
IVni  1 1 1  In:  I'xaltrd  position  of  the  Speaker's 
Chair  in  the  Commons,  he  character!?-, 
tically  took  a  back  seat,  whence  he 
seldom  rose  to  join  in  debate.  He  pre 
Inn, |  the  less  obtrusive  part  of  one 
who  gives  "  -age  counsel  in  cumber." 

His  views  on  current  affairs  were 
sought  with  avidity  by  both  sides 
When,  at  the  instance  of  thr  pivsen 
Opposition,  a  Committee  was  appointee 
to" consider  the  possibility  of  reforming 
procedure  in  the  Lords,  Ministers  am 
thi-ir  lew  followers  stood  aside.  Intent 
upon  drastic  reconstruction,  they  de- 
clined to  dally  with  what  promised  u 
be  a  mere  plastering-up  of  the  ancient 
edifice.  The  LEADBK  OF  Tin:  OPPOSITION 
approached  Lord  SKLBY  with  invitation 
to  "coineover  and  help  us."  Thougl 
essentially  not  a  Party  man,  he  was  loyal 
to  his  Party  chief.  He  privily  consulted 
him  on  the  question,  ami  on  receiving 
cordial  consent  to  follow  personal  inclina- 
tion in  tin;  matter  he  joined  the  Com- 
mittee and  gave  valuable  aid  to  its 
deliberations. 

To  the  universal  regret  on  1 1  is  final  with- 
drawal  from  an  arena  which  he  endowed 
with  dignity  is  added  the  reflection  that 
the  event  happens  on  the  eve  of  a  crisis 
in  the  history  of  the  House  of  Lords 
where  his  sound  judgment,  long  ex- 
perience, lofty  moral  and  mental  atti- 
tude, would  have  been  of  price  above 
rubies. 

It  is  an  oft-told  story  how,  nominated 
to  the  Speaker's  Chair  on  the  retirement 
of  Mr.  PKKI,,  Mr.  GULLY  was  not  known 
even  l>y  sight  to  one-third  of  the 
a--e>nbly.  As  Member  for  Carlisle,  as 
in  other  relations  of  daily  life,  he  never 
thrust  himself  to  the  front.  Unexpect- 
edly called  to  the  Chair,  lie  filled  it 
with  aeourteiiiisnc-s  that  graced  without 
weakening  his  unfailing  vindication  of 
its  high  authority.  His  appointment  on 
the  nomination  of  the  meagre  Liberal 
majority  under  the  leadership  of  Sir 
WILLIAM  ILvnoouirr  was  resisted  by  the 
Opposition.  The  honour  wa^  won  for 
him  by  the  narrow  majority  of  eleven. 
This  happened  in  April  1895.  In 
August  of  the  same  year,  the  Unionists 
returning  with  a  majority  that  made 
them  masters  of  the  situation,  and  plaeed 
at  their  disposal  the  pri/.es  that,  are 
;he  heritage  of  the  victor,  re-elected 
lim  by  acclamation. 

Thereafter,  through  ten  eventful  years 
ic  held  the  post,  yearly  growing  in  the 


>- 


House  of  LorJg  Footman.  —  "  Per'ap*  I  bought  to  tell  you,  ni'lord,  an  thorn  jttmua  from 
Mr.  Hasqoidge's  hopposite  are  hall  in  the  front  of  the  'Ouse  again,  a-throwiu'  down  glorM, 
[wich  they  call  gnuukleU)  like  han.vthink  !  Their  hattitude  and  beyavionr  in  what  your  lord-liip 
might  call  unpleasantly  threat'uin',  1  might  halmost  say  iniilill.M-lafw !  " 

I^rd  Lansdoicne. — "  Oh,  that '»  all  right,  James.  You  might  just  pick  up  all  the  glove*,  you 
inow.  Very  interesting  mementos."  [See  next  page.'] 


esteem  of  the  House.  A  man  of  simple 
tastes,  sweet  nature,  high  culture,  and 
supreme  capacity,  he  added  appre- 
ciably to  the  splendid  traditions  of  the 
Speaker's  Chair. 

Xmv  is  the  stalely  rolinnii  bmkr, 
The  beacon  light  is  <|iii'iir!i<>d  in  smoke, 
The.  trumpet's  silvery  sounil  is  still. 
The  warder  silent  on  the  hill. 

Business  done.  —  London  Elections 
Bill  thrown  out  on  Second  Reading  by 
157  against  40. 

Thursday. — Merrily  filling  up  the  cup. 

st    week    Irish    Land    liill     hackul 
about    and    returned    for    dead.       On 
Monday  short   shrift   given  to  LOULU'S 
ondon   Elections   Bill.     Jonx   lit 
Jill  for  the  better  planning  of  towns 
nd  the  housing  of  populations,  which 
passed  the  Commons  by  acclaim,  severely 
uindled  in  the  melting  pot. 

"  May  as  well  be  hung  for  a  sheep  as 
i  lamb,"  said  LANSDOWNK,  sharpening 
lis  claymore. 

h'-u    in    quavering    voice    that    ill 


assorted  with  desperate  intent,  he  trolled 
his  battle-song : 

( '.inc.-  till  up  the  cup  as  full  an  you  can  ; 
( '  me  call  up  my  army  of  bold  Backwoods- 

men. 
Kling  wiilo  t!w«  "No"  lobby  and  let  us  go 

free : 

For   it's  up   with   the   Budget  of   David 
L.  G. 

To-day  House  letting  Bill  comes  bock 
with  reasons  for  disagreement  to  several 
of  Lords'  Amendment-.  CAMPKKDOWN 
to  the  fore  as  usual.  Kver  desirous  to 
remind  ll»<i-e  that  if  anything  un- 
timely were  to  happen  to  LuWDOWHE — 
•  which  Heaven  forbid  !)  they  moil  not 
<;o  lyadcrle-s.  Indeed,  with  titular 
coachman  011  the  box,  CAJIPERTOWS 
always  ready  to  take  reins  out  of  his 
hands  and  drive  the  next  stage. 

Heavily  snubbed  just  now.  Majority 
of  Peers  on  Opposition  Benches  evi- 
dently disinclined  to  add  to  general 
wreck  another  useful  non-controversial 
measure.  CAMPERDOWH  has  no  patience 
with  such  weakness.  Dp  several  tuxes 
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on  same  Amendment.  In  the  Commons 
this  out  of  order.  In  the  Lords  no 
Standing  Orders  govern  debate.  Every 
Peer  a  law  unto  himself.  LOUD  CHAN- 
CELLOR silting  on  Woolsack  with  appear- 
ance and  insignia  of  President  has  no 
power  of  restraint. 

But  there  are  limits  to  the  patience  of 
a  Scotchman.  On  fourth  popping  up 
of  the  Irrepressible  One,  LOKD  CHAN- 
CELLOR observed :  "  It  is  not  usual  for 
noble  Lords  to  speak  more  than  once  on 
the  same  subject." 

Ministerialists  cheered  ;  Unionists  tit- 
tered ;  CAM PEKDOWN  subsided. 

Business  done.  — -  Noble  Lords  gra- 
ciously refraining  from  insisting  on 
Ameodments  to  House  Letting  Bill  dis- 
agreed with  by  Commons,  the 
little  one  was  saved. 

"A    brand   snatched  from 
the    burning,"   f  ighed    Lord 

dam. 


night  on  which  the  CIIANCI:I,I.OI;  OF  THE 
EXCHEQUER  had  this  dream,  the  PRESIDENT 
OK   HIE   BoAUD  OK   'I'uADE  also  dreamed ! 
that  Mr.  ASQUITH  had  resigned,  but  that: 
it    was    Mr.    LLOYD   GEORGE    who    was ' 
appointed  to  succeed  Lord  MINT". 


"THE  WORLD'S  BOOKS  BETTERED." 

COMPLAINTS  have  been  made  that 
whereas  the  business  man,  the  soldier, 
the  artisan,  the  clerk,  nay,  even  the 
shoeblack  and  the  crossing  -  sweeper 
may  now  peruse  the  essence  or  pith  of 
the  World's  Masterpieces  in  fortnightly 
paper  editions,  the  Carmelite  Press  has 
as  yet  done  nothing  to  cater  for  the 
more  leisurely  needs  of  bibliophiles, 


THROUGH  THE  IVORY  GATE. 

THE  recent  announcement 
that  a  Servian  Bishop  was 
about  to  be  tried  on  a  charge 
of  high  treason  for  publicly 
slating  that  he  had  dreamed 
that  King  PETER  was  deposed 
has  prompted  the  inquiry 
whether  such  experiences  are 
common  amongst  our  own 
leading  men.  Appended  are 
the  results  of  an  investiga- 
tion s  owing  that  this  par- 
ticular form  of  dream  is  by 
no  means  the  monopoly  of 
the  Servian  episcopacy. 

Sir  HERBERT  BEERUOHM  TREE, 
who  recently  informed  a  repre- 
sentative of  The  Daily  Citron  - 
icle  that  he  "believed  in 
having  dreams  and  in  turn- 
ing them  into  realities,"  is 
reported  to  have  had  a  strange  vision 
the  other  day  during  a  hard-earned  nap 
between  the  Acts  of  Trilby.  The  re- 
nowned histrion  dreamed  that  Mr. 
GEORGE  ALEXANDER  had  abandoned  the 
Stage  for  Parliament,  that  Mr.  MARTIN 
HARVEY  had  btcome  a  Bishop,  Mr.  CYRIL 
MAUDE  an  Admiral,  and  Mr.  H.  B.  IRVING 
a  Judge. 

The  CHANCELLOR  OF  THE  EXCHEQUER, 
like  Sir  HERBERT  BEERBOHM  TREE,  is  a 
great  dreamer.  It  is  reported  by  a  writer 
in  The  Rational  Review  that  Mr.  LLOYD 
GEORGE  recently  had  a  remarkable  dream, 
in  which  Mr.  APQUITH  resigned  the  Pre- 
miership and  Mr.  WINSTON  CHUI;<  ;m.i, 
was  appointed  Viceroy  of  India.  On 
his  communicating  the  dream  to  Mr. 
ASQHTH,  the  Premier  remarked,  with  a 
merry  twinkle,  "My  dear  DAVID,  1  am 
delighted  to  hear  it ;  you  know  that 
dre  :ms  always  go  by  contraries." 

By  a  strange  coincidence  on  the  s.imo 


present  roominess,  the  Chronicles  of 
Barchester  with  the  remotest  details  of 
all  the  mechanism  of  all  the  minor 
canons,  and  Bradshaw's  Guide  with 
photogravures  of  the  wayside  villages, 
and  double  the  usual  number  of  trains. 
Everything  will  be  done  by  experts: 
thus,  to  take  a  few  instances  : — 

Mr.  W.  BEAOII  THOMAS  extends  and 
improves  the  Story  of  Eden  from 
Paradise  Lost. 

CORALIE  STANTON  and  HEATH  HOSKEN 
re-write  and  intensify  the  love-letters  of 
ABELARD  and  HELOISK. 

Mr.  WILLIAM  LE  QUEUX  out-Walters  the 
Waverley  Novels ;  and 

Mr.  HALL  CAINE  elaborates  Mr.   BER- 
NARD SHAW'S  introduction   to  Mr.  HALL 
CAINE'S   latest    work,     under 
the    title    of    "  The    White 
Elephant" 

l^ouncl  in  rhinoceros  hide, 
with  medallion  of  Lord  NORTH- 
CLIFFE  and  Pisifl TRATUS  on  the 
covers,  "  THE  WORLD'S  BOOKS 
BETTERED"  will  be  more  than 
the  limit.  They  will  create 
an  epoch.  They  will  (as  our 
American  cousins  say)  be  IT. 

From  all  bookstalls  at  7 
guineas  per  cwt. 


SOME  OF  "THOSE  PERSONS"  WITU  THE 


"  The  result  was  that  in  the 
name  of  (lie  City  Fathers  the  uight- 
maiv  of  the  tramway  waa  placed 
on  ihe  breast  of  the  city." 

The  Lahore  Tribune. 

No  mixed  metaphors  for  our 
jovial  contemporary. 


litterati,  bookworms,  and  connoisseurs. 
To  meet  this  long  felt  want,  we  are  happy 
to  announce  that  the  aforementioned 
publishing  house  intends  to  compile 
and  issue  (once  every  blue  moon)  an 
improved  and  expanded  edition  of  tin- 
gems  of  literature  for  the  express  benefit 
of  students  and  millionaires.  Remember 
that 

"THE  WORLD'S  BOOKS  BETTERED'' 

13  NOT  A  MERE  REPUBLICATION. 

It  is  a  painting  of  the  lilies  of  literal  lire, 
a  gilding  of  the  golden  coin  of  fancy,  an 
enhancement  of  the  noblest  and  greatest 
works  of  the  greatest  writers  that  have 
ever  wrought. 

How  often  have  you  not  laid  down 
some  massive  volume  with  a  sigh,  and 
said,  "1  wish  there  were  more  of  it." 
Well,  that  is  just  what  there  is  going  to 


be.     Try  to  ima 
decameters,    an 


;inc  your  Homer  in  duo- 
Inferno    of    twice    its 


From  an  advertisement : 

"  A  gentleman  writes  :  '  After 
25  years  use  I  have  found  a  cup  of 
tea  taken  in  tile  morning  about  a 
quarter  oi  an  hour  after  a  dose  of 
a  great  boon." 

It  is  only  right  to  give  these  remedies 
a  fair  trial  before  rushing  into  print 
about  them. 

"1'ri/e  Pugs.— Mrs.  It  A.  ReekiU,  of  Hast- 
ings, was  a  succe.-sful  exhibit  >r  in  the  rabbit. 
cla.-^rs  at  the  Lewes  Fanciers'  Show  on  Thurs- 
day. He  took  two  firsts  and  a  second." — Ilast- 
inijs  Oiscrrcr. 

If  there  is  any  point  about  which  you 
are  ttill  doubtful,  do  not  hesitate  to 
write  to  us. 


From  a  circular  letter  sent  out  by  The 
Daily  Mail:  — 

"Dear  Sir, — I  am  endeavouring  to  ascertain 
the  effect  of  the  new  Kighl-IIour  Act,  and  1 
should  be  glad  if  you  could  kindly  let  me  know 
briefly  how  it  affects  the  working  of  your 
miad." 

Fortunately  this  letter  came  not  to  us 
but  to  a  correspondent,  so  we  need  not 
confess. 
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LITERARY"  COSSII'. 
KM  ci  iaoi-.i.  liy  tin-  splendid  example 
of  Mr.  I  IKMIV  ,!AMKS,  the  In  n.iiu-  of  whose 
new  in.vel  "is  a  hidy  who  ha,  |,r  .,, 
;ed  MX  times  while  her  mother  has 
three  liusbands,"  ;i  number  <if  other 
wefl-kiiowii  11  -veil  -ts  meditate  ;  imilar 
excursions  into  matrimonial  arithmetic. 
Tims  Mi,*  Susan  P.  Fargus,  the  famous 
'Texas  romaiieer,  aimounci  s  a  story  en- 
till.  ,|  I'ulli/  ,\mlri/'x  Unhands,  the  j>l..t 
of  which  is  of  a  most  complicated  cha- 
ncier. I'dly.  who  is  a  muitrcssc  fcinmr 
of  tin-  most  pronounced  type,  marries 
itonultaneouflly  six  husbands  in  six 

different  Stales.  Four  of  them  hall 
lieen  maiTied  twice  before,  and  the  re- 
maining two  were  monogams. 

'Another  redoubtable  novelist,  Mrs. 
Gertrude  Sparrowhawk,  has  just  con- 
pleted  a  charming  talo  called  Mamie  » 
•Motion*.  Mam  if  is  a  little  girl  o 
seven  whose  mother  has  been  divorcer 
seven,  and  her  father  eight  times.  Will 
that  splendid  tolerance  which  is  such  ; 
fine  feature  of  the  smartest  American 
society,  Mamie  s  parents  are  in  the  habi 
of  sending  lur  on  a  round  of  visits  to 
their  previous  partners.  The  confusion 
caused  in  the  mind  of  the  little  visitor 
is  most  divertingly  described  in  Mrs 
Sparrowhawk's  story,  which  has  beei 
"  crowned  "  by  the  Academy  of  Griggs 
ville. 

A  charming  book  of  reminiscences 
which  is  shortly  promised  by  the  firm 
of  Odder  and  Odder  is  My  Matrimonial 
Vicissitudes,  by  the  famous  Portuguese 
pianist,  Madame  Forma  Minto.  Perhaps 
the  clou  of  this  delightful  entertainment 
is  the  chapter  in  which  she  relates  how, 
at  the  third  concert  of  the  Philharmonic 
Society's  season  some  years  ago,  she 
played  with  the  most  brilliant  suce 
her  fifth  husband's  fourth  pianoforte 
concerto,  and  wan  six  times  recalled. 


That  distinguished  peer-elect,  Admiral 
Sir  JOHN  FISIIKK,  O.M.,  G.C.U.,  is  si. 
deeply  delighted,  as  he  well  may  be, 
with  the  splendid  appreciation  from  the 
pen  of  Mr.  Auxoi.n  WHITK  which  appeared 
in  Tlic  Daily  Chronicle,  that  he  is  about 
to  write  a  short  biography  of  that,  illus- 
Irious  publicist  under  the  attractive 
title  of  "The  Whitest  Man  1  Know." 
Mr.  AIINOI  i>  WHITE,  it  will  be  remembered, 
used  of  Sir  .Ions  KISIIKC  the  memorable 
phrase:  "lie  i;i\vs  the  impression  of 
being  elemental  man  in  the  midst  of 
wa\  figures."  Acting  on  this  sngges- 
lion  we  understand  that  Me.»r.~.  Ti  S8A1  t> 
have  ordered  an  animated  and  speaking 
•Higv  of  our  great  Ailmiral,  which  will 
walk  the  quarterdeck  with  suitable 
lautical  expressions  at  the  hours  of  U, 

>,  0  and  K  every  day. 


THE    DIFFERENT    SIDES    OF    A    STORY.-NO.    V. 


etrrifiion  :  "  FOR  SALE,  OBEY  HAKE,  QUIRT  is  ALL  HAKXK&S,  OKLT  sou>  cv 

1IIK    dWHKK  GOINU   IN   FOB  HUTOB  CARS." 


It  is  asserted  that  the  I/)im  ADVOCATE 
is  engaged  on  an  historical  romance 
•bounding  in  the  most  improbable  and 
Fantastic  incidents,  of  which  the  her.)  is 
Prince  Alexander,  the  hereditary  sove- 
reign of  Uritania. 


"The  Daily  News"  and  the  Prize 
Bing. 

We  were  greatly  shocked  by  a  full 
•olunm  report  of  a  prize-fight  in  the 
hiili/  News  of  Novemlier  it,  bristling 
with  such  vulgar  technicalities  a-. 
'swung  up  his  left,"  "hugging,  in- 
ersperscd  with  kidney  puncliing," 
•  Welsh  again  found  the  Londoner's 

e"  and  "put  an  upper-cut  to  the 
aw."  We  can  only  suppose  that 
his  report  was  printed  by  oversight, 
nd  that  our  contemporary  had  quite 
ntended  to  publish  something  like  the 
ollowing:-  — "  We  are  informed  by  a 
>ress  agency,  which  shall  be  n  nneless, 
hat  another  of  the  brutal  display.-,  for 


which  (lie  National  Sporting  ('lull  i» 
notorious,  took  place  laM  night.  The 
contestants  were  two  fine,  strapping 
young  fellows,  Frederick  Welch,  of 
Pontypridd,  and  John  Summers,  of 
Canning  Town  ;  and  we  cannot  lull 
think  that  their  glowing  health  and 
splendidly- develo|KHl  physique  might 
have  lieen  put  to  some  better  pur|x»tp. 
It  is  not  our  intention  to  i.-|«.rt  thi-i 
event  in  any  detail ;  we  pl.uv  on  record 
the  fuel  that  it  happened,  so  that  the 
public  may  know  that  this  so<nllod 
sport  of  pri/e-fighting  still  exists  in  our 
mid>t.  Our  readers,  by  the  way,  may 
perhaps  be  interested  to  learn  that 
pri/e-ring"  i-  redly  a  misnomer,  the 
spare  set  apart  for  contcftU  of  this  kind 
being,  we  understand,  of  a  rectangular 
shape."  

The  Artistic  Touch. 
'•  A    il.ir.iy    box   of   Yarmouth    Uoatora   or 
kippere  sent  rarr.  trte." 
I/ook  out  for  our  charming  Ku-k  of  metis. 
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AT  THE    PLAY. 

"LoRRiMER  SABISTON,  DRAMATIST." 

1  HAVE  my  grave  doubts  whether  the 
profession  of  British  'Dramatist  is  so 
established  and  assured  that  it  can 
afford  to  make  merry  in  the  open,  at 
its  own  expense.  Nor  am  I  certain  that 
tli3  cynical  reflections  of  a  playwright 
upon  his  own  art  —  very  right  and 
profitable,  no  doubt,  in  the  private 
circle— is  likely  to  afford  much  enter- 
tainment to  the  general  public,  for  one 
must  not  judge  by  the  almost  pro- 
fessional sympathy  of  a  first-night 
audience.  Yet  if  Mr.  CARTON  is  not  de- 
pending for  success  on  his  exposure  of 
the  humours  of  his  trade,  I  don't  quite 
see  what  he  is  depending  on ;  for  he 
makes  no  recognisable  appeal  to  the 
elemental  emotions.  In  the  whole  play 
there  is  only  one  moment  of  strong  feel- 
ing, and  even  then  the  processes  that  led 
up  to  it  had  been  conducted  off  the  stage. 

But,  anyhow,  his  play  suffers  from  a 
fundamental  flaw  which  '  makes  the 
whole  fabric  shaky  from  the  start. 
Lorrimer  Sabiston  is  a  dramatist  who 
has  hitherto  taken  the  side  of  the  angels 
and  grown  rich  beyond  the  dreams  of 
dramatic  avarice  by  giving  the -public 
what  they  want  —  anaemic  propriety 
with  virtue  ever  triumphant.  Bat  sud- 
denly, taking  the  nether  powers  into 
his  confidence,  he  writes  the  real  thing, 
a  veritable  hair:raiser,  entitled  "  One 
Law  fo^the' Woman."  He  dares  not 
produce  this  in  his  own  name  for  fear 
of  alienating  the  British  matron.  So  he 
induces  -Noel  Darcus,  a  starving  young 
playwright,  to  let  it  be  fathered  on  him 
under  a  mutual  bond  of  secrecy.  It 
never  seems  to  have  occurred  to  Sabiston 
that  he  might  just  as  well  have  prodiiced 
the  play  ^anonymously  and  saved  himself 
froni."the"grpssness!.of  taking  advantage 
of  the  poor  boy's  extreme  need.  .  This 
is  not,  the  first  time — The  Builder  of 
Bridges  was  another  case — where  the 
character  played  by  Mr.  ALEXANDER  has 
cheerfully  undertaken  to  behave  in- 
tolerably without  any  apparent  sign  on 
the  part  of  either  author  or  actor  that  he 
was  being  asked.to  do  anything  outside 
the  day's  work  of  an  English  gentleman. 

Well,  the  play,  had  a  great  vogue  (I 
don't  know  how  it  eluded  the  Censor  or 
what  the  police  were  doing  at  the  time), 
and  then  came  a  very  pretty  touch  of 
irony.  Sabiston' s  friend,  Lad;/  Chcynley, 
with  whom  his  prospects  of' elopt  UK nt 
were  beginning  to  look  quietly  rosy, 
throws  him  over  for  the  supposed  amlior 
of  the  town-shaking  play,  whom  she 
assumes  to  be  made  of  the  same  virile 
fibre  as  his  alleged  creation.  But  even 
this  dramatic  situation  loses  much  of  its 
effect  by  the  ill-judged  humours  of  a 
scene  in  which  the  aggrieved  husband 
presents  a  figure  of  farce. 


Mr.  GEORGE,  ALEXANDER  made  up  for 
his  regrettable  absence  from  Mil  - 
Channel  by  being  on  the  stage  for  the 
best  part  of  the  whole  three  hours. 
He  threw  off  his  almost  continuous 
speeches — consisting  largely  of  meta- 
phors, the  kind  that  you  have  to  think 
out  over  night  —  with  astonishing 
fluency  and  good  nature.  But  apart  from 
this  feat  he  was  not  called  upon  for  a  great 
effort.  It  seemed  that  at  any  moment 
he  might  be  required  to  do  some  acting, 
but  the  moment  never  came,  except  that 
just  before  the  final  Act  he  suffered  a 
brief  spasm  of  depression  on  hearing 


A'oei  Darcus  (Mr.  GODFREY  TEARLE)  toL-jrrimcr 
Saliston  (Mr.  GEORGE  ALEXANDER).  "Mind,  if  I 
accept  it,  it 's  only  because  I  'in  starving." 

[Note.— Noel  Darcus  is  the  hollow,  attenuated 
figure  on  tlie  right.] 

that  he  could  never  hope  to  be  the 
co-respondent  in  the  Cheynley  suit. 

I  ought  to  add  that  he  wore  a  horned 
moustache  and  a  short  pointed  beard, 
which  went  admirably  with  a  certain 
Mephistophelian  quality  in  the  character 
of  Sabiston.  These  trimmings  were  in- 
accurately referred  to  as  "  whiskers"  by 
someone  in  the  gallery  who  wished 
"GEORGE"  to  take  them  off;  but  I  sin- 
cerely hope  that  Mr.  ALEXANDER  will  not 
be  foolish  enough  to  follow  the  advice  of 
this  intimate  humourist. 

Miss  BERYL  FABER  played  the  part  of 
Lady  Chcynley  very  naturally,  like  a 
woman  of  the  world  who  ha 3  exchanged 
her  illusions  fora  little  quiet  philosophy, 
and  is  therefore  the  very  last  kind  of 
person  to  want  to  run  away  with  a  half- 
baked  genius.  Life  with  Sabiston  and 
with  Darcus  she  compared  respectively 
to  a  minuet  and  a  tarantella,  and  selected 
the  latter.  Yet  I  could  not  bring  myself 
to  picture  Miss  FABER  as  dancing  so 


frenzied  a  measure  with  any  conceivable 
partner.  She  spoke  throughout  with  a 
level  calm  which  declined  to  distinguish 
between  what  was  worth  saying  and 
what  was  not.  Thus,  to  the  popular 
platitude,  "  There  is  nothing  so  certain 
in  life  as  its  uncertainties,"  she  appeared 
to  give  the  same  value  as  she  gavS  to 
the  best  of  Mr.  CARTON'S  novelties. 

Mr.  GODFREY  TEARLK'S  performance  in 
the  invidious  part  of  Noel  Darcus  was  a 
sketch  in  the  rough,  showing  strength 
without  finish.  If  Darcus  had  not  as- 
sured us  with  his  own  1  ps  that  he  had 
been  at  Harrow  as  well  as  Oxford,  I 
might  have  mistaken  him  for  a  RHODES 
scholar.  Mr.  LOWXE,  in  his  usual  part 
of  friendly  critic,  was  as  delightfully 
human  as  ever ;  and  of  Mr.  VIVIAN  REY- 
NOLDS, who  played  a  Press  interviewer, 
I  could  have  wished  to  see  a  great  deal 
more.  Mis,  ROSALIE  TOLLER  was  a  really 
picturesque  ingenue;  but  her  young 
man,  the  Rev.  Everard  Bayiie  (Mr:  MARTIN 
LEWIS)  looked  more  like  a  chorister  'than 
a  curate.  Mr.  JAM  ES  CAREW  (as  Sir  Henry 
Cheynl&fi)  did  a  kind  of  rude  justice  to 
a  part  that  needed  Mr.  FREDERICK  KEIIR 
to  make  it  seem  probable. 

The  p'ay  was  full  of  happy  turns  of 
phrase,  but  these  hardly  made  up  f  r 
its  transparent  naii-etc  of  construction. 
There  was  no  movement,  except  that 
when  two  people  thought  that  they  had 
exhausted  our  patience  they  got  up  and 
changed  their  seats ;  or  when  one  of 
them  had  to  be  manoeuvred  out  of  the 
way  the  typewriter  cane  in  and  an- 
nounced the  arrival  of  a  dressmaker 
or  a  call  on  the  telephone.  Pipes  and 
eighteen-penny  cig.irs  were  in  frequent 
requisition  to  tide  over  the  embarrass- 
ments of  a  sedentary  life.  <  •  ••  •••- 

As  for  the  metaphors  already  referred 
to,  I  should  have  been  better  pleased  if 
their  quality  had  been  as  generous  as 
their  quantity.  To  Sabiston's  reminder 
that  he  has  given  him  a  stepping-stone 
to  fame  and  fortune,  Noel  Darcus, 
recognising  that  his  own  fount  of  in- 
spiration is  likely  to  remain  unpro- 
ductive, replies  :  "  What  is  the  good  of 
a  stepping-stone  when  tlu  stream  is 
dry?"  I  have  taken  th's  metaphor 
home  in  my  head  and  tri  d  to  work  it 
out,  but  it  makes  no  sort  of  sense  in  the 
context.  They  are  not  even  talking 
about  the  same  kind  of  stepping-stone. 

Wit  and  enterprise  and  many  other 
excellent  features  abound  in  Mr.  (JAR- 
TON'S  new  work ;  but  I  must  have  my 
final  snarl,  and  say  that  when  a  dramatic 
author  sets  out  to  ridicule,  with  however 
light  a  touch,  the  foibles  of  his  fellow- 
craftsmen — and  in  what  is  professedly  a 
play,  not  a  lecture — he  is  bound  to  pro- 
vide an  object-lesson  that  is  above  re- 
proach. The  critic,  on  the  other  hand, 
has  no  such  responsibility.  Hence  these 
brave  strictures.  .  0.  S. 
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Arietit  Goljer  (on  the  eternal  subject).  "  THEY  TELL  HE  OLD  SIMPJUNS  HIS  UO.VE  RIOHT  orr  ma  BATF r " 

Aunt  Am.'lla.  "AH,  I  ALWAYS  THOCGIIT  TUAT  HAM  PECULIAR!" 


OUR    BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By  Mr.  Punch's  Staff  of  Learned  Clerks.) 

NEXT  to  coming  into  closer  touch  with  the  South  Pole  than 
the  foot  of  mortal  man  ever  before  carried  him,  Lieutenant 
SIIACKLETON  (whom  the  world  to-day  acclaims  as  Sir  ERNEST) 
achieved  his  most  stupendous  work  when  he  completed 
Tlw  Heart  of  the  Antarctic  (HEINEMANN).  It  is  the  biggest 
thing  recently  produced  in  the  world  of  books.  By  happy 
chance  the  author,  richly  equipped  by  nature  with  the 
qualities  that  go  to  make  a  great  explorer,  has  a  literary 
style  of  rare  excellence.  In  the  story  of  a  journey  that 
brought  htm  within  a  hundred  miles  of  the  South  Pole  he 
compels  the  least  imaginative  to  realise  very  vividly  the 
marvellous  things  he  experienced  ;  and  this  with  the  apparent 
absence  of  effort  that  is  the  perfection  of  art.  Unaided  by 
subvention  from  the  Exchequer,  he  raised  a  sum  of  money 
sufficient  to  justify  him  in  planning  the  expedition.  The 
work,  upon  perfection  of  whose  details  depended  the  safety 
of  his  own  life  and  those  of  his  companions,  was  personally 
supervised  by  him.  Nothing  was  left  to  chance.  The 
reuanl  of  this  raiv  \va~  gathered  throughout  the  expedition, 
there  heiiii,'  at  mi  point  a  hroak-down  iu  the  equipment. 

What  strikes  one  in  reading  the  wondrous  tale  is  the 

deathless  ho|,;>,  the  dauulle-s  g [  humour  that  faced  the 

awful  difficulties  djily  recurring.  "When  things  seem  at 
the  worst  they  turn  to  their  best,"  is  SHACKLE-ION'S  favourite 
axiom,  the  Mire  foundation  of  his  philosophy.  It  proved 
triumphant  to  the  las'.  Famished,  cramped,  bruised  with 
frequent  falls  over  sharp  ice,  cut  to  the  bone  by  icy  gales 


that  sometimes  Iravelled  at  the  rate  of  seventy  miles  an  hour, 
snow-blinded,  frost-bitten,  SHACKLETON  and  bin  two  com- 
panions who  made  the  final  Southern  journey  held  on  till, 
literally,  they  fell  down.  They  turned  back  for  the  simple 
but  sufficient  reason  that  their  food  supply  was  exhausted. 
"Whatever  regrets  may  be  we  have  done  our  best,"  in 
SHACKLETON'S  half-apology  for  giving  up  the  quest  for  the 
mystic  Pole.  The  two  sumptuous  volumes  are  profusely 
illustrated  with  photographs  taken  on  the  spot,  and  are 
further  enriched  by  valuable  maps  which  mark  new  territory. 

Clearly  I  ought  to  be  grateful  to  certain  publishers  for 
their  friendly  lead  in  the  matter  of  criticism  so  kindly  given 
me  upon  the  wrappers  of  their  books,  because  if  it  could 
ever  happen  that  the  reviewer  were  too  uneonscientious  to 

read Happily,  however,  in   the  case  of  Mrs.   HKNRV 

DE  LA  PASTURE  such  a  contingency  is  little  likely  to  arise, 
and  her  latest  story,  The  Tyrant  (MKTuctx),  is  as  full 
as  ever  of  those  qualities  wliich  have  gained  her  so 
many  admirers.  Personally,  I  always  think  of  this  charming 
author  chiefly  as  the  chronicler  of  delightful  mothers. 
No  one  else  can  write  of  them  quite  BO  tenderly  and 
well.  We  all  know  how  fortunate  Peter  was  in  this 
respect,  and  now  in  Mrs.  Kemyi  the  author  has  given  UM 
yet  another  wholly  lovable  parent.  But  poor  Mn.  Kemyi 
had  a  husband,  the  Squire  of  Nantgwilt,  and  the  "  tyrant "  of 
the  title,  whose  avarice  and  despotic  temper  made  the 
beautiful  Welsh  home  a  place  of  miseiy  for  wile  and  children 
and  household.  Suddenly,  however,  llieharti  Kcinyt  is  called 
away  on  a  voyage,  and  a  chance  discovery  (what  that  was  you 
must  find  out  for  yourself)  enables  his  long-suffering  wife  to 
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turn  the  tables.  This  is  huge  fun.  The  nous?  becomes 
transformed,  money  is  lavished,  the  sous  are  made  happy, 
the  daughters  sought  in  marriage.  And  while  everybody 
concerned,  including  the  author,  is  having  a  thoroughly 
happy  time,  the  tyrant-squire  returns  unexpectedly.  And 
then  comes  yet  another  surprise,  in  the  very  tender  and 
beautiful  ending  to  an  altogether  charming  book. 

Acting  on  the  eponymous  principle,  when  I  took  up 
Above  All  Things  (Lour.)  and  found  that  its  author  was 
W.  TEIGNMOUTH  SHONE,  I  settled  down  comfortably  for  a  four- 
hours'  journey  into  the  West  Country ;  and  this  was  rather 
foolish,  for  as  a  matter  of  fact  a  twopenny  'bus  fare  from 
Charing  Cross  would  have  covered  the  whole  geography  of 
the  plot.  And,  to  tell  the  truth,  if  it  happened  to  be  a  wet 
day  and  the  vehicle  a  motor-bus,  there  might  have  been 
some  more  exciting  incidents.  Above 
All  Things  is  a  very  simple  story  of 
the  variations  of  sentiment  amongst 
some  very  ordinary  people,  the  only 
entanglement  being  that  one  of  the 
ladies  is  already  married,  and  it  lias 
to  be  discovered  that  her  husband  is 
really  dead  and  being  impersonated 
by  an  impostor  before  her  hand  is 
free.  The  author  has  made  the  mis- 
take, I  think,  of  trying  to  transfer 
interest  from  one  heroine  to  another. 
It  was  no  use  to  tell  me  (in  so  many 
words)  that  Arthur  began  to  find  he 
was  really  in  love  with  Kate,  and  that 
John,  who  was  supposed  to  adore  her, 
underwent  a  similar  cardiac  change, 
and  fastened  his  affections  on  May. 
'May  met  Artliur  at  the  beginning  of 
the  book,  and  I  was  prepared  to  like 
her,  whereas  nothing  was  done  from 
an  artistic  point  of  view  to  make  me 
feel  interested  in  Kate.  John  was 
dull,  and  he  would  have  suited  her 
nicely.  After  all,  it  is  my  feelings 
that  have  to  be  considered,  and,  waiv- 
ing this,  why,  in  the  name  of  LONG, 
has  the  book  been  entitled,  Above 
All  Things'?  If  any  of  the  people 
had  lived  in  one  of  those  very  new 
blocks  of  flats,  or  had  owned  an 
aeroplane,  I  could  have  understood 
it ;  but  as  most  of  the  action  takes 
place  in  Vincent  Square,  Westmin- 
ster, and  nobody  even  contemplates 
aviation,  I  confess  it  beats  me  altogether. 

Esther  Carey,  The  Bride  (METHUEN) — not  of  Abydos,  but 
of  St.  John's  Wood,  where  the  artists  come  from — was  a 
daring  young  woman  to  marry  the  man  she  did.  Armstrong 
by  name  and  Armstrong  by  nature,  everything  about  him 
was  strong,  especially  his  temper.  He  was,  as  she  told  him, 
a  fearful  spectacle  when  he  was  in  a  rage.  The  day  alter 
they  became  engaged  she  paid  him  a  surprise  visit  in  his 
studio,  where  she  knew  he  would  be  working  at  his  statue, 
"  The  Bride."  And,  lo  and  behold  (horrcsco  referent),  she 
saw  two  brides  besides  herself — the  white  marble  stalue,  and 
another  white  figure  "  with  brown  hair  heaped  upon  its  head." 
As  she  had  never  seen  a  model  before,  she  fainted  on  the 
spot.  When  she  came  to,  Aiinstrony,  after  indulging  in  a 
little  Armstrong  language,  set  to  work  to  smash  the  beautiful 
head  of  the  marble  bride  with  some  heavy  instrument. 
Whereupon  Esther  fled  "as  if  from  the  presence  of  a  lunatic." 
And  yet  she  married  i  im  in  the  end.  Miss  GRACE  Kuvs  in 


the  first  part  of  her  story  describes  Esther's  efforts  to  make 
a  living  after  her  ruined  and  disgraced  lather  had  departed 
tliis  life,  leaving  his  wife  and  daugluer  to  sink  or  swim  in 
the  stormy  seas  of  workaday  London.  The  text  of  the  book 
is  that  adversity  is  the  best  discipline.  But  unless  Armstrong 
has  seen  fit  since  his  marriage  to  bridle  his  temper  I  can't 
help  thinking  that  Esther  will  sometimes  sigh  for  the 
relatively  easy  trials  of  her  pre-nuptial  state. 


WHAT  OUR  BOOKSTALLS  ARE  COMING  TO. 

Customer.  "  GIVE  ME  THE  ATIISHSVU,  TUB  GUASI>US, 
AND  A  YAPPY  Vow." 


JOUN  AYSOOUGH,  having  recently  published  a  book  entitled 
A  Roman  Tragedy  and  Others  (AnitowsMiTii),  now  states 
that  to  have  called  his  new  book  (San  Cclestino)  a  tragedy 
would  have,  been  to  challenge  just  castigation,  "for  its  author 
cannot  handle  tragedy."  Fortunately  it  is  not  for  me  to  dis- 
pute this.  The  protagonists  of  "A  Roman  Tragedy"  devote 
some  seventy  pages  to  a  laborious  development  of  their  cha- 
racters and  make  little  progress  with 
their  plot  until  they  are  within  thirty 
pages  of  their  end.  Then,  realising 
their  unpunctuality,  they  achieve  a 
hasty  climax  of  murder  and  sudden 
death  and  leave  nothing  for  the  last 
twenty  pages  but  retrospective  ex- 
planations. Of  the  "  others  "  the  last 
two  only  are  good,  a  third,  "Rever- 
sions," opening  hopefully  with  a 
lively  account  of  a  gallant,  captain's 
matrimonial  enterprise,  but  conclud- 
ing dismally  with  a  surfeit  of  oppor- 
tune coincidence.  Mr.  AYSCOUGH'S 
new  book,  San  Celestino,  is  de- 
scribed by  its  publishers  (SMITH, 
ELDEH)  as  a  work  that  throws  fresh 
light  upon  the  career  of  CELESTIDS  V., 
the  man  ever  remembered  for  his 
connection  with  the  "gran"  rifiuto." 
It  expressly  disclaims  any  historical 
intention,  and  so  cannot  be  criti- 
cised upon  points  of  accuracy.  It 
denies  itself  the  title  of  a  novel, 
and  so  cannot  be  blamed  for  lack 
of  sustained  dramatic  interest.  But 
even  by  describing  it  as  "an  e>siy 
in  reconstruction"  the  author  has 
not  avoided  by  anticipation  all 
fault-finding,  for  there  is  about 
it  a  jerkiness  of  writing  that  no 
sub-titfe  can  excuse.  Yet  in  the 
simplicity  of  this  imaginative  bio- 
graphy of  the  hermit  saint,  who  \\as 
made  Pope  against  his  will  and  had 
the  bright  idea  of  sending  in  a  resignation,  there  is  so  much 
that  is  attractive  and  powerful  that  I  wish  I  were  a  school- 
master with  the  author  as  my  pupil.  "  AYSOOUGH,"  I  should 
have  said,  "  this  might  have  been  an  excellent  essay  of  yours. 
Tear  up  that  copy  and  write  it  all  over  again." 


A  modern  Jonah. 

Extract  from  Col.  PATTERSON'S  book  In  the  Grip  of  the 
Nyika : — 

"  The  game  rauger  was  dazed  for  a  few  moments  by  the  shock, 
but  when  lie  came  to  his  senses  he  found  himself  beiug  carried  off  iu  thp 
maw  of  the  lion." 

The  italics  are  ours  ;  the  humiliating  and  congested  situation 
was  the  game  ranger's. 

"GOLF. 

At  Sumuiigdale,  on  Saturday,  Oxford  University  beat  the  home  side 
by  7  goal*  to  4.     (Picture  on  page  9.)  " 
Page  9,  however,  was  a  distinct  disappointment. 
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THE  ROUND  OF  DESTINY. 

(Dedicate J  (<>  "«•  fin»/7irtic  a/mnnncfc-in 
KVKN  as  ei>t,  \\hen  the  Pythian 

Priestess,  pretending  to  swoon, 
Forced  in  the  smoke  of  licr  smithy  an 

Artful  political  rune, 
Donlitles-i  Arcadian  villager-, 

Heedless  of  omens  of  \var, 
Cureless  (if  far-away  pillagers 

Followed  their  herds  as  In -fore; — 

So,  when  oracular  offices 

Send  mo  their  leaflets  of  dixmi, 
All  uimffected  by  prophecies 

( lalnily  my  clcek  I  resume ; 
I  iogeys  ( )f  apocalyptical 

Authors,  whoe'er  they  may  IH-, 
Less  than  a  gossamer  whip  tickle 

One  that  has  sliced  from  the  tin-. 

Steady  of  eye  as  a  halibut, 

Stolid  of  will  as  a  serf, 
Plough  I  tho  soil  of  the  valley  (but 

Always  replacing  the  turf) ; 
Where  is  your  wiser  philosopher  ? 

Earth's  international  rubs 
1  farm  not  the  soul  who  is  lx>ss  of  her 

Surface  by  dint  of  hia  clubs. 

Tell  me  no  tales  of  a  demagog"", 

Read  mo  no  diplomat's  wile  ; 
Any  old  thing  will  set  them  agog, 

Nothing  can  alter  my  style  ; 
Here  on  this  dune,  with  its  sandy  cap 

Fronting  the  infinite  main, 
I  and  my  26  handicap 

Start  on  our  cycle  again. 

If  you  would  garner  my  gratitude, 

ZADKIEI.,  M"OUK,  and  the  rest, 
Makers  of  mystical  platitude, 

Augurs  of  strife  and  unrest, 
Tell  me  next  year  if  some  serious 

Swerve  in  the  counsels  of  Fate 
Means  to  cut  down  my  imperious 

Card  of  108. 


CORRESPONDENCE. 

DEAR  Mit.  PUNCH, — 1'oilint;  with  indig 
nation,  I  beg  leave  to  avail  myself  of  tin 
publicity  of  your  columns  to  bring  ti 
the  light  of  day  yet  another  scandalou 
ca  o  ol  unemployment  due  directly  an< 
entirely  to  the  iniquitous  system  of  Free 
Trade  under  which  Great  Britain  a 
present  struggles.  Reading,  a  few  even 
ings  ago,  my  paper,  T  found  the  followin 
piteous  demand  for  work  : — 

"  F;it  num  wants  job,  ago  32;    5  ft.  11 ;  2 
stout';  IH-I-U  on  stage." 

What  could  provide  a  better  example  o 
the  handicap  under  which  we  labpu 
than  this  advertisement?  To  thin1 
that  this  Briton,  with  his  splendi 
natural  advantiges,  should  be  cot 
demned  to  waste  awav  in  desuetude  (i 
that  the  word?)  while,  in  the  mari 
penny  shows  now  touring  these  island; 
there  are  hundreds,  nay,  thousands,  o 


Mata-ial  Cu'tomci:  "  WUAT  '»  THAT,  WAITCU  ?  " 

Soulful  Waiter  (captivated  by  t),c  band).  "TuAT'a  A  »IT  or  Pi's  A  "! 


foreigners  and  infidels  who  have  taken 
advantage  of  our  lax  laws  to  dump  their 
mountains  of  flesh  on  our  markets ! 
Here  we  have  an  important  Biitish 
industry  strangled,  while  the  home- 
grown article  advertises  plaintively  for 
a  job  of  any  kind.  IIow  much  longer 
is  this  to  continue  ?  I  naturally  perused 
the  "  Wanted  "  column  of  uiy  newspaper 
to  see  if  1  could  find  for  our  portly 
iriend-in-need  the  best  market  for  his 
wares.  Alas,  the  most  appropriate  that 
I  could  find  was  the  following  :— 

"Trouser  press  and  Btrelcber^nen' condition  ; 
state  lowest  price ;  on  approval" 
Even  for  this  I  fear  he  is  ineligible.    It 
stipulates  "new  condition."     He  con- 
fesses to  32  years'  wear. 

Or  again  there  is  this : — 

"  First-class  canvasser ;  no  wasters.— Apply 
7  to  9  p.m. ' 

It  Ls  brief  and  not  explicit,  but  it  might 
suit. 


A  little  further  down  1  find  the 
following : — 

"Overcoat,  warm,  grey,  good  condition,  fit 
ordinary  man,  Ifw.  6d." 

This  again  brings  homo  to  us  the  hard 
lot  of  our  friend.  Even  the  privilege  of 
buying  a  warm  grey  overcoat  for  15*.  Gd. 
is  denied  to  Lim.  Picture  his  pwiti'm 
as  the  winter  nights  grow  colder.  Docs 
not  this  case  from  everyday  life  prove 
to  every  true  Briton  the  iniquity  of  this 
penal  Budget  ?  * 

lam,  Youn  cte., 

IKDIGNAVT  Br. 

•  ["How  dow  the  Budget  comp  into  it?"— E». 
"Unearned  incremf  ul !  "—I.  IV] 

"However  Cambridge  'pocked*  well,  and 
finished  their  five  men  4th,  6th,  6th,  7A.  84, 
and  9th." 

Even  a  novice,  we  should  have  thought, 
could  have  packed  them  tighter  than. 
that. 
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THE  LORDS'  APPEAL  TO  THE  PEOPLE. 

[Hints  for  an  Electoral  address,  following  the  line  o£  argument  adopted 
by  the  Radical  Press.] 

WHAT  !     Men  of  England !     Shall  it  bo 

That  you,  a  self-respecting  nation, 
Propose  to  crook  a  servile  knee 

And  grovel  at  the  Peers'  dictation  ? 
If  so,  you  cannot  be  aware 
What  outrage  you  are  asked  to  bear ! 

Then  you  shall  hear  the  horrid  truth. 

We  made  a  Bill,  a  perfect  treasure ; 
We  sent  it  up,  and  they,  forsooth, 

Said  that  on  such  a  doubtful  measuro 
(Here  comes  the  insult)  they  preferred 
That  you  should  have  the  final  icord  ! 

That  Budget,  simple,  bright  and  terse, 
They  did  not  fling  it  back  or  flout  it, 

But,  just  to  make  you  wince  the  worse, 
Chose  to  invite  your  views  about  it ! 

Has  Liberty  been  ever  dealt 

A  nastier  knock  beneath  the  belt  ? 

Not  for  ourselves  we  raise  a  squeal ; 

Our  case  is  rough,  but  yours  is  rougher ; 
It  is  for  you  we  rather  feel, 

Guessing  how  sadly  you  must  suffer 
At  being  asked  if  you  detect 
Anything  wrong  in  your  Elect, 

For  such  were  we  four  years  ago, 

And  such  we  should  by  rights  continue, 

And  you  should  not  be  asked  to  show 
A  reason  for  the  faith  that 's  in  you — 

A  faith  that 's  got  some  years  to  run 

Before  you  need  another  one. 

Meanwhile,  if  you  incline  to  hold 

No  further  views  on  any  matter, 
'Tis  your  prerogative  of  old 

Which  no  one  yet  has  sought  to  shatter  ; 
For  in  defence  of  such  a  right 
Even  a  worm  would  turn  and  bite. 

So,  if  these  self-anointed  Peers 
Challenge  your  claims  (of  which  the  sum  is 

That  for  a  term  of  six  full  years 

You  're  privileged  to  act  as  dummies) 

And  ask  you  what  you  really  think, 

Rise  in  your  wrath  and  strike  them  pink. 

Ay  !  this  is  Armageddon's  eve ! 

To-morrow's  fight  shall  mend  or  end  'em- 
Stern  chastisement,  with  no  reprieve, 

For  that  outrageous  referendum  ; 
Henceforth  no  Peer  will  lightly  choose 
To  dare  consult  the  People's  views !  0.  S. 


In  reply  to  a  Woman's  Suffrage  deputation  Lord  CREWE 
has  given  it  as  his  opinion  that  "  the  cause  of  free  food  will 
probably  be  strengthened  by  women's  votes."  Certainly  the 
cause  of  free  food,  as  supplied  by  the  prison  authorities, 
needs  strengthening. 

Under  the  heading  "  Extracts  from  the  Registers  of  Bonds 
and  Judgments,"  we  read  in  Penny's  Gazette: — 

"  Breen,  Julia  (plaintiff),  Curraghgraigue,  Balliiidaggm.  .  .  .  (Pro- 
nounced in  Court,  Oct.  27)." 

A  memorable  occasion,  which  PERRY  does  well  to  record. 


WEEK    END    WISDOM. 

["  We  should  be  poor-spirited  indeed  if  we  did  not  -welcome  any 
fresli  departure  in  journalism  whose  aim  is  to  afford  our  judgrs  [the 
British  public],  without  prejudice  and  without  favour,  the  dearest 
means  of  estimating  the  value  of  our  ideals,  the  extent  of  oar 

successes,   even  the  depth   of   our  shortcomings It   is 

an  arduous  task  to  be  impartial,  but  it  is  worth  the  effort,  and  I  fancy 
that  never  more  than  now  was  the  moment  more  propitious  or  the 
need  more  urgent." — Mr.  Lloyd  George  on  "Independence  in  Criti- 
cism," in  "  The  Week  End."] 

IT  is  with  great  pleasure  that  we  are  able  to  furnish  our 
readers  with  further  extracts  from  special  articles  to  be  con- 
tributed by  other  leading  politicians  to  journals  of  note. 

Thus,  the  LORD  ADVOCATE,  writing  on  "The  Need  of 
Accuracy "  in  The  Precisian,  will  make  the  following 
admirable  and  suggestive  remarks  : — 

"No  politician,  certainly  no  one  implicated,  however 
humbly,  in  the  Government  of  the  country,  can  fail  to  welcome 
the  exact  and  diligent  presentation  of  facts  bearing  on 
current  events.  No  doubt  the  prevailing  tendency  is  to 
accept  opinions  presented  on  customarily  recognised 
authority  with  too  little  scrutiny  and  often  with  a  too  un- 
questioning obedience.  Hence  the  paramount  importance  of 
a  paper  which,  aiming  at  impartiality  as  well  as  conciseness 
of  statement,  may  well  be  found  to  meet  the  requirements 
of  that  vast  body  of  the  public  which  wishes  to  be  guided, 
informed,  and  helped  concisely,  promptly  and  clearly  on  the 
great  topics  of  the  day — from  the  labourer  pining  in  his 
hovel  to  the  Duke  squatting  on  his  unearned  millions. 
It  is  a  difficult  job  to  be  accurate,  but  it  is  worth  the  effort, 
and  I  am  convinced  that  never  more  than  now  was  the 
moment  more  propitious  or  the  need  more  imperative." 

Mr.  WINSTON  CHURCHILL,  discussing  in  The  Moderator  the 
need  of  restraint,  will  make  the  following  timely  comments  : — 

"  There  is  no  doubt  that  many  speakers  are  carried  away  by 
wishing  to  make  the  meeting  a  success  or  to  score  a 
point  and  leave  a  vivid  impression  on  the  minds  of  their 
hearers ;  and  they,  therefore,  sometimes  cross  the  border- 
line without  realising  the  effect  some  of  their  remarks  may 
have.  The  busy  age  may  to  some  extent  account  for  this. 
The  man  whose  future  depends  upon  his  tongue  cannot 
always  spare  the  necessary  time  to  familiarise  himself  with 
the  meticulous  minutia?  of  a  tedious  theme.  He  may  even 
find  it  difficult  merely  to  ground  himself  in  the  broad 
issues  of  any  comprehensive  policy,  and  the  temptation  to 
economise  time  and  thought  by  the  simple  process  of  look- 
ing only  at  one  side  of  a  question  is  almost  irresistible. 
Again,  the  verisimilitude  of  an  unconvincing  statement  is 
always  hugely  enhanced  by  a  liberal  resort  to  decorative 
polysyllables.  In  fine,  to  be  accurate— hie  labor,  hoc  opus 
est ;  but  it  is  worth  the  struggle,  and  I  feel  that  never  more 
than  at  the  present  was  the  hour  more  opportune  or  the 
need  more  clamorous." 


A  COLOURABLE  SUGGESTION. 

TROUBLE  is  imminent  in  house-decorating  circles,  as  there 
seem  to  be  theories  abroad  that  wall-paper  should  harmonise, 
or  contrast  with,  a  person's — and  more  especially  a  lady's 

mood,  character  and  complexion.  It  will  be  no  light 
matter  for  the  chatelaine  of  a  country  house,  or  the  mana- 
geress of  a  hotel,  to  adjust  the  various  apartments  to  her 
quests'  idiosyncrasies,  or  vice-versd.  What  is  going  to  happen 
f  the  choleric  individual  "sees  red"  on  getting  wp  in  the 
morning,  the  hypochondriac  has  been  quartered  amid  blue 
surroundings,  and  the  ingenue  is  bestowed  in  the  pink 
nstead  of  the  green  bedroom  ?  There  will  in  all  probability 
be  some  highly  chromatic  passages  over  the  breakfast 
;able,  and  the  house  party  will  be  off  colour  for  the  rest  of 
the  day.  If  such  a  contretemps  is  likely  to  happen,  the 
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CONGO  SLAVE-DR.VKB.    "I'M  ALL  RIGHT.     THEY'RE  STILL  TALKING. 
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BOILED  TO  DEATH 

BY 
Vt&ETARIAN 


SOCIETIES   WE    ADMIRE   (BUT    DO    NOT    BELONG   TO).-NO.   3. 

THE  SOOIBTT   FOB  THE   COMMEMORATION  Of   MODE».<  MABTTBS. 


only  solution  is  that  intending  week-enders  should  send  en 
ahead,  or  bring  with  them,  their  appropriate  wall-p.iper  and 
bedroom  hangings. 

When  the  company  is  very  mixed,  the  dining  and  reception 
rooms  had  better  be  decorated  with  a  rainbow-hued  and 
early-Victorian  flowe  ed  pattern  or  heather  mixture,  otherwise 
there  wi.l  be  bolts  from  the  blue  and  wigs  on  the  green. 
The  most  popular  visitors  will,  of  course,  be  of  the  chameleon 
type,  who  take  their  colour  from  tlieir  environment,  and  suit 
tbeir  mood  to  the  dado  for  the  time  being.  An  arrangement 
of  coloured  lights  might  also  be  brought  into  play  wilh  the 
aid  of  a  competent  theatrical  limelight  man  ea.h  conversa- 
tionalist being  suit  ibly  stimulated.  This  U  quite  a  pretty  idea, 
which  we  cormntnd  to  the  givers  of  American  freak  dinners. 
There  will  also  be  some  c  .nsolation  for  the  colour-blind. 


Esprit  de  corps. 

Passenger  (to  motor-bus  conductor).  "  What 's  all  this  crowd 
about  ?  Is  it  the  mo  or  show  ?  " 

Conductor.  "  Yes,  Sir,  and  the  most  successful  show  we  ve 
Lad  so  far." 

"  Two  anglers  who  were  fishing  from  Clacton  Pier  yesterday  caught  a 
cock  pheasant  that  was  swimming  in  the  sea."— Uancheeter  few 

It  will  be  remembered  that  we  called  attention  a  week  or  two 
ago  to  an  eel  which  was  mistaken  by  a  f  x  for  a  coc-k  pheasant. 
This  is  apparently  the  Manchester  version  of  the  story. 

Natural  History  Notes. 
Facts   about    the  Bear:     its  Habits,  Amusements  and 

"  '\  lie  professional  bears  of  Grand  Trucks  Lave  been  allowed  to 
have  a  fair  innings  lately,  but  none  would  be  surprised  to  witc 
sudden  clipping  of  thpir  wings."— Weekly  He-port. 


VALE! 

[The  Life  of  Sir  Robert  Perk*,  who  is  retiring  from  public  life,  tiw 
been  written  by  Mr.  DESIS  CHASE.] 

"  PUT  me  among  the  good  men,"  was  my  cry, 
"There  let  me  live,  and  there  enraptured  die. 
I  have  no  wish  for  men  of  common  worth, 
The  dull  encumbrance  of  our  patient  earth. 
Not  these,  though  useful,  can  fulfil  my  need, 
But  men  supreme  in  word  and  great  in  deed- 
Men  who  can  give  or  lend  a  helping  hand, 
And,  grand  themselves,  teach  others  to  be  grand." 
In  vain  I  cried,  but  at  the  last  there  came 
A  man  attuned  to  goodness  and  to  fame. 
On  all  around  he  shed  bis  inatchlc-.-  r.i\  *. 
And  all  around  rejoiced  to  sing  his  praise. 
Within  the  public  eye  he  wrought  his  works  ; 
His  mien  was  mo  'est  and  his  name  was  PERKS. 
A  space  he  lingered  'mid  our  fume  and  fret, 
Did  good  by  stealth,  became  a  Baronet ; 
Learnt  in  division  lobbies  how  to  trudge  it, 
And  much  disliked,  nor  voted  for,  the  Budget, 
And  then,  grown  weary  of  the  endless  strife. 
Withdrew  his  virtues  from  our  public  life. 
Farewell,  farewell,  majestic  Methodist! 
Imperial  Million-pounder,  you  '11  be  missed. 
Still,  in  your  Life  by  Mr.  DEMS  CRAKE 
You  breathe  and  live  and  move  and  work  again, 
And  by  your  precept  train  the  world  to  do 
Such  things  as  few  could  do  as  well  as  you. 

Commercial  Candiur. 

'"Yon  can  fool  some  of  the  people  all  the  time,  and  all  ihej-eople 
some  of  ths  time,  but  yon  can't  fool  all  the  people  all  Ih*  tune, 
the  idea    on   which   onr   business    h»»   ****    «"'"    "I1  ' 

"  Johannesburg  Daily  Mail."  
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CHARIVARIA. 

M.  CAMILLE  FJ.AM  MARION,  the  eminent 
astronomer,  denies  the  report  that  life 
on  Mars  lias  been  destroyed  by  a  terrible 
cataclysm.  This  will  cause  great  relief 
to  persons  having  friends  there. 

*  * 
* 

It  is  so  frequently  said  that  enterprise 
is  dead  in  this  country,  and  that  -we 
have  not  the  necessary  grit  to  surmount 
obstacles,  that  we  are  pleased  to  hear 
that  an  English  Cinematograph  Com- 
pany has  at  length  overcome  Mr. 
HALL  CAINE'S  well-known  hatred  of 
publicity,  and  has  succeeded  in  obtain- 
ing a  series  of  photographs  of  the  great 
Manxman  at  home. 


dom  with  a  mug  of  beer   at  half  the 
ordinary    price    is     being    taken     up 

enthusiastically. 

*  * 

"  The  stomach  is  not  a  vital  organ," 
said  a  doctor  at  an  inquest.  "  A  person 
can  get  on  quite  well  without  one." 
This  suggestion  for  a  new  operation 
comes  just  at  the  right  moment.  Society 
was  getting  tired  of  having  its  appendix 
removed. 

V 

"Accepting  a  wager  of  £20  that  he 
dare  not  propose  to  the  lady  cashier,  a 
railway-man  in  a  restaurant  at  Lebeau, 
South  Dakota,"  The  Daily  Mail  tells  us, 
"won  the  lady's  heart  and  hand  after  a 
courtship  lasting  2  min.  25  sec."  The 


V 

The  decision  that  no  drinks 
are  to  be  sold  to  skaters  at  the 
new  rinks  strikes  us  as  a  wise 
one.  It  will  obviate  false 
charges  being  brought  against 
persons  who  are  unable  to  keep 
their  equilibrium. 
*  * 

It  is  announced  from  St. 
Martin's -le- Grand  that  money 
orders  can  now  be  obtained  any- 
where in  the  United  Kingdom 
for  payment  in  Papua  or  Tonga. 
The  news  has  been  received 
quietly.  ^» 

A  writer  in  a  Radu  al  contem- 
porary suggests  that  everyone 
in  favour  of  Mr.  LLOYD  GEOKGE'S 
proposals  shall  send  a  postcard 
to  Lord  LANSDOWNE  with  the 
words,  "  We  demand  the  Bud- 
get "  written  thereon.  We  under- 
stand that  the  suggestion  has 
the  support  of  the  POSTMASTER- 
GENERAL,  who  would,  indeed,  like 
to  see  the  idea  carried  further, 
everybody  of  the  opposite  opinion  using 
the  same  medium  for  the  expression  of 

his  views.  *  * 

* 

At  the  present  moment  the  PREMIER 
needs  all  the  encouragement  he  can 
obtain,  .and  he  is  said  to  be  intensely 
gratified  at  receiving  approval  from  his 
own  daughter.  "  I  think  I  may  say  that 
the  Government  has  done  well  during 
its  four  years  of  office,"  said  Miss 
VIOLET  'AsQuiTH  in  opening  a  political 
bazaar  at  Hammersmith.  It  is  very 
seldom  that  a  man  is  a  hero  to  his 
Violet. 

V 

We  hear  that  the  .feeling  of  gratitude 
to  the  House  of  Lords  felt  in  licensed 
victualling  circles  is  something  quite 
extraordinary,  and  a  proposal  that  any 
peer,  upon  producing  satisfactory 
evidence  of  identity,  shall  be  served  in 
any  public-house  in  the  United  King- 


Hou>eholder.  "VERY  HANDY,  THESE  BIJOD  RESIDENCES.    I  JUST 

KNOCK  A  VAIL   IN  THIS  WALL  AND    HANG  UP    MY   HAT,   AND    THEN   GO 
INTO  THE   BEDKOOM   AND   HANG  UP   MY  COAT !  " 


trouble  will,  begin,  we  imagine,  when 
the  lady  is  informed  why  the  gentleman 
proposed.  *  * 

* 

In  a  recent  paper  Dr.  JOHANNES 
MENLI-HILTY  recommends  us  to  aban- 
don the  customary  position  of  the  body 
during  sleep,  and  instead  to  place  the 
feet  higher  than  the  head.  But  this  is 
not  a  new  idea.  Gentlemen  who  have 
dined  well  have  olten  been  known  to 
sleep  quite  soundly  with  their  feet  on 
the  pillow. 


*  * 
* 


At  their  forthcoming  Congress  the 
Socialist  Labour  Party  will  consider  the 
adoption  of  distinctive  colours  for 
election  purposes.  Yellow  and  black 
have  been  suggested.  A  pretty  compli- 
ment to  the  advanced  Radical  Press  and 
to  the  undertakers. 

*  * 

Marriage  a  la  Carte  is  the  title  of  a 


forthcoming  musical  play.     Let  us  hope 
it  will  be  a  la  D'OYLY  CARTE. 

*** 

A  Croydon  sweep,  we  are  told  by  a 
contemporary,  is  a  keen  collector  of 
china,  and  something  of  a  connoisseur 
in  that  line.  We  are  longing  to  know 
whether  he.  has  a  special  weakness  for 
black  Wedgwood,  or  docs  that  remind 
him  too  much  of  his  calling? 

*** 

Poor  Dr.  BODIE  !  It  now  looks  as  if  he 
had  not  even  obtained  an  old  waistcoat 

for  his  £8,000. 

*  * 

The  small  boy  who  writes  to  ask 
whether  Bunyan  Sunday,  which  was 
celebrated  recently,  has  any  connection 
with  the  Harvest  Festival,  which 
is  held  on  the  occasion  of  the 
Ingathering  of  the  Corn,  is  re- 
commended not  to  attempt 

humour  till  he  is  of  riper  years. 
*  * 

* 
The  Bi.-hop  of  HULL,  we  are 

informed,  is  suffering  from  a 
severe  strain  of  the  ankle,  caused 
by  slipping  on  a  banana  skin. 
What  bishops  say  on  euch  oc- 
casions is  still  a  mutter  of 
myatery. 

TO    INTENDING    BARRISTERS. 

I  GATHER  from  the  weary  and 
not  a  little  sour  expression  on 
their  faces  that  my  friends  Wil- 
liam, James,  George  and  Henry 
are  on  the  eve  of  yet  another 
examination.  These  incorrigible 
fellows  always  seem  to  be  being 
examined  nowadays,  and  from 
that  I  suppose  that  there  is 
among  the  examiners  one  con- 
firmed optim  st  who  does  not 
despair  of  finding  Some  good  in 
one  of  them.  But  even  lie  may 
eventually  get  annoyed,  so  I  have 
decided  to  forecast  one  or  two  of  the 
questions  which  will  probably  be  asked 
of  them,  and  to  set  forth  the  answers 
thereto  in  fcuuh  a  pleasing  and  instruc- 
tive style  as  is  bound  lo  secure  the 
passing  of  any  one  of  them  who  will 
take  the  trouble  t>  learn  such  answers 
by  heart.  This  indulgence  I  do  not  limit 
to  William,  James, George,  or  Henry  ;  any 
examinee  in  the  world  is  welcome  to  use 
them  in  whatsoever  subject  he  may  be 
examined,  for  one  should  never  tie 
oneself  too  closely  to  the  subject  matter 
of  the  question  actually  asked.  I  have 
chosen  the  subject  of  Law,  because  my 
four  weary  and  sourfaced  friends  are 
going  to  be  barristeis,  and  I  cannot 
believe  that  they  would  submit  to  an 
examination  in  Botany  or  Logarithms. 

Question   1.      "Distinguish  a  crime 
from  a  tort." 

Winning  Answer.     "One  cannot  be 
too   careful    in    distinguishing    crimes 
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'ARRY    AT   THE    MOTOR    SHOW. 

"  'F.BE,  CUIIE  ALOXO,   "EBB— WOT  *8  TOg  OOOD  O*  LOOEIKO  AT  THAT  ?       ClN'T  VEB  SCK   IT  8  SOU)  ?  " 


from  torts.  However  much  alike  they 
may  at  first  sight  appear  to  be,  there  is 
that  in  their  natures  which  is  so  totally 
different,  so,  one  might  almost  say,  dia- 
metrically opposite,  as  to  lead  one  later 
to  wonder  how  the  deuce  ...  I 
should  have  said,  how  in  the  world  one 
ever  came  to  regard  them  as  standing  in 
any  need  of  being  distinguished.  The 
short  truth  is  this :  crimes  are  crimes 
and  torts  are  torts  all  the  world  over. 
Given  a  thing  which  might  be  either, 
there  is  one  efficacious  and  entirely  con- 
clusive test.  Examine  it  minutely,  and, 
if  the  criminal  element  preponderates,  it 
is  a  crime ;  if  the  tortious,  it  is  a  tort." 

Question  2.  "Does  the  Statute  of 
Limitations  apply  to  parol  contracts  ? 
(live  your  reasons." 

Winitiinj  AiiKtrer.  On  the  one  hand 
a  statute,  bring  a  statute,  applies  to 
everything.  On  the  other  hand  this 
statute  lias,  confessedly,  its  limitations. 
'Yet  it  was  no  doubt  with  a  view  to  its 
applicability,  either  to  parol  contracts  or 
something  else,  tlmt  the  Legislature  hit 
on  the  happy  device  of  a  Statute  of  Limi- 
tations. 1  feel  it  is  not  for  me  to  look 
too  closely  into  the  motives  actuating  a 
body  of  men  so  vastly  superior  to  myself 
as  the  British  law-giving  authority,  but 
since  I  am  pressed  by  my  indulgent 
examiners  to  state  my  opinion,  I  will 


now  proceed  to  do  so,  demonstrating 
incidental  yon  what  grounds  I  establish 
the  very  definite  conclusion  at  whicli  I 
arrive."  (Let  me  now  inform  you, 
William,  James,  (ioorge  and  Henry,  that 
the  defeating  of  this  question  is  a  matter 
of  guile.  Having  contrived  to  be  near 
the  bottom  of  a  page  by  this  time,  you 
finish  off  with  the  words  : — "  The  ques- 
tion, does  the  Statute  of  Limitations 
apply  to  parol  contracts,  may  l>e  answered 
decidedly  in  the  .  .  ."  Say  that  was 
page  5,  you  number  your  next  page  "8," 
and  proceed  as  under.  It  would  be 
unwise  to  make  any  reference  to  the 
possibility  of  some  of  your  pages  being 
lost  before  they  reach  the  examiner.  His 
suspicions  might  be  aroused.  Much 
better  let  him  tumble  to  it  himself.) 

"PageS. 

"  of  Limitations.  For  those,  among  other 
reasons,  it  will  be  cleaily  seen  that  the 
answer  stated  above  is  the  right  one,  and 
the  contrary  opinion,  though  often  urged 
with  apparent  seriousness  in  our  courts 
of  law,  entirely  mistaken." 

Question  3.  "A.  is  the  owner  of  a 
house.  B.  also  is  the  owner  of  a  house. 
The  houses  of  A.  and  B.  adjoin.  C.  is  a 
bankrupt,  and  has  made  a  will  in  which 
he  leaves  £4,000  to  1).  D.  has  applied 
for  debenture  mortgage  stock  in  the 
E.  Company,  Limited,  to  which  !•'.  is 


secretary.  Upon  investigation  it  turns 
out  that  A.,  B.,  C.,  D.,  E.  and  F. 
are  all  one  person.  Trace  the  several 
effects  upon  the  various  civil  and 
criminal  rights  and  liabilities  arising 
therefrom." 

Winning  Antuxr.  "Much  might  be 
said  on  this  most  interesting  point,  but 
this  c.imlidat  •  prefers  to  deny  himself 
the  ple.isure  of  a  minut  •  examination  of 
the  re.-ults  of  the  circumstances  de- 
scribed. ICather  he  intends  to  confine 
himself  to  a  courteous  appeal  to  the  l>etier 
nature  of  his  examiners,  and  to  beg  of 
them  as  a  personal  favour  that  they  will 
let  him  thiough  this  time.  The  candi- 
date is  a  married  man  with  twenty-live 
children  and  no  salary.  He  bear*  an 
excellent  character,  and,  if  the  Court 
will  only  deal  leniently  with  him  this 
time,  there  is  bound  to  be  such  a  burst 
of  enthusiasm  in  home  circles  as  cannot 
fail  to  result  in  a  very  pleasant  theatre 
party  and  a  most  substantial  euprx-r 
afterwards  at  the  Carlton,  to  which  ii  i- 
as  good  as  certain  that  the  examiners 
will  be  invited.  This  is  mentioned  as  a 
nutter  of  interest,  and  in  no  way  as  a 
bribe.  Thank  goodness,  however  Kng- 
land  may  have  Mink  in  other  matters, 
she  can  still  boast  the  finest,  least  par- 
tial, least  corruptible  and  best-looking 
examiners  in  the  world." 
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NERO    AND    NEROINE. 

JOST  as  a  matter  of  form  I  took  a  pair 
of  gloves  and  drove  round  to  the 
Galleries,  but  I  did  not  expect  to  find 
anybody  there.  However,  ihere  ap- 
peared to  be  quite  a  lot  of  people. 

"  Then  the  dance  has  not  been  post- 
poned ?  "  I  said  to  the  mail  who  accepted 
my  coat. 

"  Hardly  seems  like  it,"  he  replied. 

"Perhaps  they  haven't  heard  the 
news,"  I  said  ;  and  I  bustled  off  to  find 
someone  in  authority. 

A  dear  old  friend,  who  used  to  share 
my  Latin  proses  at  school,  approached, 
staggering  beneath  a  weight  of  orders, 
ribbons,  garters,  rosettes  and  what  not. 

"  Look  here,"  I  began  at  one  e,  "  this 
is  no  time  for  dressing  up.  We  can't 
stand  fiddling  here  while  Rome  is  burn- 
ing. You  re  a  steward  ?  " 

"  How  did  you  guess  ?  "  he  asked. 

"Well,  you  must  stop  the  dance.  I 
suppose  you  "ve  heard  what 's  hap- 
pened ?  " 

"  The  question  ia,  have  you  heard 
what 's  going  to  happen  ?  My  boy,  I  'm 
going  to  introduce  you  to  the  prettiest 
girl  north  of  the  Equator.  Ah,  here 
she  is." 

Mechanically  I  went  through  the 
introduction,  and  with  a  heavy  heart 
broke  into  what  the  Press  calls  the 
"mazy  waltz"  with  her.  Feeling  that 
the  whole  thing  was  some  horrible 
dream  I  led  her  to  a  secluded  corner, 
and  offered  a  meringue,  an  ice,  a 
cup  of  coffee,  champagne  cup,  and  a 
marron  glace.  She  refused  t!  em  all. 

"Yes,1  I  said,  "  I  agree  with  you.  It 
is  a  mockery  to  sit  here  eating,  when  in 
the  great  world  outside " 

"  One  can't  begin  after  the  very  first 
dance,  I  always  say." 

"  Sometimes  I  wonder  if  I  shall  ever 
eat  again." 

"Lots  of  people  feel  like  that,  just 
after Oh,  do  let 's  talk  about  some- 
thing else." 

"  There  is  only  one  thing  to  talk 
about,"  I  cried.  "  The  Constitution  has 
been  torn  asunder —  -" 

"  I  don't  think  you  're  doing  what  I 
asked  you,"  she  said  coldly.  "  Have 
you  been  to  many  plays  lately  ?  " 

"  Plays !  Haven't  you  heard  the 
news  ?  The  so-called  House  of  Lords— 

"  Oh,  politics  !  Do  you  know,  I  don't 
take  much  interest  in  them." 

"  This  isn  t  to  be  dismissed  lightly  as 
'politics,'"  I  said  excitedly.  "The 
whole  world — north  of  the  Equator 

"  Isn't  that  the  music  beginning  ? 
Let 's  go  back,  shall  we  ?  " 

We  went  back ;  and  I  decided  to 
leave  the  giddy  throng  in  order  to  strike 
somehow  a  blow  for  freedom.  Just 
as  I  had  got  my  coat  my  friend  the 
ambassador  came  up. 


"  A  charming  girl  in  green  for  you 
here,"  he  said,  taking  me  by  the  arm. 
"  The  best  dancer  south  of  the  Aurora 
Borealis.  Let  me  introduce  you." 

Once  more  I  found  myself  treading 
the  mazy  whirl ;  once  more  I  found- 
myself  sitting  on  the  sofa  in  the  little 
room  on  the  right  as  you  go  downstairs. 

"  Have  you  been  to  many  dances 
lately  ?  "  said  the  girl  in  green. 

"  Is  this  a  time  for  dances,"  I  said, 
sternly,  "when  all  England  is  reeling 
under  a  blow  dealt  by  a  handful  of 
hereditary  invsponsibles?  You  have 
not  heard  the  tidings  ?  They  have  kept 
the  ill  news  from  you,  fearing  to  mar 
your  innocent  gaiety  ?  Yet  the  time  must 
come  when 1; 

"  Oh,  do  tell  me.  I  love  anything 
exciting." 

"  A  revolution  has  begun,  the  end  of 
which  no  man  can  foresee." 

"  Oh  where  ?  " 

"  You  ask  me  where  ?  " 

"  Of  cour.-e  you  mean  in  Spain.  But 
then  they  're  always  having  them  there, 
aren't  they  ?  I  think  Queen  ENA  is  so 
sweet,  don't  you  ?  Isn't  the  floor  good 
to-night  ?  " 

"Spain?  VVhat  of  Spain?  We  have 
had  a  revolution  forced  on  us  in  Eng- 
land !  In  England,  yes  ;  but  all  Europe 
— south  of  the  Aurora  Borealis — 

" Shall  we  be  getting  back?  It's  so 
hard  to  hear  the  music  from  here.  I 
suppose  you've  heard  about  the  Budget 
being  thrown  out  ?  "  she  went  on,  as  we 
got  up.  "I'm  so  glad,  aren't  you?  I 
hate  horrid  taxes." 

As  soon  as  I  was  alone  again  I  dashed 
to  the  cloak-room,  struggled  into  my  hat 
and  coat,  and  told  t  e  porter  to  get  me 
a  hansom.  I  would  shake  the  dust  of 
frivolity  from  my  shoes,  and 

"Hallo,"  said  my  friend  the  archduke, 
"you  can't  possibly  dance  in  all  those 
things.  Leave  'em  here  and  the  man  will 
give  you  a  ticket.  I  have  a  delightful 
girl  with  golden  slippers  just  round  the 
corner — the  best  talker  west  of  Suez. 
She  wants  to  sit  thi-j  out  with  you." 

Ah,  here  at  last  was  a  girl  who  under- 
stood !  She  too  had  no  heart  for 
dancing. 

We  sat  in  silence  for  some  time  in 
the  little  room  on  the  right  as  you  go 
downstairs.  Then  I  looked  all  round 
me,  saw  that  we  were  alone,  and  said  in 
a  hollow  voice  : — 

"When  our  sherds  are  seethed — 
when  our  swords  are  sheathed  there 
will  not  be  one  Duke  left." 

"Have  you  seen  Smith?"  said  the 
best  talker  west  of  Suez. 

"No.  Are  the  chosen  of  the  people 
to  be  thwarted  by  a  handful  of  irrecon- 
cilables  ?  Shall  a  degenerate 

"  Don't  you  love  MARIE  LOIIU?  " 

"  Yes.  Is  the  Representative  House  to 
be  browbeaten " 


"Do  you  go  to  many  plays  ?  " 

"  Several.  The  battle  is  joined  ;  the 
lists  are  set ;  like  a  trumpet-call  to 
lovers  of  liberty  comes " 

"  Have  you  read  any  good  novels 
lately?" 

"  Five.  The  revolution  into  which 
the  haughty  backwoodsmen  have  entered 
so  lightly — 

"  Do  you  rink  a  great  deal  ?  " 

"Moderately.  Are  the  lords  of  Wai- 
bottle,  the  patrons  of  the  beer  bottle,  to 
dictate " 

"  Have  you  been  to  the  Motor  Show 
yet?" 

"No."  I  sighed  deeply.  "Do  you 
mind  if  we  stop  for  a  moment?"  I  said. 
"  I  m  getting  rather  giddy." 

»          *          *          *          * 

"  A  ravishing  creature  in  pink,"  said 
a  voice  after  supper  ;  "  the  joJliest  girl 
outside  Pwllheli.  She's  been  keeping 
a  dance  for  you." 

'•  This  is  the  best  tune  in  the  book," 
said  the  ravishing  creat  re  as  we  took 
the  floor.  "  Don  t  let 's  lose  any  of  it. 
You  start  with  the  left  foot — one,  two, 
three,  one,  two,  three." 

"  Which  foot  do  you  go  on  with  ? 
That 's  much  more  important.  I  shall 
try  the  right  .  .  .  This  is  delightful. 
One  of  vis  must  be  dancing  awiully 
well." 

"  I  expect  it 's  me.  What  have  you  been, 
doing  all  day  ?  Don't  say  '  working '  ; 
all  the  others  said  that." 

"Ah!     Well,  the  troth  is •" 

"Just  as  you  like,  you  know." 

"The  truth  is,"  I  said  firmly,  "I've 
been  reading  the  papers.  The  daily 
papers." 

"All  of  them — even  Tlie  Fir>nin-i,iL 
Neics  ?  They  're  awfully  exciting  now, 
aren't  they  ?  " 

"  Yes.  Oh,  yes.  Only—  -  I  think  I 
must  have  read  too  many  of  them.  One 
loses  one's  sense  of  proportion." 

"I  Lse  i-imply  everything.  Gloves, 
fans,  handkerchiefs." 

"  Well,  you  very  nearly  lost  me.  I 
all  but  went  after  the  third  dance." 

"  Why  ?  Did  you  have  a  very  heavy 
partner?" 

"No,  not  exactly  that;  but I  say, 

are    you    keen    on  —  on    politics    and 
things?" 

"Why,  of  course." 

"  Good.  Then  let 's— let 's  talk  about 
them  .  .  .  some  day." 

"Rather." 

"  Only  not  just  now." 

"  Oh,  no !  " 

"  No,  of  course  not.  I  say,  have  you 
any  more  dances  to  spare  ?  " 

"I  think  so.  I'll  see  when  we  *it 
down.  I'm  enjoying  to-night  awfully, 
aren't  you  ?  "  said  the  jolliest  girl  out- 
side Pwllheli. 

"Awfully,"  I  said  with  conviction. 

A.  A.  M. 
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PICTURE  PUZZLES."    HARDEST  PUZZLE  OF  ALL TO  FIND  THE   HOSTESS. 


PAIRED  OPINIONS. 

FREQUENT  inquiries  reach  us  from  conscientious  voters 
as  to  the  best  way  of  arriving  at  ;tn  honest  opinion  upon  a 
debatable  question  like  Tariff  Reform,  when  so  many 
authoritative  views  are  daily  thrust  upon  them.  Thus  :— 


(a) 
(6) 
(e) 

(<n 

(e) 

W 
(9) 

('0 


What  Mr.  BALFOUR  thinks. 

What  Mr.  BALFOUR  used  to  think. 

What  Mr.  WINSTON  CHURCHILL  says. 

What  Mr.  WALTER  LONG  maintains. 

What  the  hired  roughs  at  Bermoudsey  thought 

What  the  hired  roughs  at  Horley  thought. 

What  Mr.  CHAMBERI-AW  said  in  1884. 

What  Mr.  DUMPHREYS  said  all  along. 

What  Mr.  BALFOUR  declared  about  Old  Age  Pensions. 

What  Mr.  URE  subsequently  reiterated. 

Our  answer  is  that  frigid  and  calculated  organisation  is 
iie,,ssaiy;  method  alone  will  bring  peace.  Let  the  con- 
scientious voter  do  as  we  do — paste  on  uniform  cards  all 
the  statements  as  they  appear,  put  them  in  a  drawer,  go 
through  them  every  week,  take  out  and  destroy  all  pairs 
((.-•.,  statements  which  cmcelone  another),  and  decide,  for 
thc>  time  being,  by  such  arguments  as  remain,  if  any. 

The  above  list  appears,  on  the  face  of  it,  to  promise  great 
confusion  of  conscience.  Actually,  it  is  quite  simple,  the 
pairs  being,  of  course,  as  follows: — a,  b ;  c,d;  e,  /;  g,  h  ; 
t,  j.  An  opinion  formed  fat  fore  these  arguments  were  put 
forth  would  therefore  remain  intact. 

The  tiling  system,  thus  adapted  to  politics,  not  only 
brings  mental  quiet  anil  ensures  a  right  decision,  but  affords 
pleasant  recreation  during  the  winter  evenings,  highly 
instructive  to  the  little  ones. 


LINES  TO  TWO  LIBERAL  KNIGHTS. 

STOUT  shikaris  tiger-hunting  are  accustomed,  ere  they  shoot, 
To  invoke  Sir  PERCY  BUNTING,  to  adjure  Sir  JESSE  Boor. 

Savage  Dukes,  their  hecklers  fronting,  grow   incontinently 

mute 
If  they  see  Sir  PERCY  BUNTIXG  or  espy  Sir  JESSE  Boor. 

Freshmen  on  the  Cherwell  punting,  as  they  twang  the  festive 

lute. 
Serenade  Sir  PERCY  BUSTING  and  extol  Sir  JESSE  BOOT. 

Hooligans,  their  stature  stunting  with  the  premature  cheroot, 
Quail  before  Sir  PERCY  Buxnso,  blench  before  Sir  JESSE  Boor. 

Pigs  at  once  refrain  from  grunting,  owls  instantcr  cease  to 
Daunted  by  Sir  PERCY  BUSTISO,  chidden  by  Sir  JESSE  Boor. 

Engines  in  the  act  of  shunting  shriek  with  e  -stagy  acute 
If  they  see  Sir  PERCY  BUNTING  or  behold  Sir  JESSE  Boor. 

E'en  the  year's  autimnal  tun  ting  brightlier  glows  on  leaf  and 

fruit 
Wheresoe'er  Sir  PERCY  BUSTIXO  wanders  with  Sir  JESSE  Uoor. 


"The  most  successful  of  the  three  dances  was  the  Daflo-hl.  •  rharm- 
inizly  pretty  waltz  which  introduces  the  pas  de  cbe»al.  U 
Bret  time  no  far  as  is  known,  that  this  morement,  tag** 
prancing  horse,  has  been  introduced  into  any  ballr.          anc*^    ^  ^ 

The  writer  must  be  mistaken ;   we  have  certainly  noticed 
,,is  movement  for  years  past. 
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First  Farmer.  "'ERE,  YOI;  KEMEMIIEU  TELLING  ME  YOU  GAVE  voua  'oss  TURPENTINE  WHEN  'E 
"AD  oonc."  Second  Farmer.  "  AY  ! " 

First  Farmer.  "WELL,  I  OAVE  MY  'oss  TURPENTINE,  AN'  'E  DIED." 
t'eeond  Farmer.  "WELL,  WXE  DIED  TOO!" 


THE  BRITON'S  BIRTHRIGHT.  , 
Extract  from  a  letter  condemnatory  of  tltc 
increased  duty  on  whisky: — "Some  persons  are 
1  orh  teetotal  to  their  own  misfortune,  others 
achieve  teetotalism  by  their  own  weaknesses, 
but  the  inch  who  have  made  this  nation  for 
us,  and  we  who  have  yet  to  consolidate  our 
great  Empire  for  our  descendants,  are  men  of 
strength." 

0,  WHA  but  we  should  rule  the  sea  ? 

The  men o'  "pith  an'  power," 
Wha  spread  the    sway  we  baud  this 
day, 

They  aye  were  hauf-seas-owre. 
Where'er  the  Union  Jack  has  flown, 

Has  followed  Britain's  law  — 
"  One  race,  one  speech,  one  flag,  one 
Throne, 

One  dram" — or  maybe  twa. 


Thae  feckless,  puir,  teetotal  loons, 

For  them  my  heart  is  wae ! 
Hoo  can   they  ken  the  strength    o' 
men 

Weel  primed  wi'  usquebae  ? 
The  nation's  wark  is  no'  for  them; 

They  e'en  may  lay  it  doun  ; 
They  little  think  it's  nocht  but  Drink 

That  mak's  the  warld  gae  roun'. 

Though   f tiles  may  jibe,   we   '11  aye 
imbibe 

The  spirit  o'  the  age, 
An'  stootly  stan',  as  straucht's  we  can, 

Tae  guard  oor  heritage ; 
For  gin  it  hap  we  should  let  drap 

The  knack  o'  gettin'  fou — 
Britain  beware  !  for  then  and  there 

Ye  meet  yer  Waterloo  ! 


BOOKMEN  AS  CANDIDATES. 

TUB  announcement  that,  like  Mr. 
MKTHUEN,  Mr.  HELNEMANN  also  contem- 
plates entering  the  Parliamentary  arena 
comes  aa  no  surprise  to  those  who  have 
been  watching  the  trend  of  ambition  in 
lilerary  circles. 

Mr.  HEINEMANN'S  first  intention,  we 
understand,  was  to  offer  himself  as  a 
candidate  for  the  Isle  of  lleinemann, 
aa  his  famous  client,  Mr.  HALL  CAINE, 
wittily  calls  it.  Imagine  his  disappoint- 
ment on  ascertaining  that  the  Isle  of 
Heinemann  has  no  representative  at 
Westminster!  Mr.  HEINEUANN,  however, 
has  since  been  greatly  gratified  by  the 
pressing  invitation  of  the  Bayswater 
International  Association  that  he  should 
come  forward  as  an  Independent  candi- 
date in  the  Humanitarian  interest. 

Enormous  satisfaction  is  expressed  in 
Nonconformist  literary  circles  at  the  an- 
nouncement that  Sir  WILLIAM  ROBERTSON 
NICOLL,  M.O.K.,  O.O.,  will  contest  the 
Crockett  division  of  Galloway  in  the 
Kailyard  interest.  There  was  some 
natural  disappointment  in  the  hop  county 
that  Sir  William  was  not  going  to  carry 
the  banner  of  Lloyd-Georgian  Reform 
to  victory  at  the  head  of  the  Men  of 
Kent,  but  it  is  generally  admitted  that 
the  claims  of  the  Kailyard  Caucus  were 
irresistible.  Mr.  DAVID  LYALL  and  the 
Reverend  CLAUDIUS  CLEAR  have  already 
thrown  'themselves  into  the  campaign 
with  extraordinary  energy,  and  there  is 
hardly  a  hamlet  in  the  whole  division 
which  has  not  already  been  waked  to 
ecstasy  by  the  intoxicating  eloquence  of 
those  two  superb  and  pathetic  orators. 

Mr.  JOHN  LONG,  on  recently  being 
asked  whether  he  was  going  to  stand 
for  Parliament,  returned  a  somewhat 
enigmatic  answer.  "  Whether  I  go  to 
Westminster  or  not,"  he  replied,  "at 
any  rate  I  mean  to  stand  by  Wales." 

Mr.  EVELEIGH  NASH,  it  appears,  also 
favours  the  gallant  little  Principality,  a 
safe  seat  having  been  offered  him  in 
Cardiganshire.  Asked  wliy  he  was 
attracted  to  this  particular  locality,  Mr. 
NASH  observed,  "  Cardiganshire  has 
always  appealed  to  me  through  its  pictu- 
resque qualities  and  associations.  What 
should  we  do  without  Cardigan  waist- 
coits?  The  town  of  Cardigan,  perhaps, 
you  may  not  be  aware,  has  two  stone 
bridges  across  the  river  Teifi,  an  old 
and  stately  church,  and  the  remains  of 
an  ancient  castle  famous  in  Welsh 
history.  I  feel  that  as  its  Member  I 
should  be  able  to  do  much  to  restore 
the  fallen  fortunes  of  this  romantic 
spot." 

Lastly,  Mr.  CLEMENT  K.  SHORTER,  it  is 
freely  bruited  in  Fleet  Street,  is  con- 
sidering the  urgent  request  of  th$ 
Ha  worth  Liberal  Association  to  stand 
for  that  division  of  Yorkshire. 
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CHARGE  AND  COUNTERCHARGE. 


His  HONOUR  Joiix  Buu..  "AND  WHICH  IS  THE  PLAINTIFF?" 


Bpra.  "ME,  SIR! 
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ESSENCE     OF     PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED  FROM  THE  Duit  OF  TOBY,  M.P. 


AWFUL  8CENE  OF  GLOOM  AND  DEJECTION,   WHEN  THE  MINISTRY  HEARD  OF  THE  LORDS'   DECISION  TO 

REFER  THE  BUDGET  TO  THE  COUNTRY. 


House  of  Lords,  Tuesday,  Novem- 
ber 16. — Something  delightfully  casual, 
superbly  English,  about  Parliamentary 
manner  at  great  crises.  To-day  climax 
reached  in  first  stage  of  one  that  promises 
to  exceed  any  that  have  shaken  tlu' 
country  since  Reform  Bill  times.  Iiici- 
ientally,  but  primarily,  existence  of 
House  of  Lords  as  partner  in  legislative 
machine  is  at  stake. 

Common  knowledge  that  LANSDOWNE, 
punctual  in  his  place  at  4.30,  carries  in 
waistcoat  pocket  the  final,  irrevocable 
challenge  to  fight  to  the  finish.  Yet 
attendance  limited  to  a  score  of  Peers. 
On  front  bench  to  right  of  Woolsack 
CKEWK  and  ( .}  HANARO  sole  representatives 
of  a  threatened  <!mvrmnent.  For  com- 
panions on  the  other  side  of  Table, 
HAI^IH  iiv,  tVwiion,  LONDONDERRY,  SAI.I<- 


BUUY,  MARLDOROUGH,  DOXOUOHVORE  and 
AsmiofHSE  support  their  Leader. 

Brief  pause  followed  on  striking  of 
half-hour.  Silenco  broken  by  voice 
of  LANSDOW.VK,  discovered  standing  at 
Table  with  fateful  scrap  of  paper  in 
hand. 

"  My  Lords,"  he  said,  "  I  beg  to  give 
notice  that  on  the  second  reading  of  the 
Finance  Bill  I  will  move  that  this  House 
is  not  justified  in  giving  its  consent  to 
this  Bill  until  it  has  been  submitted  to 
the  judgment  of  the  country." 

That  was  all.  Hnd  he  been  observing 
across  the  Table  into  the  languid  ear  of 
Earl  CRKWK  that  it  was  a  fine  day,  there 
might  have  been  more  inflection  of 
emotion  in  his  tone,  more  of  flutter  in 
his  manner.  CREWE  seemed  on  point 
of  replying,  "  Yes,  but  rather  cold,  don't 


you  think  ?  "  Recognising  irrelevancy 
of  remark  he  forbore. 

No  cheer  burst  for:h  from  mnfidi-nt 
Opposition,  no  sharp  response  from 
jubilant  Ministerialists.  AVITIIIII.  put 
a  question  as  to  position  of  British 
Indians  in  Transvaal,  an  I  House  pro- 
ceeded to  deal  with  the  Orders  of  ti.e 
Day. 

HALSBURY'S  imperturbability  a  cloak 
for  exuberant  honest  satisf.u  timi. 

"  This  Ml  teach  'em,  Tonr,  dear  boy." 
he  taid,  as  we  crossed  Lobby  by  closed 
doors  of  deserted,  desolate  Commons. 

Those  Radicals,  with  I*RF.  at  their 
head,  have  been  putting  .l>out  stories 
to  effect  that  we,  tin-  old  nobility,  are 
influenced  in  opposition  to  Budget  by 
personal  considerations,  strengthened 
by  sympathy  with  an  honourable  Trade. 
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It  is  true  LLOYD  GKORCE,  with  Welsh, 
attorney  instinct,  mulcts  landowners  in 
various  ways.  Increases  the  Deat.h 
Duties ;  invents  a  Super-tax  specially 
designed  to  c.ifch  a  pensioned  ex-Lord 
Chancellor.  Also  puts  up  charges  on 
Licensed  Victuallers.  What  of  that? 
LANSDOWXE'H  amendment  distinctly  shows 
that  all  we  think  of  is  the  welfare  of  the 
country.  We  are  not  going  to  sit  by 
and  see  it  trampled  upon  by  the  vote  of 
300  so-called  representatives  of  the 
people.  Lord  Codlin  is  the  friend  of 
every  mm  who  has  a  vote.  Mr.  Short 
is  a  fraud." 

"But,"  I  asked,  "isn't  there  some 
little  difficulty  on  a  constitutional  ques- 
tion ?  Didn't  you  in  1897,  when  SPENCER, 
KIMBERLEY,  and  other  Liberal  Peers 
desired  to  move  amendment  to  Voluntary 
Schools  Bill  involving  money  question, 
quote  with  approval  Sir  THOMAS  MAY'S 
dictum  that  '  all  aids  and  supplies  to 
His  Majesty  in  Parliament  are  the  sole 
gift  of  the  Commons,  not  to  be  changed 
or  altered  by  the  House  of  Lords? '  And 
didn't  you  thereupon  declare  SPENCERS 
Amendment  out  of  order?  " 

"  Tut,  tut,  TOBY,  M  P.  You  are,  after  all, 
a  sort  of  child  in  these  matters.  We  were 
in  office  at  the  time.  The  Bill  to  which 
you  allude  was  our  measure,  and  we 
weren't  going  to  have  it  mauled  by 
Liberal  hands.  Suppose  you  never 
heard  of  the  r.'tort  of  LITTLETON  upon 
COKE  in  a  famous  leading  case,  '  Cir- 
cumstances alter  cases  ? ' ' 

Business  done. — Lord  LANSDOWNE 
tables  amendment  disposing  of  Budget 
Bill. 

Wednesday  night.  —  From  darkest 
depths  of  disputation  round  Irish  Land 
Bill  the  MEMBER  FOR  SARK  has  always 
seen  the  stars.  It  seemed  all  up  with 
the  bantling  when  the  Lords  almost 
literally  mangled  it.  Certainty  of  early 
funeral  confirmed  when  the  Commons, 
disdaining  to  discuss  the  Lords'  amend- 
ments seriatim,  disagreed  with  them 
en  Woe.  But  there 's  money  in  it,  and 
SARK  does  not  remember  a  case  when 
either  Irish  landlord  or  tenant  refused 
to  take  cash  from  the  Saxon. 

Facts  of  case  simple.  GEORGE  WYNU- 
IIAM'S  well-meant  scheme  for  facilitating 
transfer  of  Irish  land  from  owner  to 
tenant  has  broken  down  owing  to  faulty 
financial  provisions.  These  ST.  AUGCS- 
TINE  proposes  to  remedy.  The  bonus 
bestowed  by  the  Wyndham  Bill  by  way 
of  oiling  the  machinery  of  transfer  was 
twelve  millions  .sterling.  The  Bill  Lord 
and  Commons  have  been  playing  battle- 
dore and  shuttlecock  with  proposes 
to  throw  in  an  extra  three  millions, 
completing  a  total  of  between  seventy 
and  eighty  millions,  for  which  the  British 
tax-payer,  that  modern  ISSACHAR,  an  ass 
borne  down  by  cruel  burdens,  wil 
provide. 


Controversy  between  Lords  and  Cotn- 
nons  arose  upon  landlords  and  tenants 
ighting  each  other  for  larger  share  of 
ho  plunder.  To-night,  Bill  comes  back 
iorthe  consideration  of  Commons'  reasons 
'or  disagreeing  with  Lords'  amendments. 
The  landlords,  justly  fearfid  of  losing 
;ho  bone  whilst  snatching  at  its  reflection 
n  the  brook,  cave  in  and  agree  not  to 
insist  on  their  amendments. 

Tuat  all  very  well  if  they  stopped 
;here.  Proceeded  to  carry  others  less 
drastic  but.  not  more  likely  to  be  accepted 
Dy  Irish  Nationalists.  So  Bill  goes  back 
;o  Commons,  still  in  pei  il.  But,  as  SARK 
insist^,  an  additional  three  millions  is 
not  to  be  wantonly  chucked  away. 

Business  done.  —  Irish  Land  Bill 
[urther  considered. 


JUST  AS  YOU  LIKE  IT. 

Being  a  close  adaptation  of  "  As  You  Like  It," 
Act  II.,  Scene  5,  includinfi  the  famnns  in- 
vocation, "  Ducdame,  ducdame,  dncdamc.'"\ 

Mr.  Asquith  sings : 

UNDER  St.  Stephen's  fane, 

Who  would  with  me  remain, 

Tuning  his  merry  note 

Unto  old  COUDEN'H  throat, 
Come  hither,  come  hither,  come  hither  : 

Here  shall  lie  see 

No  enemy, 
But  Free  Trade  and  fair  weither. 

Mi:  Hal/our  sings : 
Who  doth  all  dumping  shun 
And  loves  to  live  i  the  sun, 
Growing  the  food  he  eats, 
Content  with  what  he  gets, 

Come  hither,  come  hither,  come  hither  : 
Here  shall  he  see 
No  enemy, 

But  Tariff  and  fine  weather. 

Mr.  Lloyd  George  sings : 

Since  it  has  come  to  pass 

That  every  idle  ass 

Loves  his  own  wealth  and  ease, 

Grown  rich  by  slow  degrees 
(Dukes  dam'eni,  dukes  dain'em,  dukes 
dam'em) : 

He,  even  he, 

Well  tax'd  shall  be 
An  if  Ii3  will  come  to  me. 

Mr.  Asquith.— What's  that  "Dukes 
dam'em  "  V 

Mr.  Jjloyd  George. — 'Tis  an  East  End 
invocation  for  calling  fools  within  my 
circle.  1 11  get  my  Bill  passed  if  I  can  ; 
if  I  cannot,  I  'Jl  rail  against  all  the  well- 
born in  England. 

Mi:  Asijuiih. — And  I  '11  go  worry  the 
Lords  ;  their  ruin  is  prepared.  [Exeunt. 


FROM  THE  ETHICAL  BILGE-TUB. 

WE  have  received  the  appeal  of 
'  The  International  Order  of  Ethics  and 
Culture,"  which  seeks  to  replace  "our 
•rumbling  religions  "  with  a  brotherly 
friendship  "  founded  on  the  mutual 
.nspiration  of  social-ethical  actions." 
The  "programm"  of  the  new  Order  is 
quite  in  keeping  with  these  high  aims. 
It  "  prescribes  moral  and  financi  il  help 
[or  all  the  progressiv  currants  [sic]  as  far 
they  are  in  accordance  with  the 
principles  of  the  Order,"  and  creates 

'  a  sort  of  cumumnity  whose  meetings  are  open 
[or  everybody,  official  speaches  in  the  case  of 
[unerals,  weddings  and  in  other  important  and 
emo;ional  events  of  life  if  somebody  is  asking 
tor  it  or  if  the  clergyman  refuses  the  attend- 
ance." 

The  organisation  of  the  Order  is 
absolutely  democratic : — 

"  We  are  fighting  dogmatism  of  any  kind  as 
well  as  every  worship  of  authorities.  In  our 
circles  there  shall  bo  cultivated  but  noble 
frie;  dship.  We  remark  that  wo  exclude  from 
our  meetings  any  a  coholic  beverage,  doing  so 
ior  the  sake  of  opposing  the  unreasonable 
drinking  costoms  and  in  order  to  secure  the 
majesty  and  the  earnestness  of  our  work.  We 
aku.jweledge  by  this  the  full  right  of  the 
antialcoholic  movement  and  other  social  and 
ethical  movements  of  the  kind,  but  we  dont 
command  our  members  any  obligation  of  such 
kind  for  their  private  life." 

After  all,  the  best  guarantee  of  the 
seriousness  of  the  new  movement  is 
afforded  by  the  list  of  its  officers  and 
supporters.  The  President  of  the  Inter- 
national Central  Committee  is  Miss 
Gertrud  Woker,  of  Berne,  and  amongst 
others  "the  following  personalities  have 
declared  to  be  in  accordance  with  the 
aims  of  the  Order"  : — • 

Rev.  E.  Baars,  Vegesack  (Brcme). 

Prof.  Dr.  Odo  Bujwid. 

Paul  Geheeb,  Pedagogist. 

Miss  Mally  Kachel. 

Leopold  Katsoher. 

Dr.  A.  Suter-Ruffy. 

Dr.  Salceby  (London). 

Director  Kiss,  Budapest. 

But  the  names  of  distinguished  men 
and  women  of  science  are  not  enough. 
"  Homes  must  be  established  every- 
where .  .  .  To  found  a  Home  we  want 
but  5  plucky  persons  who  devote  about 
2  hours  weekly  to  our  cause."  We 
sincerely  trust  that  this  interesting 
community  will  lend  such  impetus  to 
the  progressiv  currants  that  they  will 
sweep  away  the  vicious  costoms  of  the 
past  in  an  avalanche  of  antialcoholic 
enthusiasm. 


The  French  Manner. 

"The  Committee  appointed  M ita  chairman 

Professor  IT.  F.  t'harnock,  and  embraced  a 
number  of  gentlemen  of  recognised  ability." — 
The  Engineer. 


"On  Saturday  the  Sutton  Town  Band  re- 
turned the  compliment  by  coining  to  Epsom, 
where  an  enjoyable  programme  was  given  by 
the  Town  Clock."  -Epsom  Advertiser. 

Unfortunately    the     repertoire    of    our 
town  clocks  is  so  very  limited. 


No\T.MM!-II    L'l       1111)!).] 
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Iliijliltind  Ferryman  (durimj  momentary  lull  in  the  storm).    "I'M  THENKIN',  SIR,  I'LL  JUST  TACK  TEt   FA1E ;  TBEIK'S  no  SATIN'  WHIT 

•IIT    I.  AIM'FV    T\K    TH  " 


MICIIT   liAl'I'EN   TAE 


LIEUTENANT  SMITH. 

[Territorial  officers  are  sometime  mystified  at  the  strange  way  in 
which  words  of  command  are  mutilated  for  the  sake  of  smartness  at" the 
Chelsea  School  of  Instntctioti  :  the  Guards,  for  instance,  execute  certain 
movements  on  the  word  "  HIPE."] 

LIKITKNAHT  SMITH,  a,  "Terrier,"  fared  forth  to  learn  his  trade; 
fiddly  he  went  to  Ch  Jsea  School  and  st  od  upon  parade. 
They  r.\ted  and  they  humbled  him;  and  then,  when  all  was 

ripe, 
They  crowned  his  efforts  with  a  smile  and  taught  him  to  say 

"HlPE." 

With  rare  enthusiasm  filled,  bick  to  his  corps  went  he, 

KYsi  ilvcd  that  all  should  share  his  luck  and  learn  this  mystery. 

1K>  proved  to  all  his  N.C.O.s  that  any  form  or  type 

Of  movement  could  be  carried  out  by  merely  shouting, "  HIPE." 

Amongst  a  batcli  of  raw  recruits  h?  chanced  to  get  to  know 
A  Imtche   with  a  splendid  voice  who  hailed  from  Pimlieo  ; 
When  evening  fell  this  man  was  wont  to  shout  the  joys  of 

tripe  .... 
Smith  made  him  sergeant  on  the  spot,  and  changed  the  word 

to  "  Hire." 

futox'cated  w  th  success,  he  madly  cast  away 
His  whistle  and  his  compass,  ;md  even  his  tpte! 
And  when  on  Company  P..rade  bestowed  an  extra  stripe 
On  Corporal  .Tones,  who  gave  the  word :  "  Move  to  the  left 
in HII-K!" 

At  length  the  Adjutant,  informed  of  Smith's  insane  career, 
i\x>k  the  young  man  apart,  and  said,  "None  of  your  Guards' 

tricks  here; 
You've   done  your  duly,  passed   your  Schools;   but  now, 

Sir,  you  mint  wipe 
Lour  military  tablets  clean  :  we  can't  put  up  with  '  HUT.'  " 


My  tale  is  done :  the  maggot  word  had  camped  within  hi* 

brain. 

'Twas  two  years  later  when  I  saw  Lieutenant  Smith  again  ; 
I  met  him  in  a  country  pla  e  where  I  was  shoo  ing  snipe  ; 
Poor  chap,  he  scares  the  hungry  crow  ;   and  all  he  ears 

is"  HIPE."     

CROWNED  CRITICS. 

AFTER  inspecting  t'ie  famous  wax  bust  in  the  Kainer 
Friedrich  Museum,  the  Emperor  of  GKIIMANY  has  declared 
that  he  has  no  doubt  that  it  is  a  genuine  Leonardo,  and 
ruin-mrs  are  current  that,  following  hi*  great  example,  <>th<r 
exa  ted  p  ison  iges  are  prepared  to  m  ike  similar  pronounce- 
ments and  .-et  le  once  and  for  nil  the  disputes  of  artist*, 
arcliieologists  and  historians. 

The  King  of  GREKCE,  for  instance,  is  said  to  have  expressed 
his  royal  conviction  that  the  ninth  and  tenth  books  of  the 
Iliad  are  both  up  to  sample,  and  that  the  (hlyrney  was  not 
written  by  a  woman  ;  he  also  exonerates  PHUHA*  from  the 
accusation  of  having  carved  portraits  ol  himself  and  PERICLES 
on  the  shield  of  Athena.  Just  at  present  he  is  ptep  ring  an 
authoritative  plan  of  the  battle  of  S.ilamis  (480  no.)  in  order 
to  clear  up  a  lew  points  that  have  puzzled  historia'ia. 

Kiux  VICTOR  EMMAXITFX,  again,  has  promised  the  POPE  to 
look  round  the  galleries  of  the  Vatican  some  afternoon  and 
settle  the  dates  of  one  or  two  disputed  pieces  of  statuary. 

It  will  also  come  as  a  great  relief  to  raanv  hesitating 
antiquarians  to  learn  that  the  KHEDIVE  is  assured  that  the 
great  Sphinx  is  genuine,  and  was  probably  there  in  the  time 
of  MOSES. 

President  FALLIEJEB  is  another  exalted  cognoscente,  and  is 
jrepiring  a  monograph  showing  the  original  disposition 
if  tue  lost  arms  of  the  Venus  of  Melos. 

Mi-mwhiV  Big  RILL  TAFT  won't  say  whether  COOK  got 
•a  the  Big  Nail  or  not. 
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THE    GOLD-FISH. 

WHEN  Saccharissa  said  she  wanted 
some  gold-fish  I  naturally  asked  why. 
These  were  her  "reasons"  : — 

(a)  I  want  them. 

(b)  They  look  so  tweet  and  twinkly  in 

a  dear  little  bowl. 

(c)  They  are  soothing  to  watch. 

(d)  Their  up-keep  costs  so  little. 

(e)  The  water  absorbs  the  gases  in  the 

room. 
(/)  I  want  them. 

I  countered  thus : — 

(o)  You  don't  reall;/  want  them. 

(6)  The  stars  are  tweeter  and  twinklier 

"  in  that  inverted  bowl  we  call 

the  i-ky." 

(c)  You  can  wa'eh  me  smoking. 

(d)  When  Tariff  Reform  comes  their 

food  may  cost  us  more. 

(e)  I  can  be  no  party  to  fish-poisoning. 
(/)  I  don't. 

She  listened  patiently,  murmured 
"  Yes,  darling,  but —  "  at  intervals, 
kissed  me  resignedly,  and  said,  "  Well, 
dearest,  if  you  'r.j  dctei-mlned  .  .  .  and 
I  had  set  my  heart  on  them." 

So  of  course  I  bought  a  couple  of  the 
litile  beggars  next  day. 

Saccharissa  greeted  me  rapturously, 
dropped  the  bowl  on  the  floor,  and 
screamed.  William  and  Mary  (I  had 
named  them  already)  lay  gasping. 

"Oh,  Jack,  what  shall  we  do?  "she 
wailed. 

"  Give  them  air !  "  I  shouted.  "  Or, 
rather,  water.  Quick  !  " 

She  flew  for  a  basin  and  returned 
panting.  Then,  as  she  hates  clammy 
things,  she  picked  them  up  with  the 
fish-slice  and  dropped  them  into  their 
native  element.  They  looked  almost  as 
relieved  as  Sacclinrissa. 

"  Will  it  hurt  them,  do  you  think  ?  " 
she  quavered.  "Is  there  anything  else 
we  could  do?  " 

"  Well  ...  we  might  put  a  dash  of 
whisky  in,  to  buck  them  up  a  bit, 
but "  ' 

"Cruel!  "  she  flashed,  "to  make  fun 
of  a  dumb " 

"  All  right !  Try  them  with  an  ant's- 
egg — one  each — mustn't  let  'em  gorge." 

A  couple  of  ant's-eggs  were  admin- 
istered, ami,  would  you  believe  it?  that 
hog  William  snaffled  both. 

"  Oh,  poor  Mary  !  "  said  Saccharissa. 
"  Aud  I'm  sure  she's  starving  —  see 
how  she  keeps  on  opening  and  shutting 
her  mouth  !  " 

"  Merely  bad  language,"  I  said.  "  The 
water  deadens  the  sound." 

"Do  you  think  so?  ...  Well,  I  wish 
she  wouldn't — it  looks  perfectly  beastly. 
Jack,  why  don't  they  drown  when  they 
open  their  mouths  ?  " 

"  Because  they  breathe  with  their 
gills,  of  course.  Fancy  uotknowingthat !  " 


"  But  their  gills  are  open  too,"  she 
objected. 

"I low  on  earth  could  they  breathe 
with  them  shut?" 

"  Ye— s,  but  why " 

"  Mary  is  ready  for  another  ant's-egg," 
I  said  firmly.  "Tempt  her  to  beg — 
see  if  she  '11  stand  on  her  tail.  I  '11 
keep  William  off  with  the  paper-knife." 

Mary  was  uppish  and  refused  to  beg. 
As  for  William,  I  was  simply  disgusted. 
After  several  futile  efforts  to  elude  the 
paper-knife  he  went  to  the  bottom  and 
sulked — like  a  naughty  child. 

"Stir  him  up,"  said  Saccharissa. 
"  I  'm  sorry  he  has  such  a  vile  temper. 
Stir  him  up  !  " 

"Give  me  an  egg-whisk,"  I  said, 
"  and  William  shall  think  he  is  helping 
at  a  performance  of  '  The  Maelstrom '  at 
the  Hippodrome." 

"No,  we  mustn't  be  heartless.  Just 
a  weeny  poke." 

I  gave  him  a  "  weeny "  poke,  and 
William  simply  hared  round  the  basin, 
looking  as  sick  as  mud. 

"That's  enough,"  said  S.iccharissa 
presently,  "or  else  he'll  get  curvature 
of  the  spine.  We  mustn't  over-tire  him, 
bad  though  he  is.  Oh,  I  am  glad 
you  bought  them,  Jack  !  They  will  be 
a  perpetual  source  of  joy  !  " 

"H'm  !  "  I  grunted. 
***** 

She  tended  them  zealously  for  three 
days,  " changing  the  water"  whenever 
she  felt  dull  or  had  nothing  special  to 
do.  William  had  a  near  sliave  in  the 
sink  once.  If  the  grating  had  been  a 
hair's-breadth  bigger,  or  if  William  had 
eaten  fewer  ant's-eggs  for  breakfast,  his 
number  would  have  gone  up.  The 
fourth  day  she  asked  me  to  feed  them, 
as  she  wns  "  busy."  The  next  day  they 
were  forgotten  altogether,  and  starved. 
Saccharissa,  on  discovering  her  error, 
wept  bitterly  and  grossly  over-fed  them. 

For  a  week  they  battened  on  a 
generous  diet ;  then  she  was  "  busy " 
again  and  I  had  to  feed  them. 

I  fed  them  without  protest,  for  three 
days.  Then  I  reminded  Saccharissa 
that  they  were  her  fish,  not  mine.  She 
said — quite  mildly — "  Yes,  dear." 

After  a  fortnight  had  passed  without 
change,  I  suggested  that  as  the  fish  had 
lost  interest  for  her  I  might  at  least  get 
some  fun  out  of  the  investment.  Why 
not  a  bent  pin  and  a  worm,  or  races 
in  the  bath? 

The  idea  "  did  not  appeal  to  her." 

Disgusted  at  such  ingratitude,  I  advo- 
cated a  little  dinner  to  our  parvenus 
friends,  the  Browns.  Why  not  take  the 
shine  out  of  them  with  an  up-to-date 
savoury,  "Gold-fish  on  Toast"?  She 
said  I  was  always  thinking  of  my — of 
food. 

.  So  I  said,  "  Dash  it !      We  are  both 
sick  of  them.     Let 's  give  them  away  !  " 


"  What  a  waste  !  "  she  said. 
***** 

It  was  a  real  relief  when  the  cat  did  a 
little  fishing  on  her  own  account. 


A  CITY  SHOW. 

[The  Lord  Mayor  of  London  is  said  to  be 
anxious  to  restore  the  old  system  of  apprentice- 
ship.] 

MY  Lord,  once  more  in  "old  Cockayne" 
Your  words  have  found  my  thoughts 
a  setting ; 

I  draw  on  Fancy's  strings  again 
And  set  her  puppets  pirouetting  ; 

The  curtain  's  up,  then,  trumpets  blare  ; 

No  waits  occur  at  Fancy-Fair  ! 

Your  bold  apprentice  from  his  bench 
I  see  play  truant  down  the  alley 

To  watch  a  fight,  or  woo  a  wench, 
Or,  leaving  cares  of  task  and  tally, 

He  goes  by  Holb:>rn  Bar  to  see 

A  junketting  at  Tyburn  Tree. 

Then  o'er  a  tankard  in  the  Chepe 
I  watch  some  swell    Dick  Turpin 
racket, 

Gape  at  his  ruffles'  dainty  sweep, 
Admire  the  lace  upon  his  jacket, 

And  see  the  silver-mounted  pair 

Of  barkers  which  I  knew  he  'd  wear  ! 

I  watch  him  toss  his  liquor  down ; 

The  still-room  maid  he  gaily  banters  ; 
He  flings  the  grinning  boots  a  crown, 

Jumps  on  his  mare,  ;ind  off  he  canters; 
A  dirty  scoundrel?     Oh,  of  course  ! 
But  what  a  seat  upon  a  horse  ! 

I  hear  the  mail-guard  blow  his  horn, 

'I  chat  with  watchmen  in  the  porches, 
I  see  a  golden  summer  morn 

Steal  up  and  dowse  the  linkmen's 

torches, 

Before  my  Lady  mounts  her  chair 
For  Lincoln's  Inn,  from  Crosby  Square  ! 

*  *  *  * 

Tims,  then,  and  thus  my  mummers  play ; 

They  bow  with    old-world  airs   and 

graces ; 
Then  through  the  misty  wings  they  stray 

Back  to  the  silent,  shadow  places, 
To  wait  in  some  dim  green-room's  hall 
For  Fancy's  cue — for  Memory's  call ! 

Our  Boys. 

"Rudgard  carefully  cut  the  tip  off  his 
cigarette.  .  .  .  He  dri:w  his  liqueur  stand 
towards  him.  and,  pouring  out  a  glass  of 
:ib  iutlie,  drank  it  off  at  a  gulp." — "Daily 
News''  feittlieton, 

The  young  dog ! 

The  Modern  Shoot. 

"Mr.  M.  J.  Button's  shooting  party  had  a 
capital  day's  sport  on  the  Holme  Park  estate. 
Eight  guns  accounted  for  over  500  head  of 
pheasants,  ducks,  hares  and  rabbits,  most  of 
which  had  been  most  generously  distributed 
locally  and  otherwise." — Heading  Mercury. 

Once  more  the  idea  of  making  two  of  the 
above  words  lean  to  the  right  is  ours. 
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THE    PRIVATE    VIEW. 


Lady  Goldberg.  "WELL,  GENERIL,  WHAT  WEBE  TOO  AND  IOUB  CHARMING  DAOOHTER  SAYING  ABIUT  MY  IMRTKAIT?" 

Ga'lant  General  (irJio  prides  himself  on  his  tremendous  tact).  "Mr   DEAB  LADT,  I  MAKE   IT  AN   INVARIABLE   »PLE   o*   TRUE  OCCASION 

TO   REMARK   ON  ANY  PORTRAIT.       TlIEBE  IS  TOO  GREAT  A  CHANCE  OK  THE  ORIGINAL   BEING   WITHIN    KAR-HHOT." 


OUR    BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By  Mr.  Punch's  Staff  of  Learned  Clerks.) 

IT  looks  as  if  ROBERT  HICIIKNS,  in  his  recent  trifle,  Rirbary 
Steep,  was  giving  us  a  little  of  the  superfluous  material  left  over 
from  tho  preparation  of  his  present  larger  work,  Bella  Donna 
(||I:IM:MANN).  In  both  novels  he  handles  the  same  rather 
distasteful  theme,  the  passion  of  an  Englishwoman  for  an 
Oriental.  But,  while  in  Barbary  Sheep  the  lady's  infatuation 
was  abrupt  and  improbable,  here,  in  Bella  Donna,  he  is 
dealing  with  a  type  that  is  cleirly  capable  de  tout.  It  has 
been  a  weakness  with  Mr.  HIOHEKS  to  be  too  expansive. 
Usually,  in>te.id  of  putting  himself  to  the  pains  of  selecting 
the  one  right  word  or  phrase,  he  gives  us  a  round  score  to 
choose,  from.  And  in  Bella  Donna  he  still  seems  to  mistrust 
the  imagination  of  his  readers  and  even  to  doubt  if  they 
arc  giving  him  their  full  attention;  for  he  is  constantly 
reminding  them  of  his  Nile  background  with  its  familiar 
Ji  iM'.-i  and  m  ivements.  But,  apart  from  this  reiteration 
of  certain  details,  the  old  fault  has  been  amended.  From 
the  first  page,  where  he  introduces  a  most  intriguing 
portrait  of  a  fashionable  doctor,  the  story  is  told  with 
an  economy  of  language  which  increases  \vith  the  growing 
interest  of  the  action.  In  tho  last  half,  indeed,  we  are 
scarcely  allowed  breathing-time  for  reflection;  otherwise 
we  should  perhaps  wonder  whether  lie  hus  provided  JidLt 


Donna  with  an  adequate  motive  for  the  attempted  destruction 
of  her  husband  by  poison.  Certainly  no  sufficient  argument 
is  advanced  to  show  that  his  elimination  was  an  essential  to 
her  freedom,  she  being  the  woman  she  was ;  or  that  she 
was  likely  to  feel  more  comfortable  in  the  rather  variegated 
menage  of  the  Grteco-Egyptian  Biiroudl,  if  she  had  joined  it 
as  a  widow  rather  than  as  a  runaway  wife.  But  I  was 
too  well  entertained  to  worry  much  about  this.  What  did 
worry  me  a  little  was  the  author's  reference  lo  ROBEBT  RBOWMSG 
as  having  carried  his  new  wife  away  "to  the  peaks  of  the 
Apennines."  There  can  no  longer  be  any  need  for  conceal- 
ment in  the  matter ;  anyhow  it  is  an  open  secret  that  he 
took  her  to  the  low-lying  plains  of  Tuscany  to  keep  her 
warm.  To  have  exposed  her  on  the  snow-bound  summits 
would  have  been  a  cruel  experiment,  which  might  well  have 
justified  the  indignation  of  his  father-in-law. 

Poor  distressful  old  Ireland !  People  who  write  novels 
about  it  always  will  try  to  make  their  fiction  funny — I  suppose 
for  the  sake  of  contrast  with  the  tragedy  of  its  figures 
and  failings  and  facts.  The  Search  Party,  by  Mr.  G.  A. 
BIUMIXCHAM  (a  name  which  has  already,  I  fancy,  had  some- 
thing to  do  with  the  making  of  Irish  history),  is,  according  to 
Messrs.  Mmu  KN,  "  pure  comedy  from  beginning  to  end." 
Inconsequent,  farcical,  comic-opera  kind  of  comedy  I  should 
call  it;  tolerable  and  even  amusing  with  lights  and  music 
and  pretty  faces  and  dresses  to  help  it  out.  But  in  cold 
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prose  it  is  like  the  little  girl  i'  the  nursery  rhyme.  If  it  is  to 
be  good,  it  must  be  very,  very  good.  Otherwise — but  perhaps 
I  had  better  explain  what  the  search  party  were  after.  It  is 
not,  as  you  may  be  thinking,  a  case  of  chcrfJicz  hi  femme  ;  the 
hunt  is  after  the  village  doctor,  the  village  buffoon,  two  M.P.'s 
and  a  sergeant  and  constable  of  the  H.I.O.,  kidnapped  one 
after  the  other  and  shut  up  in  the  same  room  by  an  alien 
manufacturer  of  bombs,  who  had  lately  settled  in  the  part  of 
"Connacht"  to  which  four  of  them  belonged.  At  first  no  one 
but  the  doctor's  sweetheart  seemed  to  think  his  disappearance 
at  all  odd,  but  at  last  with  great  difficulty  she  persuaded  the 
M.P.'s  wives,  and  the  local  Peer  (there  is  always  a  local  Peer 
in  Irish  Ktories),  and  the  rest  of  the  local  constabulary  to  join 
in  searching  for  the  missing  men.  And  when  they  found 
them  they  were  all  playing  le.ip-frog  in  their  dormitory 
prison,  M.P.'s,  doctor,  sergeant,  constable  and  buffoon,  and 
making  no  attempt  to  escape,  though  they  knew  that  their 


captor  had  got  away  in  his  motor-car  fourteen  hours  before. 
And  the  end  of  the  comedy  was  that  they  all  agreed  to  say 
nothing  more  about   it,   an   example  which   I 
better  than  follow. 


Draw  in  your  Stool,  .says 
OLIVER  ONIONS,  says  he ;  and  so 
I  did,  and  listened,  under  the 
auspices  of  Messrs.  MILLS  AND 
Itooy,  to  a  considerable  number 
of  short  stories  with  plenty  of 
the  right  stuff  in  them.  Per- 
haps the  least  successful  effort 
is  the  first,  which  deals  with  a 
romantic  episode  in  the  grand 
old  days  of  Dec.  Jun.  Brutus 
and  J.  Ccesar,  just  before  the 
siege  of  Massilia  (705  A.U.C.,  I 
fancy).  No  doubt  Gaulish  galley- 
slaves  had  their  sentimental  pas- 
sages at  the  period,  but  the 
''carry  "  is  a  bit  too  long  for  my 
imagination.  The  next,  which 
describes  a  bull-fight,  is  vastly 
better ;  but  the  author  shines 
most,  I  think,  in  Yorkshire, 
whether  on  the  moors,  by  the 
mine  head,  or  along  the  coast, 
and  "Ihe  Golden  Farmer," 


me  as  essentially  feminine  (in  the  best  sense).  It  is  full  of 
delightful  women,  very  wise  and  modern  and  subtle,  hold- 
ing broad  views  upon  life,  and  perhaps  just  a  little  too  ready 
to  express  them  011  all  occasions,  with  special  emphasis  on 
topics  that  must,  some  years  ago,  have  been  left  untouched. 
In  her  desire  for  sincerity  the  author  has  at  times  been  (if  I 
may  say  so  very  gently)  a  little  tew  contemptuous  of  merer  li- 
cence. But,  this  apart,  Happiness  remains  a  notable  achieve- 
ment in  modern  fiction,  and  that  sadly  rare  tiling,  a  novel 
that  is  worth  buying  to  read  and  keep. 


Upon  the  fifteen!  li  page  of  The  Last  Lord  Avanlcy  (MiLLS 
AMI  ISoosj  1  read,  "  Then,  for  the  first  time,  8  16  saw  that  his 
face  was  not  the  face  of  a  man,  but  of  a  wild  b  ast,  and  in 
sp  te  of  the  pleading  look  in  his  large,  lustrous  eyes,  a  wave 
of  revulsion  swept  through  the  girl's  whole  frame."  And 


afterwards,    at    great    length,    GEUAI.D    MAXWELL    describes 
MiUicent  Tabors  struggl  •   to   like   this   unfortunate  being 
well  enough   to   marry  him.     What,  however,  I  feel  most 
cannot    do  j  forcibly  about  the  book  is  the  pity  that  so  much  labour  has 

been  wasted  upon  siu  h  an  un- 
«iv  ury  subject.  Sympjthy  both 
for  Lord  Avanley  an  I  for  his 
mother  I  can  feel  poignantly ; 
I  am  conscious  also  of  the  atmo- 
sphere of  doom  and  terror  which 
surrounds  this  man  with  tho 
monster's  face ;  but  in  his  love- 
affair  I  can  feel  no  sympathetic 
interest  wha  ever.  Indeed,  "a 
wave  of  revulsion"  sweeps  over 
me,  too,  at  the  thought  of  it. 
lard  Aranlcy  has,  of  course,  to 
die,  so  that  life  may  be  made 
easy  for  MiUicent,  and  I  must 
admit  that  his  death  is  most 
elaborately  and  thoroughly  stage- 
managed.  This  was  only  fair  'o 
him,  for  the  wretched  man  had 
had  but  a  poor  show  in  the 
drama  of  life. 


Maid     "DlKSEB   IS  QUITE   HKAbY,   SlK." 

Poet.   "HCSH!      A  BEAUTIFUL   X[IO(T.HT  IS  HOVF.IUXO  NEAR  ME. 

MUST   SACRIFICE   TUB   SOUP  !  " 


"Jacques,"  "Karberry,"  and  "The  Splosher"  are  all  very  j  mentioned  by  VlHOlL, 

good.     The  last  story,  too.  deserves  special  mention,  because   opt  line  in  the  Mathematical  Tripos,  and  may,  therefore,  be- 


Morelum     is,     I    understand, 
a     Ijatin     word     signi  yiug     a 
peculiar  kind   of  salad,  a  mix- 
—  ture  of   herbs  and   condiments 
This  information  comes  from  a  junior 


there  is  a  murder  in  it,  perpetrated  (if  that  is  the  word)  with 
an  icic'e  broken  off  a  pump-spout.  Here,  1  think,  Mr.  OsiOKS 
has  shown  himself  unenterprising  to  the  last  degree ;  he 
ought  to  have  spun  the  story  out  into  a  serial,  and  offered 
blood  money  for  the  solution  of  the  "  Mystery  of  the  Manor 
Yard."  Suppose  there  had  been  a  thaw  next  day,  where 
was  the  evidence?  Anyhow,  Drair  in  your  Stool  by  all  means 
and  ye  winna  regret  it. 

I  wonder  whether,  when  MAUD  STEPNEY  RAWSON  had  written 
her  latest  novel,  she  was  a  little  at  a  loss  what  to  call  it.  If 
go,  she  had  decidedly  a  happy  thought  in.  giving  it  the  title 
it  now  bears,  because  Happiness  (METUUEN)  is  a  story  less  of 
particular  events  than  of  life  in  general,  and  compact  of 
"  a  number  of  things  "  making  for  contentment  or  the  reverse. 
Naturally,  however,  this  makes  the  book  almost  impossible  to 
describe  in  detail.  I  shall  content  myself  with  a  record  of 
my  personal  pleasure  in  it,  and  the  remark  that  of  the 
many  characters  that  crowd  a  very  wide  surface  I  was  most 
in. crested  in  that  of  old  Telham,  the  oilcloth  millionaire, 
whose  efforts  to  win  happiness  for  himself  and  others  meet 
with  such  pathetic  disaster.  For  tho  rest,  the  book  struck 


accepted  with  every  confidence.  Moretwn  Altcrum,  rec  ntly 
published  by  CHAPMAN  AND  HALT,,  is  a  literary  salad  composed 
by  J.  K  WixTEiMJOTMAsr.  His  ingredients  are  a  cultivated 
mind,  wide  reading,  sympathy,  a  happy  knack  of  quotation 
and  allusion,  and  a  pleasant  gift  of  expression  in  a  considerable 
range  of  subjects.  Result,  a  book  of  essays  which  may  be 
read  with  profit,  interest  and  amusement  by  many  sorts  and 
conditions  of  men.  Not  the  least  attractive  part  of  the 
volume  consists  of  the  sonnets  which  are  interspersed  be- 
tween the  essays.  These  display  no  ordinary  mastery  over  a 
difficult  form.  I  hope  we  shall  have  more  from  Mr.  WINTEK- 
IWTIIAM — more  both  of  essays  and  of  sonnets. 

Sir  HENHY  NOUMAN  on  tho  crisis : — 

"  The  incredible  lias  happened.    It  will  be  Wowed  by  tlie  inevitable." 
A  very  tame  sequel. 


"  Wauled,  Emma,  Kiilnapp-d,  Two  Years  Ago,  Suleui  Chapel,  cheap  ; 
books,  magazines,  in  exchange."-— The  lady. 

"Cheap"  seems  the  right  word.  Certainly  the  reward 
offered  for  the  unfortunate  child  after  two  years'  absence  is 
not  excessive. 
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CHARIVARIA. 

'•  I  MM.  to  move— "  said  ]/>rd  CIIIAM: 
in  the  House  of  Lords  by  way  of  opening 
the  historic  debate  on  the  Finance  Hill. 
II  he  could  have  his  way,  some  of  US 
would  soon  have  to  beg  to  live. 
* 

The    other  day  the  streets  of   Berlin 


is  Britain*  sunnn  -t   spot  y"  and,  will,    tinkling  fu-tun"    Tl,i- ,  ,;erial 

splendid  local  p-nnoti-,,,  a  liermoi.  mdsa  lifle  like  i 

man  wnle-   t.,  ask   u- whether  we  know  •„• 

that  the  South  of  London  i-  the  !;• 
of  the  Metropolis. 


V 


suHicicnt  out-of-work 
men  to  clear  away  the 
snow.  This  fact  is  being 
u-cd  by  Free  Traders 
here  as  one  more  ex- 
ample of  the  horrible 
consequences  of  Protec- 
tion. *  * 
* 

•"There  is  nobody," 
said  Mr.  URK  at  Ripley, 
"who  does  not  know 
quite  well  that  we  have 
ceased  to  be  a  self- 
governing  people." 
Perhaps  the  most  ter- 
rible example  of  this 
loss  of  self-control  is  to 
be  sci'ii  in  the  growing 
tendency  to  inexacti- 
tude. *  * 
* 

The  unkindest  cut 
of  all !  Mr.  Bmox,  the 
magistrate,  in  the 
course  of  a  case  at  the 
Old  Street.  Police  Court: 
"  Is  Mr.  I'lii:  in  favour 
of  the  Budget?" 

V 

'J  he  sours  of  victory  ! 
Mrs.  PinmcK  LAWBENCK 
assures  the  Liberals  that 
their  experience  of  the 
past  tour  years  will  be 
nothing  in  comparison 
with  what  the  Con- 
servativcrs  will  have  to 
undergo  if  they  prove 
intractable  on  coming 
into  power. 

V 

That  delightful 
writer,  Mr.  A.  E.  W. 
MA-UN,  has  been  com- 


1^.'-    iS 


The   following  hignin.-.rit    adiertne- 
ment  has  n-n-ntlv  appeared  in  a  newu 

Much  is  made  by  our  newspaper-  of  Youigj  llama,  trained  io  Middle  i 
the  preparatKnu  in  Germany  for  "the  <  i«»  .->•> good ••  paaj :  price 30gi 
inevitable  war."  it  is  good  to  know  This  confirms  the  NpM  that  people  arc 

giving   up   their    llamas    in    f. 

motor-cars. 

*  * 

With  reference  to  the 
•-pondenif  in  The 
I  hilly  Mail  on  the  sub- 
ject of  Hound  Chir. 
v\e  Mievc  that  they 
are  by  nn  rneai. 
rarilii  -  a-  i-  generally 
imagined.  We  know  a 
number  of  parsons  who 
are  s,|uaremeri  in  round 
tales. 

Twenty 

of    the    -eel    who    rail 
themselves   >:  I'ill  n 
Fire  "  have  arrived  from 
the    States     and     will 
endeavour    to     miner  I 
London.     The   title  of 
the    sect,   so   peculiarly 
attractive  durin;.' 
snap,     is    charaet,  ri.-ti  • 
of  Americ-an  nil- 

*  * 

A    new     giant     apple 
from   California,  kno\\n 
as  the    Winter   JtaniMia, 
has  made  it-  app- 
al   (Went    (iiini 
now     remain-     for     the 
West    Indies    to    retort 
with    a    banana    named 
the  Spring  Apple. 

p   ellhall) 

appropriate  that  Mr. 
Cm  i; .-1111.1.  should  have 
charge  of  the  As-nr.uuv 
Companies  Bill, 
that  he  is  one  of 

prominent 
matu,  nents  of  this  art. 


It 


KTlnS 


"SING    A    SONG    OF    SIXPENCE." 

Cabby  (on  rceeiriiig  lii»  minimum  mile  fare  in 


n  eonpe 
ONK    KOR   MESEI.F,   TWO   KIR  TUK  NIPPEBS  ASu"— (forte)—  t'tl 


•n).  "Ojir.  FOE  THE 

LL  ttAXf  TUE   BEST." 


the 


plaining  that  his  duties  as  a  Member  of  I  moving.  The  London  Gazette  announced 
Parliament  make  it  difficult  for  him  to  i  last  week  that  it  has  been  decided  that 
write  novels.  We  understand  now  the  j  the  First  Military  Member  of  the  Army 
pn -sure  that  has  been  brought  to  bear  j  Council,  who  has  hitherto  been  styled 

tni  several  literary  men  to  become  can- 


didates. 

T*T 

At  the  same  time,  seeing  the  extent  to 
which  politicians  are  indebted  to  fiction 
for  their  facts,  we  should  have  thought 
it  ought  to  be  possible  to  arrive  at  some 
i'md  of  working  arrangement. 

The  /•AiV'ors.f  has  been  asking,  "  Which 


Chief  of  the  General  Staff,  shall  hereafter 
b,-  stvled  Chief  of  the  Imperial  (Jeneral 

Staff.' 


V 


"Thousands  of  peoi'lr  (pillVred  rouml  tin 
station  and  raixfd  deafening  chrrn  w  hi»  Lord- 
ship was  nwn  discussing  (lit1  »  *irra9r  from  tin- 
plalfonn." — Clafgoir  //rroW. 

The  painting  of  this  historic  .-n-eii 

we   understand,  been  entru.sle.l   to  Sir 

HIIIKIIT  v<ix  HKRKOMI 


Our  dear  old  friend,  The  Duily 
has  fairly  lost  her  head  over  the  present 
situation,  and  is  becoming  almost  inco- 
herent.    "The    House  of  Lords,"   she 

"has  many  a  time  heard  the  vices  quoted  in  advertisements.    Some  pub- 
of  the  House  of  Commons  denounced  in  j  lashers  are  easily 


"All  lluit  iitan  cuild  do  Miackldou  :* 
ron>|iaiiions  did,  »nd  then-  (rill  l»-  frw  l-jigti>h- 
will  n. .t  read  tin-  narrative  without  * 
thrill  dT  pride." — /*ni  y  Tclryra/Jl. 

This  handsome    appreciation  is    freely 
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ON    THE    STUMP. 

THE  news  that  the  House  of  Lords  is 
about  to  tour  the  country  has  been 
received  with  great  enthusiasm  by  both 
parties.  Mr.  Punch,  however,  is  afraid 
that  some  of  the  peers  may  not  live  up 
to  what  is  expected  of  them,  and  he 
has,  therefore,  prepared  two  or  tliree 
examples  of  the  sort  of  speech  that  is 
wanted.  These  speeches  are  not  written 
for  Lord  ROSEBKUY'S  well-tried  "  Hundred 
and  Fifty,"  but  for  the  great  mass  of 
Tory  Peers  who  have  not  as  yet  taken  a 
prominent  part  in  political  affairs.  To 
those  of  them  who  insist  on  speak- 
ing quite  sensibly  and  articulately 
Mr.  Punch  can  only  express  his  regret 
that  they  should  be  willing  to  shatter 
yet  another  national  belief. 

I.— For  a  Dull  Duke. 

My  lords,  ladies  and — h'rn,  ha— gen- 
tlemen. My  —  er  —  ladies  and  —  er — 
gentlemen,  I  have  thought  it  my  duty, 
ladies  and — h'm,  ha — gentlemen,  to 
come  before  you  this  evening,  or,  as  I 
might  suy,  to-night — to — er — on  this 
auspicious  occasion  —  h'm,  ha.  And 
when  1  say  "  auspicious  occasion," 
ladies  and  gentlemen,  I  mean  that  the 
occasion  has  come,  has — h'm,  ha — in 
fact,  arrived,  when — h'r'r'r'r'm — it  is  an 
auspicious  moment  to — h'm,  ha— come 
before  you.  H'r'r'r'r'm.  We  are  faced, 
gentlemen,  we  are,  I  say,  faced  by  a 
constitutional — h'rn,  ha — crisis  in  the 
— er— constitution,  unprecedented,  I  say 
without  fear  of— without  fear  of — of— 
contradiction,  unprecedented,  ladelmen, 
that  is,  gentlies — h'r'r'r'r'r'm — gentle- 
men, in  the  history  of  the— h'm — consti- 
tution. That  will  not  be  denied.  This 
constitution,  this,  I  should  say,  crisis  in 
the  constitution  has  not  been  provoked 
by  Us.  We,  ladies  and  gentlemen,  in 
the  exercise  of  our — h'm,  ha — established 
right,  what  I  might  call — what,  h'm,  I 
think  it  will  not  be — er — traversed — tra- 
vestied— traversed,  as  I  say,  by  our 
bitterest  opponent  as  our  established 
right,  even  by  those  who— h'm,  ha — in 
fact  by— er — who  seek  to  abolish  us. 
H'r'r'r'r'r'r'r'r'm.  On  the  one  hand  we 
have  this  ancient  House,  of  which  I  have 
the  honour  to  — h'm,  ha — to  form  no 
inconsid — I  should  say  some  inconsid — 
to  in  fact  belong,  whose  hallowed  rights 
— h'r'r'r'r'm — whose  rights,  as  I  have 
already — h'm,  ha — established  are  hal- 
lowed by  the — er — by  undoubted — er — 
h'r'm — by  the — er— sanctity  of  centuries. 

That  will  b?  admitted.  On  the  other 
hand  we  feel— and  it  is  because  I  feel 
it  so  strongly,  ladies  and  gentlemen, 
that  I  am  among  you  to-night,  in  order 
to  put  before  you  my  views  on  this  great 
constitutional  crisis.  H'r'r'r'r'm. 

Our  opponents  have — h'm,  ha — not 
hesitated — they  have  not  hesitated,  ladies 


and  gentlemen,  to  allege  that  the  basest 
of  motives  are  inspired,  that,  I  should 
say,  we  owe  our  inspiration  to— that 
in  fact  we  arj  basely  inspired  by  motives 
which — h'm,  ha— by — er — base  motives. 
H'r'r'r'r'r'm.  To  that  motive,  to  that 
allege  —  h'm,  ha — allegation  I  give  a 
qualified — an  unqualified  denial.  Gen- 
tlemen, whatever  our  motives,  and  speak- 
ing for  myself  I  can  claim  that  1  have 
been — h'm — actuated  by,  without,  any 
qualification  whatsoever — and  when  I  say 
qualification,  ladies  and — h'm,  ha  -gen- 
tlemen, I  do  not  mean  to  imply — h'r'r'r'm 
— but  as  I  say  to  actuate — the,  er, — in- 
evitable— inevitable  consequences — con- 
sequences set  up  by — er — as  I  h.ive 
said,  to  deny  the  allegation  —h'm,  ha 
— -without  qualification  of — u-a  a-a-(is/i 
— the  motives — h'r'r'r'r  m — of,  in  short, 
the  Budget.  (Loud  applause.) 

II. — For  an  Irresponsible  Earl. 

Dear  old  souls,  here  we  are,  all  the 
whole  jolly  lot  of  us,  met  together  in 
solemn  conclave  about  this  dam  rotten 
Budget.  What  price  "  solemn  con- 
clave "?  I  thought  of  that  in  my  little 
bath  this  morning.  "  Archibald,"  I  said 
to  myself  as  I  turned  out  for  sponge 
drill,  "you've  stepped  right  on  to  it! 
'  Solemn  conclave.'  You  're  amongst 
them,  pride  of  the  harem."  What? 

Well  now,  about  this  dam  Budget. 
I  mean,  whose  jolly  old  idea  was  it? 
Give  you  my  word  it  wasn't  mine — 
never  had  any  sort  of  head  for  figures. 
I  know  at  school  when  they  used  to  ask 
me  to  prove  that  if  two  sides  of  a  triangle 
were  equal  then  the  squares  on  the 
hypothenuse  were  parallel,  I  always  used 
to  say,  "My  dear  old  spot,  if  Euclid  says 
it  is  so,  I  take  his  word  for  it.  He 's 
been  in  the  business  longer  than  I  have 
and  he  ought  to  know  more  about  it. 
But  of  course  if  dear  old  Algebra  says 
it  isn't  (and  he  's  had  his  sign  up  quite 
as  long  as  Euclid,  I  should  think),  and 
you  want  me  to  give  a  casting  vote,  well 
then  what  I  say  is,  Let 's  toss  for  it. 
Heads  Euclid,  tails  jolly  old  Algernon- 
bra.  Heads  !  There  you  are  then." 

Yoicks  ! — gone  away.  Where  were 
we?  Oh  yes,  the  Budget.  Well,  I  don't 
profess  to  be  much  of  a  cheese  at  geo- 
graphy, but  I  do  know  what  Welshmen 
are  famous  for.  "Also  ran — Benjamin 
Trovato."  What?  Keep  your  eye  on  me 
and  don't  believe  anything  that  the 
six-and-eightpenny  in  re  merchant,  from 
Cambria  tells  you.  "Cambria"  is  fairly 
torrid — I  got  it  from  the  Harinsworth 
Atlas.  "Wales,  formerly  called  Cam- 
bria"—  sort  of  Polly  Jones,  nee  Smith, 
don't  you  know  ? 

Well,  as  we  were  saying,  dour  old 
souls,  they  passed  along  the  Budget  and 
we  hoofed  it  out ;  and  nov  I  'vj  been 
sent  down  here — and  jolly  glad  1  am  to 
see  you  all  looking  so  chubby  and  well 


—to  tell  you  why  we  applied  the  boot. 
Well,  why  did  we  ?  I  '11  give  you  two 
fn-e  guesses.  Walk  up,  ladies  and 
gentlemen,  and  try  your  luck.  What, 
no  entries  for  the  manicure  set  and 
(he  hem-stiirlied  handkerchief?  Look 
here,  I  'm  simply  giving  them  away.  Oh, 
all  right  then,  I  '11  tell  you  myself. 

\\ 'e  chucked  out  the  Budget,  ladies 
and  gentlemen,  because  it  was  a  dam 
rotten  one.  (Loud  applause.) 

HI. — Foe  a  Backwoods'  Baron. 

Ladies — and — gentlemen,  I  have  been 
asked — to  exp'ain  to  you — why  we  re- 
jected— the  Budget,  When  I  was  last  in 
London — in  1893 — I  helped  to  reject — 
the  Home  Rule  Bill  — of  the  traitor 
GLADSTONE.  Ladies  and  gentlemen,  I 
was  proud  to  have  done  my  duty  then  — 
and  I  am  equally  proud— to  have  done 
my  duty  to-day.  There  are  amongst  us 
—  certain  progressive  spirits  —  upon 
whom— all  true  patriots — must  act  as  a 
check.  My  father — opposed — as  long 
as  he  could — the  introduction  of  rail- 
ways— into  this  country.  His  advice — 
was  in  the  end — disregarded.  When  I 
travelled  up  to  London — last  week — I 
felt  more  than  ever — that  my  father  was 
right.  The  country,  gentlemen — has 
been  spoilt.  On  my  way  yesterday- -to 
the  Zoological  Gardens — I  was  disgusted 
to  learn — that  these  vandals  had  bur- 
rowed— even  under  the  earth.  Coming 
back — from  the  British  Museum — last 
Monday— -I  was  horrified  to  discover — 
that  trams  passed  along  the  Embank- 
ment. Had  I  not  been  ill — I  should 
hr-'.'e  voted  against  that  measure— as,  I 
understand — did  many  of  my  colleagues 
—  in  the  House.  At  Madame  Tussaud  s — 
two  days  ago — I  looked  back — upon  all 
that  has  happened — in  the  last  fifty  years. 
And  all  the  misery — and  unhappiness — 
that  is  to  be  found — in  the  villages  and 
towns  to-day — must  (I  decided) — be 
put  down  to — the  curse  of  elementary 
education.  Ladies  and  gentlemen,  I 
say— without  hesitation — that  the  lower 
classes— should  have  been  left  where 
they  were — that  in  raising  them  you 
have  raised  a  monster —worse  than  any 
that  Frankenstein  brought  into  being. 

Gentlemen,  we  rejected  the  Budget 
— because  it  sought  to  create  war 
between  the,  classes.  England  will  never 
be  at  peace — unless  the  classes  keep  to 
their  proper  stations.  The  upper  class 
to  rule — and  the  lower  class  to  obey. 
(Loud  applause).  A.  A.  M. 


"By  this  process  any  radicals  cuu.  in  turn  be 
removed." 

Tne  above  appears  in  Hall  and  Knight's 
Algebra ;  and  since  the  introduction  of 
the  Budget  lI.M.iAs  letter -bag  has  had 
to  lie  enlarged  twice  in  order  to  meet 
the  daily  flow  of  communications  asking 
for  further  particulars. 
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I  mimosas  or    thorn-trees    form  its  cus- 
!  tomary  food.     It  ue\vr  attacks  anyone, 
A 'being  the  gentlest  creature   breathing. 
Its  extraordinary  height  enables   it  to 
bring  into   play   to   the    best   possible 
advantage    its    noteworthy    powers    of 

E.VHI.Y  next  morning  I  went  back  to  j  vision,  and  no  animal  is  harder  to 
camp,  and  soon  after  reaching  there  I  approach  unseen.  This  is,  of  course, 
again  started  out  for  a  hunt.  In  the;  very  unfair  to  the  hunter.  Again 
afternoon  I  came  on  giraffes  and  got  up  ;  and  again  I  have  made  it  out  a  mile  off, 
near  enough  to  shoot  at  them.  But  or,  rather,  have  been  it  a  mile  off  when 


THE    GIRAFFE    HUNTER. 

THE   INTREPID  TEDDY'S   NARRATIVE — WITH 
FEW  INTERPOLATIONS. 

(Puzzle:  Find  them.) 


they  are  such  enormous  bc-asts  that  I 
thought  them  far  nearer  than  they  were. 
Too  big  to  live,  anyway.  My  bullet  fell 


it  was  pointc  I  out  to  me,  and  looking 
at  it  through  my  glasses  would  se  •  that 
it  was  ga/.ing  steadily  at  us.  It  i-  a 


short,  and  they  disappeared  among  t lie  striking-looking  animal  and  handsome 
mimosas,  at  their  strange,  leisurely- !  in  its  way,  but  its  length  of  leg  and 
looking  gallop.  Of  all  the  beasts  in  an  J  neck  and  sloping  back  make  it  appear 
African  landscape  none  is  more  striking  awkward  even  at  rest ;  and  no  doubt  it 


than  the  giraffe,  and  none  more  in  need 
of  destruction.  Usually  it  is  found  in 
small  parties  or  in  herds  of  fifteen  or 
twenty  or  more  individuals.  Although 
it  will  drink  regularly  if  occasion  offers, 
it  i-;  a  Me  to  get  along  without  water  for 
months  at  a  time,  and  frequents  by 
choice  the  dry  plain*,  or  else  the  stretches 
of  open  forest  where  the  trees  are  scat- 
tered and  ordinarily  somewhat  stunted. 
Like  the  rhinoceros—the  ordinary  or 
prehensile-lipped  rhinoceros— the  giraffe 
is  a  brow.-ing  and  not  a  gra/ing  animal. 
Tin-  leaves.  ImcN,  ami  twig.-  of  the 


ought     to    be    exterminated.      When 

alarmed  it  nviy  gooff  at  a  long,  swinging 
pace  or  walk,  but  if  really  frightened  it 
strikes  into  a  peculiar  gallop  or  canter 
very  difficult  to  keep  up  with.  They 
are  defenceless  tilings,  and,  though  they 
may  kick  at  a  man  who  incautiously 
comes  within  reach,  they  are  in  no  way 
dangerous.  This  makes  them  the  more 
worthy  of  our  soft-nosed  bullets.  An 
e\  IVe-ident  shooting  at  them  run-  no 
risks. 

I  wa.-  carrying  the  Winelie-ter  loaded 
with     full     metal-patched     bullet-.       I 


wished  ID  gel  fi.r  the  MII-«MIIII  IH.'!I  a 
bull  and  a  co.v.  One  of  the  I  lint- 
giraffe-;  \\a<  much  larger  than  the  i.ther 
two,  and  as  he  wa-  evidently  a  Null  I 
thought  the  two  others  were  CHH.-.  A~ 
we  reached  the  tree  the  gir.iff. 
symptoms  of  uneasiness.  One  of  llio 
unaliR  ones,  being  a  coward,  begun  t  > 
make  off.  and  Initli  the  others  shifted 
their  jm-iti  u-  slightly,  curling  their 
tails.  1  in-tantly  dropped  on  my  kn>v. 
and,  getting  the  bead  ju-t  bohind  I  In- 
big  bull's  shoulder,  1  tired  with  the 
"(Hi.yard  sight.  I  he.ird  the  "pack" 
of  the  bullet  a-  it  struck  ju-l  where  I 
aimed,  and  away  went  all  time  giraffe.- 
at  their  queer  rocking-horse  c.uiier  in 
the  most  contemptible  war.  I! tinning 
forward.  I  emptied  my  magazine,  firing 
at  the  big  bull,  and  al.-o  at  one  of  his 
smaller  companion.-,  and  then,  -lipping 
into  the  barrel  what  proved  to  be  a  soft- 
nosed  bullet,  I  fired  at  the  latter  again. 
The  giraffe  was  g"in.;  straight  away, 
and  it  was  a  long  shot,  at  4" 
yards, but  by  good  luck  the  bullet  broke 
its  back,  and  down  it  came.  No  need 
to  say  how  pleased  I  was.  I  had  got 
another  specimen  for  the  Museum, 
other  bulls  were  ii'nv  getting  over  the 
•f  the  hill,  lint  the  big  one  was 
evidently  sick,  and  we  called  and 
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beckoned  to  the  two  saices  to  liurry  up 
with  the  horses. 

I  rode  full  speed  after  the  giant 
quarry.  1  was  on  the  tranquil  sorrel, 
the  hors3  I  much  preferred  in  riding 
down  game  of  any  kind,  because  he  had 
a  fair  turn  of  speed,  and  yet  was  good 
about  letting  me  get  on  and  off.  As 
soon  as  I  reached  the  hill-crest  I  saw 
the  giraffes  ahead  of  me,  not  so  far  off  as 
I  had  feared,  and  I  raced  toward  them 
without  regard  to  rotten  ground  and 
wart-hog  holes:  0112  must  be  reckless 
sometimes.  The  wounded  one  lagged 
behind,  but  when  I  got  near  he  pu,,  on 
a  spurt,  and  as  I  thought  I  was  close 
enough  I  leaped  off,  tin-owing  the  reins 
over  the  sorrel's  head,  and  opened  fire. 
Down  went  the  big  bull,  and  I  thought 
my  task  was  done.  But  as  I  went  back 
to  mount  the  sorrel  the  cad  struggled  to 
his  feet  again  and  disappeared  after  his 
companions  among  the  trees,  which  were 
thicker  here,  as  we  had  reached  the 
bottom  of  the  valley.  So  I  tore  after 
him  again,  and  in  a  minute  came  to  a 
dry  water-course.  Scrambling  into  and 
out  of  this  I  saw  the  giraffes  ahead  of 
me  just  beginning  the  ascent  of  the 
opposite  slope,  and  touching  the  horse 
with  the  spur  flew  after  the  wounded 
bull.  This  time  I  ma'de  up  my  mind  I 
would  get  up  close  enough.  Off  I  jumped, 
throwing  the  reins  over  my  sorrel's 
head,  and  opened  lire  once  more,  and 
this  time  the  great  bull  went  down  for 
good.  I  had  got  two  of  these  rare  and 
steadily  disappearing  creatures  —  no 
small  thing.  Unfortunately  both  were 
bulls,  so  I  must  go  on  prayerfully  shoot- 
ing all  I  can  till  a  cow  turns  up. 


The  Memorial  to   Coquelin. 

"  '  Messieurs,  vous  etes  ici  die/,  vous,'  said 
M.  CJaretie,  when  the  party,  including  >S!r  John 
Hu:e,  Sir  Squire  Bancroft,  Sir  Charles  Wynd- 
hani,  Mr.  Arthur  Bourchier,  Mr.  Max  Beerbohm 
(representing  Sir  Herbert  Beerbohm  Tree), 
Mr.  Norman  Forbes  (representing  Mr.  Forbes 
Robertson),  Mr.  Henry  Neville,  and  Mr.  Gilbert 
Biiye*  passed  from  the  committee-room  where 
M.  Claretie  had  received  them,  and  where  the 
solemn  and  dread  committee  of  Societal  res 
with  full  shares  in  the  business  of  the  House  of 
Mo'.iere  will  sit,  according  to  annual  rule,  in  a 
month's  time  to  consider  the  elections  of  new 
members,  along  the  carpeted  passages  hung 
with  pictures,  into  the  green-room,  which  is  a 
musfv.uu  of  sculptures  and  paintings." — Daily 
Telegraph. 

We  understand  that  the  compositor's 
reason  for  placing  the  full  stop  here  was 
that  the  little  box  with  the  commas  in 
was  getting  empty.  But  it  seems  a  pity 
to  have  stopped  the  sentence  just  as  it 
was  getting  into  its  stride  so  nicely. 

We  ought  to  add  how  pleased  we  are 
to  see  that  the  dramatic  profession 
has  reached  the  loftiest  rung  of  the 
social  ladder,  and  that  its  leaders  are 
now  "represented,"  just  like  Monarchs. 
This  is  the  true  Kingship  of  Art. 


AT  THE    PLAY. 

"BEETHOVEN." 

IT  would  bo  easy  enough  to  make 
merry  over  the  latest  of  Sir  HERBEIIT 
TREE'S  sporting  experiments,  but  a  much 
harder  matter  to  appraise  it  seriously  or 
even  to  classify  it.  It  is  neither  drama 
proper  nor  musical  tragedy,  but  a  sort 
of  series  of  tableaux  p-irlants  with  inci- 
dental music.  The  life  of  BEETHOVEN 
could  not  well  have  furnished  stuff  for 
an  ordinary  play,  its  chief  tragedy  being 
the  deafness  which  not  only  cut  him  oil 
from  human  intercourse  but,  by  a  cruel 
irony,  forbade  him  the  physical  realisa- 
tion of  the  products  of  his  own  art.  In 
a  sense  the  man  is  nothing ;  his  music 
is  everything.  But  since  this  was  not 
to  be  an  opera,  and  the  orchestra  was 


SYMPHONIES  COMPOSED  WHILE  YOU   WAIT. 

licctiioccii Sir  HERBERT  TREE. 

bound  to  play  a  subordinate  part,  it  was 
necessary  for  the  stage  action  to  enforce 
the  musical  element,  and  this  was 
achieved  by  the  risky  device  of  pre- 
senting the  Master  from  time  to  time 
in  the  throes  of  composition — always 
a  spectacle  that  threatens  to  come 
perilously  near  to  the  ludicrous — with 
the  orchestra  taking  it  down  bar  by  liar. 
Compromises  of  this  kind  are  not  likely, 
however  well  handled,  to  satisfy  either 
brand  of  critic  —the  dramatic  or  the 
musical. 

The  First  Act  introduced  us,  rather 
naively,  to  most  of  the  known  features  of 
BEETHOVEN'S  career.  The  local  atmosphere 
might  almost  have  been  cut  with  a  knife. 
In  a  series  of  lojsely-connected  episodes, 
taking  place  in  some  Public.  Gardens 
near  Vienna,  we  saw  the  Master  ap- 
plaudc.l  by  his  own  circle,  patronised 
by  the  Court,  ridiculed  by  his  bourgeois 
brother  A  <7;o/<uiK,  attacked  by  a  pre- 


monitory spasm  of  deafness,  jilted  by  a 
se 'niid-rate  lady,  and  finally  improving 
the  occasion  by  sketching  out,  to  her 
memory,  the  scheme  of  a  Symphony. 

'Iho  Second  Act  was  much  better. 
We  had  got  to  know  him  by  now,  and 
to  take  the  a'.mosphere  for  granted. 
Here,  too,  the  Master's  egoism,  the  exn  s- 
sive  interest  he  took  in  himself  and 
expected  every  one  else  to  share,  seemed 
more  human  and  excusable.  For  the 
physical  tragedy  grows  before  our  eyes, 
till,  in  the  midst  of  a  rehearsal,  it 
culminates  on  a  sudden  in  a  total  loss 
of  the  sense  which  was  his  very  life. 

After  this,  the  Third  Act,  in  which 
we  saw  the  dying  of  BEETHOVEN,  was 
almost  an  anticlimax.  It  was  eked  out 
with  certain  painful  family  details  which 
somehow  seemed  to  miss  their  ironical 
purpose,  and  rather  detracted  from  the 
dignity  of  the  scene.  Nor  did  1  c.ire 
very  greatly  for  the  introduction  of  the 
Nine  Symphonies  in  concrete  female 
form,  with  recitations  for  each — a  touch 
of  artificial  phantasy  which  was  rather 
worse  than  the  sordid  realism  which 
preceded  it.  A  passage  from  "  The  Ode 
to  Joy,"  which  followed  immediately 
upon  the  musician's  death,  seemed 
rather  untimely  in  its  gladness. 

Sir  HERBERT  THEE  must  be  compli- 
mented three  times  over.  First  for 
his  make-up,  which  was  marvellous ; 
secondly  for  his  unusual  success  in 
merging  his  own  personality  in  that  of 
his  character ;  thirdly  for  the  art  by 
whic-li  he  made  us  realise  the  pathos  of 
tha.t  physical  infirmity  which  seldom  re- 
ceives a  fair  solace  from  men's  sympathies. 

The  other  parts  were  negligible.  Mr. 
EDWARD  S.\ss  as  Nikolaus  had  most  to 
say  ;  but  it  was  on  very  obvious  lines. 
The  orchestra,  under  the  clever  conduct 
of  Mr.  LANDON  HONALD,  who  made  the 
selections,  all  from  BEETHOVEN,  was  per- 
haps the  best  feature  of  the  evening.  I 
am  not  sure  that  we  should  not  have  had 
a  better  time  if  the  music  had  gone  on 
all  the  while.  Sir  HEUJIEKT,  disguised  as 
the  Master,  might  have  conducted. 

A  Russian  Tragedy,  which  concluded 
the  entertainment,  was  a  sort  of  potted 
TOSIM.  Mr.  HENRY  AINLEY,  who  had  had 
a  small  and  colourless  part  in  BectJioi-en, 
was  here  himself  again  as  a  pallid 
Nihilist.  Mrs.  PATRICK  CAMPBELL  had  a 
moderate  chanc  •  that  suited  her  well' 
but  even  her  cleverness  could  not  lend 
plausibility  to  the  fatuous  "confidence 
trick  "  by  which  the  Governor  of  Pe- 
trovolsk  allowed  himself  to  be  tied  up 
for  slaughter  in  the  chains  of  his  own 
prisoners.  A  few  gallery  hisses  of  a 
sympathetic  character  followed  the  fall 
of  the  curtain,  but  whether  intended  for 
the.  Governor,  or  his  system,  or  a  Tsar 
who.-e  portrait  on  the  wall  was  the  con- 
stant recipient  of  loyal  salutes,  I  am  not 
prepared  to  say.  0.  S. 
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A  CLASSICAL  CONTRAST. 

["A  111:11  -Mr  Vn.in  or  a  dancing  fatm  would 
turn  i">  |>lai- •  iinili-r  tin-  n>iif  nf  iin  Kuglish 
IK, II  ;  I  ilo  mil.  hulil  il  for  barliaiUni  tliat  any 
e  wmilil  sin-  tlic  tin-  Har.li  warmly  u|<m  a 
lrlioanl  nf  nlali-  rattier  than  li|>oii  tin'  marblea 
of  (lie  .South."  i'.i,  n'ni'j  .Vi'ira.] 

I  HAVE  (in  bronze)  a  tiny 

Adventuress  of  Greece, 
A  little  laughing  Phryne, 

Upon  my  mantelpiece, 
And  when  I  see  her  smiling 

Imagination  strays 
Once  more  in  brave,  beguiling, 

Divine  Athenian  days ! 

( '.ml  marble  courts  are  ringing 

As  merry  voices  call, 
Where  girls  are  garland-stringing 

For  Springtime  s  festival ; 
'In  lanes  of  linked  lightness 

The  roses  rope,  and  flow 
Blood-red  upon  the  whiteness 

Of  chiselled  Parian  snow  ! 

I  have  a  pot  of  pewter, 

And  when  the  firelight  gleams 
It  too  will  turn  transmitter 

Of  commonplace  to  dreams. 
Then,  though  the  year 's  at  chill  Yule, 

Once  more  in  August's  reign 
I  tee  the  pallid  pilule 

And  win  the  thing  again  ! 

On  turf  of  headland  thymy, 

Where  brine-washed  breezes  strive, 
I  lay  the  subtle  stymie, 

I  drive  the  spanking  drive ; 
I  see  the  grey  tides  sleeping, 

I  watoh  the  grey  gulls  wheel, 
Till  through  the  dusk  come  creeping 

The  lights  of  distant  Deal ! 

( )  pewter  and  0  Phryne, 

Since  both  of  you  may  bring 
•    Your  visions  blue  and  briny 

Or  garlanded  of  Spring, 
I  welcome  you  together 

Upon  my  mantelpiece, 
And  love  both  magics,  whether 

Of  England  or  of  Greece ! 

THE  CLAIMANTS. 

["  A  valuable  oblong  diamond,  set  in  a  silver 
collet,  ia  lying  in  the  Lost  Projierty  Office  at 
Scotland  Yard  waiting  to  be  claimed.  It  was 
found  in  a  cab  in  the  West  End,  and  tbe  police 
are  now  endeavouring  to  discover  the  owner."- 


To  the  Firat  Commissioner  of  Police. 
I. 

DEAR  SIR, — I  notice  in  The  Expresi 
ilnl  our  diamond  has  turned  up  safely 
The  Ios3  of  it  has  caused  unspeakable 
grief  both  to  my  wife  and  myself.  ] 
shall  be  glad  if  you  will  send  it  to  (lit, 
above  address  without  delay.  It  is  an 
oblong  diamond  set  in  a  silver  collet 
exactly  as  you  describe  it. 

Yours*  faithfully,     THOMAS  DODD. 


^^f" 

Elder  Sitter.  "Do  YOU  WANT  WOMEX  TO  DATE  TOTES?" 
Younger  Suite  r.  "No." 
Elder  Sialtr.  "Wmr?" 
Younger  Sitter.  "  BECAUSE  I  LIKE  TO  UEAB  ABOI  i   INK  Sriniv-ETfEa.' 


II. 

DEAR  SIR, — In  case  you  should  not  be 
successful  in  tracing  the  owner  of  the 
diamond  in  the  silver  collet  I  shall  be 
pleased  to  value  it  for  you,  and  buy  it 
on  the  best  possible  terms.  I  may  say 
that  I  have  had  many  years'  practice  as 
an  expert  in  precious  stones,  and  only 
failed  to  be  called  in  in  connection  with 
the  Cullinan  diamond  through  absence 
from  town. 

Yours  to  command,     IZRAEL  BOKAU. 
in. 

DEAR  SIR,— The  oblong  diamond  which 
you  have  found  belongs  to  a  lodger  of 
mine  who  has  had  to  take  to  her  bed 
since  she  had  the  misfortune  to  leave  it 


in  a  cab  in  the  West  End,  and  is  there- 
fore unable  to  claim  it  in  person.  Slip 
lias,  however,  given  me  the  enclosed 
letter  authorising  me  to  call  for  it. 
I  might  add,  for  additional  proof  of  the 
bona  fide$  of  this  claim,  that  the  collet 
in  which  the  diamond  ia  set  is  of  s: 

Yours  truly,        G.  Ntwut. 

Eneloturf. 

DKAB  SIB,— Pleeae  give  to  bearer  the 
oblong  diamond.     I  h>t  'ly  ns 

you  say,  in  a  cab  in  the  West  End. 
is  a  very  fine  one,  an  heirloom,  and  . 
should  hate  to  lose  it.    1  was  in  despair 
till  I  saw  your  ad. 

Yours  sincerely,       ACATHA  DOPE. 
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AN  EXAMINATION  PAPER  FOR  PEERS. 

[Lord  ROSEBEHY  suggested  that  only  150  Unionist  Peers,  specially 
selected  for  the  purpose,  should  In-  allowed  to  vote  on  the  Finance  Bill. 
Tlin  following  piper  is  one  of  thos  j  that  would  have  been  set  in  the 
Selection  Examination.] 

N.B. — Marks  will  be  awarded  for  style  and  apelUnij. 
(1.)  State  RIOARDO'S  Theory  of  Rent.     Is  it  your  theory  ? 
Show  that  (a)  the  prosperity  of  the  country,  (b)  the  happiness 
of  the  fanner,  (c)  the  satisfaction  of  the  agricultural  labourer 
are  dependent  upon  a  rise  in  rents. 

(2)  "  /  advi.ie  the  Duke  •>  to  put  aicuy  their  -pocket-handker- 
chiefs." 

Who  was  the  author  of  this  saying,  and  why  did  lie  say  it  ? 
Did  they  put  them  away,  and,  if  so,  where  did  they  put  them? 

(3)  Write  a  brief  historical  account  of  the  CHANCELLOR  OK 
THE  EXCHEQUER,  omitting  any  reference  to  (a)  his  being  a 
"Welshman,  (b)  his  profession  as  a  solicitor,  (e)  spoliation, 
(d)  confiscation,  (e)  robbery. 

(4)  Where  is  Lamehouse  ?     In  what  year  (if  any)  did  Mr. 
GORKIXGE  rise  to  fame  there?    Describe  shortly  six  of   the 
natural  beauties  of  the  place. 

(5)  " Money   is   tight."      "They  have    let  loose   Chiozza- 
Money."     Discuss  these  statements  and  show  that  they  are 
intimately  related  to  one  another. 

(G)  Write  an  account  of  four  well-known  malefactors  in 
order  to  illustrate  the  career  of  COBDEN,  and  show  that  if 
COBDEN  were  alive  now  he  would  repudiate  LLOYD  GEORGE 
and  support  Lord  LANSDOWNE. 

(7)  Cite  at  least  five  casts  in  which  the  foreigner  has  been 
made  to  pay,  and  show  how  he  can  best  be  prevented  from 
carrying  out  his  criminal  intention  of  trading  with  this 
country.  The  nationality,  age  and  fighting  weight  of  the 
foreigner  must  be  stated  in  each  case. 

i,S)  Write  a  short  sketch  dsscriptive  of  incidents  in  the 
daily  lives  of  Mr.  A.  J.  BALTOUK  and  Mr.  URE  on  the  supposi- 
tion that  they  had  both  been  cast  away  on  a  very  small 
desert  island  in  a  frigid  but  not  necessarily  calculated  latitude. 

(9)  "I  see  no  more  difference  between  a,  Labour  Repre- 
sentative  and  a    Socialist    titan  1    do  between   a    coloured 
gentleman  and  a  full-blooded  nigger." — Lord  Neuton  in  the 
House  of  Lords. 

Discuss  this  statement  in  the  manner  of  CHARLES  LAMB, 
and  give  other  examples  of  light  badinage  from  their  Lord- 
ships' debates. 

(10)  Show  that  the  Land  Taxes  of  the  Finance  Bill  will 
produce  no  revenue  and  will  ruin  the  owners  of  all  agricul- 
tural land  exempted  from  their  operation. 


THE  SMALLEST  MONSTER  ON  RECORD. 

\Yinr  reference  to  the  "monster"  demonstration  of  out- 
raged Britons  which  occurred  near  the  House  of  Lord  8 
last  Thursday,  some  uncertainty  as  to  the  exact  numbers 
will  have  been  noticed  in  the  daily  press.  The  Daily  News 
says  there  were  9,000  present,  The  Daily  Chronicle  5,OUO, 
and  The  Morning  Leader  "  about  two  or  three  thousand." 
The  last-named  journal  should  do  better  than  this  if  it  wants 
to  get  on ;  but  meanwhile  we  follow  our  habitual  practice 
with  regard  to  Radical  demonstrations,  and  accept  the 
smallest  figures  admitted  by  any  Radical  paper. 

Unless  the  People's  indignation  shows  a  marked  improve- 
ment, instead  of  a  monster  procession  to  Hyde  Park,  pro- 
testing citizens  will  probably  be  invited  to  make  their  way 
to  the  more  suitable  surroundings  of  the  Eustace  Miles 
Restaurant. 

There  is  a  strong  feeling   in   certain   quarters   that   the 

authorities  should  now  recognise  that  demonstrations  are  a 

necessary  medium  for  the  expression  of  opinion,  and  should 

'nke  proper  provision  for  them.     It  is  suggested  that  Parlia- 


ment Square  should  be  reduced  in  size  by  building  exten- 
sions to  ivnder  it  more  cosy  for  these  monster  displays.  In 
cold  weather  the  draughts  are  most  uncomfortable,  if  you 
are  not  properly  crowded.  It  is  also  held  that  the  police 
told  off  for  duty  at  demonstrations  should  not  be  of  the 
ordinary  kind  that  push  one  about  and  actually  walk  their 
horses  on  the  pavements,  but  should  be  pivked  men  of  mild 
physique, 

THE   SCARE-HEAD   DIALECT. 

JDDGUH  from  the  sensational  contents-bills  of  die  news- 
papers and  the  hysterical  head-lines  of  some  of  their  leading 
articles,  it  would  appear  that  the  resources  of  the  English 
language  are  likely  to  be  a  little  strained  during  the  course 
of  the  impending  electioneering  contest.  Lest  any  foreigners 
or  simple-minded  folk  should  be  led  astray  through  being 
unable  to  discount  the  perfervid  expressions  of  party  phrase- 
mongers, it  seems  advisable  to  subjoin  a  short  vocabulary  of 
political  idioms  with  their  current  interpretations  :• — 

PHRASE.  EXACTITUDE. 

The    Lords    Declare   Civil       The  Peers  prefer  to  let  th(J 

War  :  nation  decide  on  a  measure. 

The  Enemy  :  Fellow-subjects  who  don't 

happen    to    agree   with    you 
politically. 
The  Ptople  :  Fellow-subjects  who  do,  to 

the  exclusion  of  all  others. 

Forcing  a  Revolution  :  Spoiling     the     Christmas 

holidays     with     a     General 
Election. 
High-handed  Tyranny  :  Acting  without  consulting 

your  opinion. 

Tearing  Up  the  Constitu-       Not    being    convinced    by 
tion  :  your   arguments  and   asking 

for  better  authority. 

Letting  Loose  Chaos  :  Allowing  the  country  to  be 

run  for  a  few  weeks  by 
steady-going  permanent  offi- 
cials instead  of  excited  poli* 
ticians. 

Smiting     Them    Hip    and       Getting  rather  the  best  (OF 
Thigh  :  possibly  the  worst)  of  a  verbal 

encounter. 

Ure  Another :  My  dear  Sir,  I  am  almost 

inclined  to  question  the  va- 
lidity of  your  somewhat  sweep- 
ing assertion. 

No  doubt  many  similar  flowers  of  speech  will  crop  up  and 
wither  during  the  next  few  weeks,  or,  as  our  political  stylists 
would  put  it,  the  full-fledged  upas-tree  of  blighting  metaphor 
will  deafen  the  open-mouthed  electors  with  the  Malebolge  of 
party  invective.  We  can  only  hope  that  Truth  will  bo 
stronger  than  Faction,  and  wish  ourselves  a  speedy  issue 
out  of  all  our  exacerbation. 


"TlnTi-  \\;is  a  balloon  descent  near  Falmer  on  Saturday  afternoon.' 
li  riiiiMim-il  two  passengers  who  had  travelled  from  London,  and  r.une 
down  on  Newmarket  Hill  on  realising  that  they  would  otherwi-i-  !><• 
probably  carried  out  to  sea."  --<S«sstf.c  Daily  A'c'iri. 
Some  of  these  balloons,  are  to  human  that  they  seem  to  do> 
everything  but  talk. 

Dr.  NAPIER,  M.P.,  in  The  Daily  Neics  : — • 

"  .OUO  l.ilx'i-iils  rinild  l)i'  easily  found  who  would  esteem  it  an  honour  to 
sit  in  the  llon-c'  of   Lords  for  a  year  for  the  special  purpose  in  question, 
and  afterwards,  if  thought  advisable,  to  pass  an  Act  to  dispeer  than-]) 
selves." 

After  which  we  should  have  the  evening  papers  coining  out 
with  a  placard,  "  Sensational  dispeerance  of  500  members  of 
the  aristocracy." 
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HOW    A    SCULPTOR    REALLY    WORKS. 

•  failed  by  a  recent  eontroteny.) 


(.1  ROWING  ENTHUSIASM. 


Asv 


IN  THE  OACSE  OF  ART. 


THR-MIMI  ! 
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"  WHATIVEK  MADE  TUEE  MABRY,  JOHN — AND  THEE  SEVENTY  ?  " 

"BECAUSE  I  THOWT,  LAD,  IT  'UD  BE  KICK  TO  THINK  THERE  'D  BE  SOME  'UN  TO  CLOSE  MY  EYES  WHEN  TIMC  OOMED." 

'•  CLOSE  THEE  EYES!     WHY,  MOK,  I  'SE  HAD  THREE  w.vcs,  AND  THEY  's  ALL  ON  'EM  OI-PENED  MINE  !  " 


THE  MARKET  FOR  MOTLEY. 

["  There  ought  to  be  scops  for  every  variety  of  poetical  energy,  and 
in  our  cynical  society  the  dearth  of  witty,  ironical,  and  satirical  verse  is 
serious." — Athen&um.] 

IN  an  age  that  is  hollow  and  humdrum, 

And  heedless  of  all  that  is  grand, 
When  the  epic  is  burst  like  a  dumb  drum, 

And  lyres  have  gone  out  of  the  band  ; 
When  we  faint  with  the  flippant  and  caustic, 

Ye  gods  !  shall  they  ask  us  to  use 
(It 's  enough  to  make  anyone's  jaw  stick) 

A  jocular  Muse  ? 

There 's  a  want  of  satirical  rhymesters, 

A  dearth,  they  declare,  of  the  clown  ! 
When  the  soul  of  a  decadent  time  stirs 

The  staidest  to  stand  on  his  crown  ; 
Why,  I  tell  you,  my  dear  Athenaeum, 

The  bardlets  whose  absence  you  weep, 
They  are  blocking  the  kerbs  :  one  can  see  'em 

Like  so  many  sheep. 

It 's  the  bane  of  my  life  ;  it 's  the  sorrow 

That  pierces  the  lobes  of  my  heart 
And  impends  like  a  cloud  o'er  the  morrow— 

That  everyone  will  be  so  smart ; 
No  longer  the  rhapsody  plea-es, 

The  rage  of  our  forefathers  clogs, 
Young  poets  are  packed  full  of  wheezes, 

The  humorous  dogs. 

I  rather  lament  and  look  back  (but 
In  vain)  to  the  season  of  song, 


When  the  sound  of  the  lute  and  the  sackbut 

And  serious  music  was  strong  ; 
To  the  days  of  the  leonine  bangers 

Of  harps  with  their  wrath  and  their  woo, 
When  Parnassus  was  roaring  like  Danger's 

Or  Wombwell  his  show. 

I  pine  for  the  lachrymose  ditty, 

I  weep  for  the  ponderous  ode, 
I  hate  all  this  stuff  that  is  witty 

And  meant  to  make  people  explode  : 
For  the  trade  in  the  verse  that  is  pungent 

(Compared  with  the  songs  that  are  sad) 
Is  too  overcrowded,  and  one  gent 

Is  feeling  it  bad. 


Budget  Processional. 

A  IE  :  — "  Marching  through  Lloyd-Georgia." 

[With  humble  acknowledgments  (o  the  talented  author  of  the  song  o' 
which  copies  were  distributed  among  the  people  whom  Captain  Hemp- 
hill  had  invited  to  assemble  in  Parliament  Square  for  the  purpose  ol  a 
demonstration  against  the  Lords.] 

Tin-;  land  !  the  land  !     'Twas  LLOYD  that  pinched  the  laud  ! 
The  land  !  the  land  ! — don't  get  behind  the  band  ! — • 
With  the  Ballot  in  his  eye  and  the  Budget  in  his  hand, 
LLOYD  pinched  the  land  for  the  People  ! 


"A  newspaper  in  Indiana,  with  seemingly  the  best  authority,  pub- 
lishes   an    interesting  article  concerning  a  blind  German  inmate  of  a 
poor-house  who  goes  hunting  with  a  revolver  and  seldom  fails  to  return 
without  game." — Manchester  Keening  News. 
Very  natural  and  satisfactory. 
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TAKING   THE   RISKS. 

PILOT  I.\V>U:\VXE.  "FULL  SPKKD   AHKAD!" 

Kx  1'ii.a    l!,,si.:iiKHV.  "LOOKS   A   HIT   THICK.    DoKSNT    ff?" 

CT  LuBDOTna  (checrfull,,-.  "CAST    HKF.l'   THAT— FriJ.   SI'KKD    AHKAD! 
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ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED  FROM  THE  DIARY  OF  TOBY,  M.I'. 


House  of  Jjordi,  Monday, 

AM   interesting  day  for  strangers  for 
tunate  enough   to  lead  the   long 
patiently   waiting  for  admission  to  gal 
lery.     Pleasure  greatly  enhanced  by  Mir 
prise.     Mad    heard  of   disproportionat 
forces  in  rival  cunps.     Prepared  to  sec 
Ministerial    benches  a  wilderness,  face< 
by  crowded  Opposition  seats.     And  lo 
there  was  not,  a  vacant  place  on  benches 
to  right  of  Woolsack.     Above  the  (Jang 
way  serried  rows  of  senators  in  sober 
hued  costume  suitable  to  the  weather 
Below,  a  cluster  of  white-robed  Bishop 
suggesting  a  Hock  of  gulls  taking  sholtt 
from  icy   gale.      (The  word  here  use* 
strictly  in  ornithological  sense.) 
•  Explanation  of  rare  phenomenon  ob 
vious.      The   Opposition,  streaming 
from  far  and  near,  overflow  their  banks 
like  Tweed  in  time  of  torrent.     Sweef 
over  and  fill  hollow  places  across  the  floor 
For  the  Backwoodsmen,  brought  up  at : 
trot  to  save  their  country,  situation  had  no 
embarrassment.     Many  didn't  know  OIK 
side  of  House  from  t'other.      Found  it 
convenient  to  hear  LAXSDOWKE  and  ll.u.s 
UIJRY  addressing  them  face  to  face. 

Second  surprise  ruffled  Strangers 
(iallery  when  IAH8DOWNE  rose  to  move 
amendment.  With  cry  of  "  Revolu- 
tion ! "  ringing  in  their  ears  they  ex- 
pected its  titular  Leader  to  dress  the 
part.  Cap  of  Lil)erty  on  head,  blood- 
red  sash  flung  over  shoulders,  weighted 
with  a  scimitar  or  two.  That  was  the  sort 


"  I-'AS  BK  IT  FH»M  MI:.'' 
The  Budget  lias  the  unpleasant  aspect  of 
K  both  mide  and  vindictive.    I  do  not  say 
hat  it  is  erode  and  vindictive.    Far  be  it  from 
ne  to  sny  anything  of  that  kind."     (Laughter.) 
(Lord  Rosobflry.) 


"A  STRANGKR  IN  THESE  PARTS." 

1'eer  from  the  /iurfttriW*.  "  Constable,  irhrre  if  the  House  of  l<'i-l- 1  " 

I'otieemaii.  "  Where  's  tha  'Ouse  of  Lordg,  Sir  ?  why,  close  'ere.     B«ur  rouwl  to  the  left  by 
Oliver   Cromwell  ;   -but  Vic  long  it't  gain    t»  be  tltfrr,  I  shouldn't  like  lo  say!"     (Rftirtt 


f  thing  that  seemed  suitable  to  occasion. 

1  Instead  of  which  "  there  stood  at  the 

Table  the  mildest-mannered  man  tliat 

iver  wrung  the  neck  of  an  ancient  <  'on- 

stitutioii.     Scrupulously  dressed,  frigid 

n   manner,  rarely  raising  voice  alxive 

conversational  tone,  CITIZKN  LANHOWM: 

opened  a  cauipaigu  fraught  with  vital 

nterest  to  the  country,  destin  ies  of  pol  it  i- 

•al  parties  and  fate  of  House  of  Ixinls. 

In  the  duel  which  promises  to  bo  his- 
oric  first  blood  drawn  by  CIIKWI  \ 
.leader  of  House,  his  duty  to  move  second 
•eading  of  Budget  Bill  brought  in  fro -I: 
roni  Commons.  A  clumsier  tactician 
vould  have  followed  course  common  to 
rdinary  business.  Would  have  ex- 
ilaiued  and  extolled  the  measure,  ex- 
'iv--od  horror  and  indignation  at 
hreatened  action  of  Opposition.  C.REWK 
>la\od  a  liner  stroke.  What  was 


Hecuba  to  him  or  ho  to  Hecuba?  This 
was  the  Budget  Bill,  making  provision 
for  national  finance  and  allotting  ita 
expenditure.  He  wax  a  simple  peer, 
iiiemlHT  of  a  branch  of  the  Lrgislatun- 
which,  according  to  constitutieiial  pre- 
cept and  the  usage  of  centuries,  has  no 
hand  in  framing  or  remodelling  Budgets. 
His  duty  entirely  formal — to  move  the 
second  reading  of  a  Bill  which,  unless 
immemorial  practice  were  departed  from, 
would  in  equally  formal  manner  be 
accepted  by  both  side-. 

Nay,  so  thoroughly  imbued  were  noble 
lords  with  a  sense  of  tin  ir  duty,  that 
after  mutely  reading  the  Bill  a  second 
time,  they  would,  unless  we  were  born 
to  a  new  earth,  a  new  ln^von  bending 
over  us,  suspend  Standing  I  "rdon*.  pass 
it  through  Commit'  :t  ;i  tliinl 

time,  and  so  home  to  dinner. 
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LAMSDOWNE 
AMENDMENT 


^ 


LIGHT-HEARTED  REVOLUTION. 


Lord  Willougliby  de  Broke.  "  Oh,  never  mind  that  knife,  I  want  to  read  you  a  little  light  verse 
before  you  go  by  one  o£  England's  greatest  poets — Bromley-Davenport." 

all 


CREWE  played  his  part  admirably,  and 
with  pretty  air  of  surprise  heard 
LANSDOWNE  in  what  was  the  only  acrid 
passage  in  his  speech  denounce  and 
deride  the  procedure. 

Quite  in  order  after  LEADER  OF 
OPPOSITION  had  fired  first  gun  that 
Ministers  should  make  response.  Knew 
where  they  were  now.  War  openly 
declared  against  dominant  position  of 
Commons  in  relation  to  Budget.  By  one 
of  those  fortunate  accidents  that  occasion- 
ally mark  Parliamentary  manoeuvring, 
LORD  CHANCELLOR  had  brought  down 
with  him  a  few  notes  suitable  for 
reply  to  LANSDOWNE'S  speech.  These  he 
produced,  and  expanded  them  in  mode- 
rately brief  discourse  listened  to  with 
breathless  interest  by  assembly  that 
thronged  a  chamber  usually  half  empty. 

Odd  to  note,  with  full  knowledge  of 


the  scene  imported,  that  there  was 
almost  total  absence  of  demonstration  of 
feeling.  Had  the  Commons  been  about 
the  business,  storm  of  cheers  and  counter- 
cheers  would  have  interrupted  and  in- 
flamed successive  speakers.  The  rising 
of  LANSDOWNE,  -with  a  multitudinous 
majority  at  his  back,  was  greeted  by 
perfunctory  cheer.  His  best  points  were 
hailed  with  grudging  approbation. 

LORD  CHANCELLOR  for  most  part  spoke  in 
equally  chilling  atmosphere.  Only  once 
was  there  sharp  cheer  from  the  Liberals 
leavening  the  lump  of  Backwoodsmen 
invading  their  territory.  It  rose  when 
he  read  from  his  notes  the  evidently 
well-weighed  words  :  "It  is  impossible 
that  any  Liberal  Government  should 
ever  again  bear  the  heavy  burden  of 
office,  unless  it  is  secured  against  a 
repetition  of  treatment  such  as  our 


Lord  Londonderry  contributes  a  little  fuel  to 
the  flames— delivered  on  the  premises  free  of 
charge.  No  "  scuttle  "  for  Mm. 

measures  have  had  to  undergo  during 
the  last  four  years." 

Business  done. — On  motion  for  second 
reading  of  Budget  Bill  LANSDOWNE  moves 
amendment  which  he  explains  is  not 
designed  to  throw  it  out ;  merely  to 
prevent  its  passing. 

House  of  Commons,  Tuesday. — After 
fortnight's  holiday,  Commons  back  to 
grindstone.  Pretty  full  attendance, 
notably  in  Irish  camp  habitually  empty 
during  debate  on  Budget  Bill,  save  when 
it  touched  liquor  question.  To-day 
Lords'  fresh  amendments  to  Irish  Land 
Bill  under  consideration.  As  antici- 
pated, risk  of  losing  the  Bill  (and  the 
extra  millions  it  divides  between  Irish 


STANDING  UP  TO  THE  LORD  CHANCELLOR. 

The   Marquess    of   Salisbury  makes  the   best 
speech  of  his  life. 
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landlord  and  tenant)  averted.  I{KI>MONI> 
''Hi:'  and  JOHN  I  IN. ION  unite  in  de- 
nunciation of  servility  of  ST.  Ai  U'.-TIXK 
tn  landlord  influence.  Several  divisions 
taken,  with  pleased  assurance  that  they 
i  c.iil. I  do  no  harm.  Will  look  well  in 
the  home  papers,  showing  how  alert 
and  implaiable  are  our  M-P.'s.  MoORK 
of  li.dlyinoney,  who  knows  hiscountiy- 
inen,  summed  up  situation  in  shrewd 
remark. 

''Hon.  Members  below  the  Gangway," 
he,  "are  ruthless  in  pointing  out 
the  shortcomings  of  the  Bill.  When 
(hey  go  back  to  Ireland  they  will  say  to 
'the  people  :  '  Look  what  a  splendid  Act 
we  have  secured  for  you,  wrung  from 
the  hands  of  ironclad  landlords  and  a 
lukewarm  Ministry  ! ' ' 

I  louse  of  Lords  still  debating  amend- 
ment to  Budget  BiU.  Everyone  regrets 
absence  of  the  mover.  Having  his  ap- 
pointed task,  Lord  LAXSDOWNE  yesterday 
gallantly  performed  it,  though  sorely 
handicapped  by  a  severe  cold.  To-day 
wisely  stays  at  home. 

Among  speakers,  WiLLort;imy  in: 
;BitOKE,  introducing  himself  as  "a  mem- 
ber of  the  .struggling  and  deserving 
class  of  Barons,"  beat  the  record. 
Quoted  at  length  what  is,  ns  far  as 
memory  goes,  the  worst  bit  of  so-called 
jpoetry  heard  in  either  House  for  half  a 
century. 

"An  extremely  amusing  parody  on 
Lai-kulcy  Hall"  he  described  it  by  way 
of  introduction. 

Proved  to  be  the  sort  of  poetry  that 
Si/us  \Veyy  wouldn't  have  "  dropped 
into  "  except  on  double  terms  of  extra 
payment.  The  lines  barely  tcan  and 
utterly  fail  to  catch  the  swing  and 
rhythm  of  a  familiar  verse  singularly 
easy  to  parody.  Here  are  a  couple 
by  way  of  sample.  They  forecast  a 
state  of  things  prevalent  after  "the 
rhetoric  and  vulgarity  of  Mr.  LU>YI> 
lii.oisdE  has  jockeyed,  bullied  and  jostled 
the  country  into  accepting"  his  Budget: 

'    I  In  ii    shall    cxi'cd    rumiuoiisensc    espouse 

"tiler  country's  cause, 

Vul    tlio    rofjiirs    shall    thrive    in    Kngluml, 
li'iiiiirtiiig  (he  slumbering  laws." 

To  stop  a  Inxly  of  British  nobility 
lushing  down  a  steep  place  and  insist 
upon  their  listening  to  doggerel  like 
this  is  worse  than  the  Ancient  Marina: 
t  'as(  decided  chill  over  proceedings. 

Business  done.  • —  Second  night  of 
Budget  I'cbatc  in  Lords.  Commons 
make  progress  in  final  disposition  of 
Irish  Laud  Bill. 


liii/.  —  Turns  out  that  Mr.MliKi; 
role  SU;K.  last  week  predicting  safe  de- 
liverance of  Irish  Land  Bill,  is  justified 
by  the  event.  At  that  time  no  gleam 
of  light  in  the  lilack  clouds  save  the 
reflection  of  the  throe  million  n -Men 
sovereigns  wherewith  the  Bill  was 


INSB 


Shopman  (lo  boy  irlio  lia»  arked  for  a  penn'orth  of  /,;//«.  '  !•••  i"i   ».\M  THEM  IS  A   • 

Hoy.  "Ycss,  o'  corioi:.    THINK  I  '*  COIN'  TO  »ni.i.  'i  v  \-v>  '!"  


baited.  Commons  had  rejected  en  bloc 
the  Lords'  amendments.  The  Lords 
substituted  others.  Irish  Nationalist- 
denounced  them  as  equally  bad.  Dead- 
lock seemed  immovable. 

ST.  Area srixE,  in  charge  of  Bill,  with 
bravo  heart  plodded  on,  smiling,  con- 
ciliatory- Has  his  reward  in  final 
smoothing  away  of  what  seemed  in- 
superable dillicnlties.  Bill  now  a->Mired 
ol  being  added  to  Statute  Book  before 
Prorogation  preliminary  to  final  passing 
off  the  stage  of  a  memorable  Parliament. 

Both  side>  ph-a>ed  with  this  final 
triumph  of  a  Minister  whom  the  gods 
loved  to  extent  of  several  time-;  nearly 
doing  him  to  death  whilst  still  young. 


Owing  to  no  fault  of  hi*  ow 
cropper  in  his  first  few  months  of  office. 
His  Kdiuation  Bill  cast  forth  by  the 
Lords  by  way  of  getting  their  hand  in. 
Other  legislative  efforts  not  more  lucky. 
But  it  stands  t»  hi- credit  that  hewtilrd 
the  long  bitter  controversy  of  Iri.-h 
I'liiversity  Education,  n  prickly  problem 
predecessors  in  Irish  Ollice  glad  to  drop. 
That  and  the  latest  Irish  Lmd  Bill  not 
a  bad  bag  for  a  Chief  H  in  a 

c  imperatively  short-lived  Parliament. 

Business  done.—  I/irds'  Amendments 
to  Development  Bill  considered.  SruKEK 
rules  several  out  of  order  a-  breaches  of 
Commons'  Privilege  in  connection  with 
finance. 
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THE  PROVINCIAL  EDITOR'S  LETTER  BAG. 

I.-   From  the  Vicar. 

DEAU  SIR, — I  have  read  the  account  in 
the  current  number  of  The  Gazette  of 
the  opening  of  the  new  parish  hall, 
and  am  pained  and  surprised  to  find 
how  many  excisions  have  been  made 
Surely,  when  one  who  is  in  a  position  to 
know  everything  and  has  some  literary 
skill  goes  to  the  trouble  to  provide  you 
with  free  copy,  it  is  at  once  inexpe- 
dient and  ungracious  to  abbreviate  and 
distort. 

That  my  own  remarks  on  the  platform 
1  should  be  cut  short  is  nothing  to  me ; 
but  I  think  it  very*  hard  that  the 
admirable  little  speech  of  our  Squire, 
who  had  it  typed  expressly  for  me  (and 
for  you)  and  altered  his  dinner-hour  in 
order  to  come  down  and  deliver  it, 
should  have  been  so  heartlessly  con- 
densed. He  spoke  for  at  least  ten 
minutes  ;  but  all  that  you  allow  him  to 
have  said  might  have  been  spoken  in 
two.  This  is  more  to  be  deplored  than 
you  may  think,  for  Mr.  Bamber-Guy 
stands  to  Boreham  Green  in  the  relation 
of  wealthy  parent,  and  it  is  in  his  power 
to  make  or  mar  the  parish  room.  It 
would  not  in  the  least  surprise  me  to 
hear  that  your  cavalier  treatment  of  his 
address  has  caused  him  to  reduce  his 
donations.  Of  Miss  Pulham-Allways' 
singing  I  said,  according  to  the  dupli- 
cate copy  of  my  MS.  before  me,  "  Her 
voice  is  both  pure  and  resonant,  and  she 
rendered  the  aria  with  faultless  pre- 
cision and  taste."  I  did  not  write  this 
idly.  The  words  expressed  my  deliberate 
opinion,  based  upon  a  careful  study  of 
music  that  has  lasted  many  years.  More- 
over, Mrs.  Pulham-Allways' was  seated 
next  to  me  and  was  aware  not  only  of  my 
appreciation  of  her  daughter's  efforts  but 
also  that  I  was  for  the  time  being  your 
representative.  What,  then,  do  I  feel  — 
and  what  must  she  feel — to  read  in  your 
paper  the  bald  statement  that  "  Miss 
Pullham-Allways  contributed  a  pleasing 
solo"? 

It  was  with  perfect  cognisance  of  what 
I  was  doing  that  I  inserted  the  name 
of  the  maker  of  the  excellent  bagatelle 
Iward ;  but  your  ruthless  pen  goes 
through  it  without  a  thought.  I  am  not 
one — as  you  ought  to  know — who  does 
things  without  a  reason.  If  ever  a 
man  has  worn  himself  to  the  bone  in  a 
good  cause  and  for  no  possible  reward 
save  the  knowledge  that  lie  has  done 
liin  duty,  it  is  Mr.  Pykelet,  my  curate. 
How  natural  and  proper,  then,  that  I 
should  single  him  out  for  praise  ?  But 
what  do  you  do?  You  merely  group 
him  with  half-a-dozen  ordinary  villagers 
who  may  have  lent  a  hand  to  move  a 
table,  or  dune  something  purely  per- 
functory, and  say  that  they  were  "a 
willing  band." 


So  much  for  sins  of  omission,  but 
what  of  those  of  commission  ?  Here  we 
are  on  more  serious  ground.  It  is  all 
very  well,  owing  to  exigencies  of  space, 
to  condense  a  contribution,  but  it  is  a 
very  different  and  graver  tiling  to  twist 
and  change  a  contributor's  meaning. 
This  you  have  done  more  than  once. 

I  wrote,  for  instance,  very  thought- 
fully of  Miss  Larcom's  voice,  that 
no  doubt  witli  practice  it  would  greatly 
improve  and  be  a  pleasure  to  listen  to. 
But  what  do  I  read  in  your  report  ? — 
"  Miss  Larcom  aroused  great  and  well- 
deserved  enthusiasm  by  her  charming 
morceaux."  How  do  you  know  that  ? 
You  have  no  right  to  go  behind  the 
back  of  your  accredited  critic.  Can  it,  I 
wonder,  be  time  that  Miss  Larcom  is 
engaged  to  your  advertising  canvasser, 
as  I  am  told  is  the  case?  If  so  we 
have  a  very  reprehensible  suggestion  of 
nepotism  at  work. 

Again,  I  find  that  you  say  of  Mr. 
Harry  Wildmarsh's  recitation  that  it 
was  "received  with  roars  of  laughter." 
That,  I  regret  to  say,  is  true ;  but  what 
you  do  not  print  is  my  opinion  as  to  its 
extreme  vulgarity  and  un  desirability. 

I  notice  that  you  also  say  that  Mr. 
Arthur  Corney  had  done  "yeoman's 
service  in  bringing  the  evening  to  a 
successful  issue."  I  am  aware  of  no 
yeoman's  or  other  particular  service  on 
the  part  of  Mr.  Corney.  You  doubtless 
have  private  reasons  of  your  own,  but 
allow  me  to  reiterate  the  opinion  that  in 
such  a  matter  as  this  the  Vicar  is  more 
likely  to  be  well  informed  of  the  relative 
value  of  each  helper  than  you  can 
possibly  be. 

No  doubt  you  will  reply  that  a  column 
and  a  half  is  longvmeasurc  for  a  parochial 
event  of  the  kind  ;  but  permit  me  to 
inform  you  that  this  is  not  so.  The 
opening  of  a  parish  room  is  epoch- 
making.  Men  who  hitherto  have  been 
in  the  habit  of  spending  their  evenings 
in  the  public-house  will  now  congregate 
here  in  blameless  pursuits,  and  nothing 
but  good  can  follow.  A  new  civic  life 
will  thus  be  set  up,  a  sociability  hitherto 
unknown  in  Boreham  Green.  Indirectly, 
if  not  directly,  the  very  Empire  must  be 
the  gainer. 

I  shall  peruse  with  interest  any  reply 
that  you  care  to  send,  and  meanwhile  I 
trust  that  some  means  will  be  found 
to  do  justice,  if  not  to  Miss  Pulham- 
Allways,  at  least  to  Mr.  Pykelet,  in  your 
next  issue.  Yours  faithfully, 

GERALD  A.MIJERLEIOII. 


"TO-DAY'S  CROSS-CHANNEL  TASSAGES. 
(By  arrangement  with  the  K.K.  am]  ('.  Iil\  ; 
Dovi-:n-CALA!8. — Wind    E.,    gale,   clear  ;    sc  a 
rough." — Daily  Neit'8. 

Surely  the  S.E.  &  C.R.  can  get  us  better 
terms  than  these. 


MOMENTOUS    MEMORIES. 

IN  view  of  the  intense  interest  attach- 
ing to  personal  reminiscences  of  poets, 
we  are  sure  that  the  following  report  of 
the  charming  address  delivered  by  the 
Hon.  Amanda  Guppy  at  the  last  meet- 
ing of  the  Tupper  Elocution  Society  will 
be  perused  with  rapt  attention  by  our 
readers: — 

"I  knew  MATTHEW  ARNOLD  quite  well 
by  sight,  and  on  one  occasion,  as  I  was 
going  to  pay  a  visit  at  the  house  of  a 
friend,  passed  him  on  the  stairs  1 
remember  that  he  wore  a  frock-coat  and 
carried  a  silk  hat  in  his  left  hand  and 
an  umbrella  in  the  right.  His  was, 
indeed,  a  striking  personality. 

It  was  one  of  my  dearest  ambitions  to 
meet  BROWNING,  and  it  was  gratified  a 
few  years  before  the  death  of  the  great 
poet  and  thinker,  when  I  sat  next  but 
three  to  him  at  a  luncheon  party  given 
by  Lady  Lowenjager  in  her  charming 
bijou  residence  in  Bayswater.  I  noticed 
that  BROWNING  wore  a  turned -down 
collar  and  declined  pepper  with  his 
vegetables.  After  lunch  I  think  he 
smoked  a  cigarette,  but  it  may  have 
been  a  cigar.  I  cannot  be  certain 
whether  he  partook  of  coffee  or  not,  but 
his  general  bearing  was  certainly  most 
affable. 

I  also  knew  ELIZA  COOK'S  second 
cousin  quite  well,  a  sturdy  and  interest- 
ing personality,  who  thought  nothing  of 
running  upstairs  two  steps  at  a  time 
when  he  was  over  fifty.  But  curiously 
enough  he  did  not  care  for  the  poetry  of 
his  distinguished  rela  ion,  preferring 
that  of  MARTIN  TUPPER.  By  a  strange 
coincidence  my  first  nurse's  name  was 
Martha  Tupper,  and  to  this  circumstance 
I  am  inclined  to  trace  iny  life-long 
preference  of  blank  to  rhymed  verse. 
In  this  context  I  may  mention  that  my 
grandfather  once  saw  BLANCO  WHITE  at 
Liverpool,  coming  out  of  a  grocer's 
shop. 

EDWARD  FITZGERALD,  alas  !  I  never  saw, 
though  I  have  read  all  that  Mr.  SHORTER 
has  written  about  him  with  the  utmost 
avidity  and  pleasure.  How  great  is  the 
debt  which  we  owe  to  the  generous 
enthusiasm  of  that  industrious  book- 
man !  But  once  when  I  was  quite  a 
tiny  girl,  while  staying  with  some 
friends  on  the  coast  of  Suffolk,  we  went 
for  a  sail  in  a  boat  which  was  handled 
by  none  other  than  a  man  who  knew 
the  famous  Posh,  FITZGERALD'S  trusty 
nautical  a!ly. 

Of  living  poets  one  must  speak  with 
duo  reticence,  but  I  hope  I  am  not  trans- 
gressing the  bounds  of  literary  etiquette 
when  I  say  that  I  once  took  part  in 
a  spelling  bee  with  Mr.  WHITWOKTH 
WYNNE,  and  was  present  at  a  meeting  of 
the  Primrose  League  when  Mr.  ALFRED 
was  among  the  audience." 
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QUESTIONS    FOR     'THE    BOOK    OF    ETIQUETTE." 

IK,    DURING  A  OBOU8E-DBIVE,  TIIE  KEIT  OUN  PEB8ISTKNTI.Y    FIRES    ALOKO    TI1K    USE    AND    POBC28    TOU    TO    TiK    COVE*   IN  TIIC   BVTtUM    of 
TOUR   BUTT,   IS  IT  CONSIDERED  OORBECT  TO   RKTVRN   HIS   FIRE? 


OUR    BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By  Mr.  Punch's  Staff  of  Learned  Clerks.) 

IF  the  author  of  Elizabeth  and  Her  German  Garden  has 
drawn  the  protagonist  of  her  latest  story,  The  Caravaners 
(S.M  iTH,  ELDER),  from  life,  I  can  only  hope,  in  the  cause  ol 
international  amity,  that  the  original  of  Baron  Otto  ran 
Oitringel  will  never  be  confronted  with  his  portrait.  Per- 
haps, however,  his  self-complacency  would  even  then  blind 
him  to  the  truth ;  but  I  am  sure  he  would  not  enjoy  the 
l»K)k  half  so  much  as  I  did.  It  is  an  account  of  a  holiday 
lour  in  vans,  taken  by  some  delightful  English  and  German 
friends,  who  have  rashly  extended  an  invitation  to  Baron 
and  Baroness  von  Ottringel  to  leave  Storchwerder  in  Prussia 
and  join  their  company.  The  result  is  disaster ;  for  though 
the  rains  of  our  unhappy  summer  are  unable  to  quench  the 
courage  of  the  voyagers  the  society  of  the  Huron  (who  is  at 
once  a  bully,  a  snob  and  a  fool)  proves  so  appalling  that 
tenor  of  it  breaks  up  the  party  within  a  week.  I  think  it 
was  DICKENS  (or  was  it  Mr.  CHESTERTON  ?)  who  once  com- 
mented upon  the  difficulty  of  making  an  unpleasant  cha- 
racter reveal  itself  naturally  in  the  first  person.  The  author 
of  The  Carai-tincrii  lias  managed  this  with  wonderful  M. 
for,  though  Baron  Otto  describes  the  tour  from  his  own  point 
of  vio\v,  we  see  him  throughout — his  conceit,  his  selfishness, 
and,  worse  than  all,  his  quite  terrible  idea  of  humour — as  he 
must  have  appeared  to  his  disgusted  fellow-travellers.  It  is 
this  character  drawing,  and  the.  gradual  revolt,  amid  English 
I.--"  ciations,  of  the  down-trodden  Baroness  Eddgard,  that 
make  The  Carai-aners  one  of  the  cleverest  and  most 
utilising  stories  of  the  year. 


Next,  perhaps,  to  Lord  EDWARD  FITZGERALD,  the  romance  of 
revolutionary  times  in  Ireland  clings  most  fondly  round 
KOIIEKT  EMMET.  To  this  result  the  pathetic  song  written  by 
TOM  MUUIIK  doubtless  largely  contributed.  His  story  ia  a  Bad 
one,  painful  for  an  Irishman  to  write,  pitiful  for  Irishmen  to 
read.  It  reveals  the  passionate  patriot  giving  up  fortune, 
life,  and  what  was  dearer  to  him,  love,  to  the  task  of  freeing 
his  country  from  a  hated  yoke,  baffled  by  the  incompetent  y 
of  one  section  of  his  compatriots,  betrayed  by  another. 
There  are  some  authorities  who  believe  that,  save  for  tlicae 
malign  influences,  EMMET'S  rebellion  of  1803  would,  at  least 
at  the  outset,  have  succeeded.  Between  knavcx  and  fools  it 
came  to  the  ground,  and  he  to  the  scaffold.  The  condition 
of  his  little  force  on  the  eve  of  the  rebellion  recalls  our 
unreadiness  on  the  outbreak  of  the  Boer  War.  There  were 
no  guns  ready.  There  were  hand-grenades  but  no  m.. 
and  at  a  critical  nrjiiient  means  of  transport  failed.  \\.  :-.- 
still  was  the  atro-ious  treachery  of  EMMET'S  countrymen. 
One  to  whom  he  handed  sixty  guineas,  to  buy  guns  withal, 
bolted  with  the  money.  Another,  entrusted  \vitli  a  packet  of 
letters,  which,  falling  into  the  hands  of  the  prison  authorities, 
would  compromise  KMMU'S  /iun.-.r.  handed  them  to  the 
Governor.  A  third  secretly  wild  him  to  the  Government  for  a 
thousand  pieces  of  gold.  These  things  Mr.  8 1  kraut  ( > 
tells  in  the  form  of  a  romance — Kobert  Emmet  (MACHimut). 
It  is  a  class  of  narrative  somewhat  risky.  The  reader 
an  ordinary  way,  disturbed  by  doubt  when-  fact  (inches  and 
iiction  begins.  Mr.  GWINN  was  fortunate  in  finding  romance 
prepared  for  him,  and,  closely  following  it,  produces  a  book 
of  unfailing  interest.  But  if  I  were  an  Irish  man  I  should 
not  select  EMMET  and  his  times  as  a  topic  of  i  unversation, 
and  should  certainly  not  urite  of  them. 
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The  Irish  atmosphere  and  scenic  effects  of  KATHARINE 
TYNAN'S  new  stories  are  of  course  unexceptionable,  but  one  is 
led  to  expect  a  rather  more  bracing  lot  of  incidents  and  less 
conventional  situations  than  she  provides.  In  Cousins  and 
Others  (WERNER  LAURIE),  the  first  story,  which  occupies  a 
third  of  the  book,  relies  on  that  very  ancient  device,  the 
discovery  of  a  document  which  proves  that  the  impoverished 
but  aristocratic  family  (A)  is  really  the  owner  of  the  acres 
occupied  by  the  comparative  panvnus  (B),  the  beautiful 
daughter  in  A  having  previously  engaged  the  affections  of 
the  handsome  son  in  B,  though  13  objects  to  the  alliance.  A 
lunatic  is  also  brought  into  play  in  order  to  show  that  the 
hero,  with  whom  we  haven't  had  time  to  get  acquainted,  is 
worthy  of  his  valuable  prize.  In  another  story  a  timely 
young  man  delivers  from  a  burglar  the  lady  with  whom  he 
has  quarrelled  at  a  ball ;  and  in  a  third  the  sole  complication 
is  the  dressing  up  of  a  girl  as  a  boy.  One  doesn't  like  to  fall 
out  with  one's  cousins,  especially  when,  as  here,  their  sur- 
roundings are  so  delightful ;  but  until  the  CHANCELLOR  OF  THE 
EXCHEQUER  sees  fit  to  tax  literary  plots  for  their  hidden  gold 
or  artistic  designs  I  shall 
continue  to  hope  for  some- 
thing better  in  short  stories 
than  the  ordinary  standard 
of  the  magazine.  Perhaps 
the  writer  has  some  more 
interesting  second  cousins 
up  her  sleeve. 


Western  civilization  is 
apt  to  attach  too  much 
importance  to  death,  but 
Mr.  ARNOLD  BENNETT  knows 
better.  In  The  Glimpse 
(CHAPMAN  AND  HALL)  he 
treats  of  death  as  an  event 
no  more  final,  as  far  as 
the  soul  is  concerned, 
than  the  extraction  of  a 
tooth.  His  Morrlce  Loriiig 
is  an  {esthete  with  a  fine 
contempt  for  humanity  and 
the  universe  in  general. 
Believing  that  only  the 
minority  possesses  a  soul 
and  that  the  souk  of  the  elect 
are  poor  and  ephemeral 
tilings  at  the  best,  he  li'ves  in  a  world  of  disillusion  and 
sordid  circumstance.  He  dies  and  comes  to  life  again,  and  in 
the  realisation  of  his  own  death  he  learns  the  relative  values 
of  the  mortal  body  and  the  immortal  soul.  Henceforth  he 
can  perceive  the  spirit  in  the  most  unlikely  human  envelope 
(your  most  stolid  parlour-maid  not  excepted)  and  is  able 
later  to  regard  the  passing  of  his  dearest  one  less  as  an  end 
of  things  pleasant  than  as  a  beginning  of  things  beautiful. 
The  author  has  expounded  his  philosophy  in  a  subtle  and 
engrossing  story,  but  has  erred  in  interrupting  the  narrative 
and  weakening  the  exposition  by  the  insertion  of  a  too  full 
description  of  the  soul's  release  from  the  body.  He  should 
have  credited  his  readers  with  some  imagination  and  have 
omitted  half  his  mass  of  very  earthly  precision  and  most 
mundane  superlatives.  Otherwise  he  has  written  a  novel 
very  readable  and  comfortable  to  those  who  have  seen  or 
feared  death. 


.something  else-  which  may  seem  to  be  more  important. 
Briefly,  it  tells  the  tale  of  a  Dutch  peasant  boy,  a  born 
artist,  who,  while  his  soul  prompts  him  to  paint  Ids  native 
landscapes,  yet  deliberately  seeks  and  achieves  success  at 
portraiture.  This  comes  about  through  the  treachery  oi  his 
first  patron,  Odo  1'iirei/s,  who,  taking  advantage  of  the  boy's 
sense  of  gratitude,  steals  his  landscape  sketches,  passes  them 
off  as  his  own,  and  wins  with  them  the  praises  of  the  art 
world.  Mr.  M \Aiti  IONS  draws  Ids  hero,  Lis  Doris,  and  those 
with  whom  he  moves,  with  a  vividness  which,  in  spite  of  the 
evidence  of  his  former  books,  is  a  revelation.  Of  the  many 
characters,  Odo  1'arcys  and  his  servant  Jol>  are,  in  my 
opinion,  the  least  convincing,  possibly  because  they  are  to,) 
cruel.  They  may  be  lifelike,  though  I  prefer  to  think  that 
they  are  the  remnants  of  Mr.  MAARTEN'S  earlier  tendency  to 
be  hard  on  his  own  people.  Of  that  tendency  there  is  not 
very  much  trace  in  this  book.  There  are  unpleasant  persons 
besides  Odo  and  Job,  but  there  are  many  more  pleasant  ones. 
Lis  Dons  himself  is  admirable.  Yc  ta,  who  marries  ()</"  t  > 
get  the  means  to  assist  Lis,  is  a  very  sweet  being;  and 

Jacob  If  off,  the  /.o/,-4<  rx, 
and  the  other  artistic 
people;  Yctta's  father  and 
others  of  the  village  folk, 
but  particularly  Yd  tit's 
father  ;  Redcmpla,  Lis's 
adopted  daughter  (I  got 
very  fond  of  AVc/o/i/.fu  i, 
all  these  are  so  real  and 
charming  that  I  would 
gladly  read  another  lunik 
about  them.  This  one  is 
long,  but  it 's  too  short. 


HOME    HOBBIES    IN    THE    MIDDLE    AGES. 

NOBI.FMAN  TRYING  HI8   HOME-MADE  SCIT   OF   ABMOl'R   ON   A   VASSAL. 


There  are  people  to  whom  a  new  book  by  Mr.  MAAUTEN 
MAAHTENS  is  an  event.  I  am  one  of  them,  and  The  1'ricc  of  Lis 
Doris  (METHUEN)  would  convince  me,  if  I  needed  convincing, 
that  this  i-t  as  it  should  be.  The  story  is  not  merely  worth 
reading  for  the  pleasure  of  it ;  it  is  worth  the  putting  off  of 


Mrs.  WILSON  Fox  is  to  be 
congratulated  upon  writing 
a  book  which  avoids  goody- 
gocdiness  and  still  points 
out  an  evident  moral.  A 
Dangerous  Inheritance 
(S.  P.  C.  K.)  is  intended 
for  a  particular  public — 
for  young  people  (girls,  if 
possible)  who  can  appre- 
ciate a  stirring  talc ;  and 
I  imagine  that  it  is  exactly 
what  that  public  will  like. 
A  villainous  uncle  wants  to  dispose  of  his  niece  so  that  he 
may  inherit  her  millions,  and  although  he  meets  with  just 
punishment  in  the  end  he  certainly  keeps  things  from  becom- 
ing dull  while  he  is  alive.  We  see,  also,  this  rich  child  grow- 
ing from  an  inconsiderate  girl  into  an  unselfish  woman,  and  a 
whole  family  content  and  happy  with  the  simple  pleasures 
of  country  life.  Indeed,  in  days  when  so  many  novelisls 
have  apparently  forgotten  that  domestic  affection  still  exists, 
this  picture  of  the  Tliornc  family  is  almost  distinguished. 
But  Mrs.  WILSON  Fox  puzzles  me  when  she  writes  of  "a 
telling  slow  pitcher."  Is  it,  I  wonder,  a  remote  connection 
of  a  googly,  or  just  a  ball  which  appeals  for  l.b.w.  of  its 
own  accord  ? 


''  It  is  unfortunate  for  A.  1).  Ball  that  lie  will  iiot  have  liis  regular 
inside  until  alter  Christmas." — The  Taller. 

He  must  make  up  for  it  in  the  New  Year  festivities. 


"The  Million  (Shilling  Fund  which  is  being  raised  by  the  Anti- 
Socialist  Union  now  totals  100,000  slullinga.  This  is  one-tenth  o£  the 
amount  which  is  needed." — The  Evening  News. 

Yes — no — yes,  it  is  ! 
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CHARIVARIA. 

A  VIC-MI  writes  to  the  Editor  of  The 
/•.'.'•/or.--.*  to  inform  him  that,  to  avoid 
the  danger  of  a  cold  after  christening,  he 
always  uses  tepid  water  in  the  winter. 
But  what  we  would  like  to  know  is  this: 
Is  there  any  re.isou  why,  throughout  the 
year,  the  choice,  "  Hot  or  cold  ?"  should 
not  be  put  to  the  infant  V 

V 

There  arrived  in  London  last  week 
two  young  Venetian  blacksmiths  who 
have  undertaken  to  prove  that  it  is  pos- 
sible to  push  a  barrel  round  the  world 
within  twelve  years.  It  seems  incredible 
that  one  should-  have  had  to  wait  so 
long  for  this  problem  to  be  tested. 

V 

.  An  interesting  experiment  is  to  be 
made  in  Paris.  Two  mounted  Munici- 
pal Guards  are  to  be  stationed  in  the 
Rue  de  la  Paix,  and  will  endeavour  to 
direct  the  traffic  there.  We  fear  that 
unless  they  are  backed  tip  by  artillery 

the  experiment  is  doomed  to  failure. 

*  * 

With  reference  to  the  farthing  fares 
which  are  about  to  be  instituted  on  one 
of  our  tramway  systems,  we  are  informed 
that  it  is  not  proposed  at  present  to 
carry  children  at  half-price. 

V 

The  news  that  one  of  the  polar  snow 
caps  of  Mars  is  now  broken  in  half  leads 
one  to  suppose  that  the  Martians  also 
have  their  COOK  and  PEARY,  and  that  the 
dispute  has  been  solved  in  a  sensible 
and  equitable  way. 

*  * 
* 

By-the-by,  Dr.  C<XIK  i*  now  reported 
to  have  suddenly  disappeared,  and  his 
whereabouts  is  a  matter  of  speculation. 
All  we  will  say  at  present  is  this :  Do 
not  be  surprised  if  you  hear  within  the 
next  fortnight  that  the  South  Pole  has 

been  reached.         *  * 

* 

Willesden's  old  police-court  is  to  be 
converted  into  a  music-hall.  This  is 
following  the  example  of  the  higher 
courts,  which  are  sometimes  turned  into 
theatres.  *  ^ 

Bones  of  a  mammoth  and  of  a  species 
of  rhinoceros  have  been  found  at 
Hackney  Wick,  and  many  nervous  old 
ladiea  are  leaving  the  neighbourhood, 
while  others  make  a  point  now  of 

searching  under  their  beds  every  night. 

*  * 

"FORTUNES    IN"    EdOS," 

the  title  of  an  article  in  a  contemporary, 
is  perhaps  an  exaggeration,  but  the  per- 
severing prospector  may  sometimes  find 

a  chicken  in  one. 

*  * 

''It  is  estimated,"  we  read,  "that 
there  are  half  a  million  fewer  pigs  in 
the  1'nited  Kingdom  to-day  than  there 


Mm.  Janet  (conrulneil  by  Itie  I'imr'n  comic  lumg).  "DtAtT  MK  !     1  '»  HJM  *E  '•  A  WO*»M- 
FOL  MAM   FOR  A  PAIISOX.      NoBl'DDY   Col'l-US'l  CAM,   ';»  TIOHT-LAIKI'  !  " 


were  last  year." 
the  Budget  ? 


Frightened  away  by 


V 


Dr.  BODE,  we  hear,  objects  to  RlCHABB 
COCKLE  LUCAS'S  bust  being  re -named 
"The  Floorer  of  Dr.  Bode." 

V 

"  Once  get  a  customer's  boot  off  and 
entertain  him  with  the  right  sort  of 
patter,"  says  The  Shoe  and  Leather 
Record,  "  a  sale  is  usually  effected  if  the 
victim  has  the  required  amount  of  cash 
on  his  pel-son."  A  threat  to  turn  him  out 
into  the  street  with  only  the  one  boot  on 

would,  we  should  say,  usually  do  the  t  rick. 

*  * 

Paris,  according  to  The  Kxprest,  is 
Cliantecler  mad,  and  the  trade 
are  selling  Chantecler  hats,  Chantecler 
umbrellas,  Chantecler  i  ravats,  and  even 
Cliantecler  socks.  There  is  even  talk 
of  a  Chantecler  play  making  its  appear- 
ance soon. 


We  hear  that  as  the  result  of  the 
action  of  certain  libraries,  a  Svu-ly  fur 
the  Protection  of  Writer*  of  Pernicious 
Books  is  to  be  formed  at  on  e.  'Hie 
only  troublesome  point  is  the  question 
of  the  Chairman.  Tin-re  will  be  no 
difficulty  in  electing  ;i  Vice-Chni:innn. 

The  KAI.-KK  is  designing  for  the 
members  of  the  Imperial  Aero  Club  a 
blue  uniform  with  large  gold  buttons 
and  a  peaked  cap  surmounted  by  air- 
ship propellers.  The  Kusrit  has  always 
been  fond  of  testing  the  loyalty  of  hi* 
subjects. 

The  Art  of  Indexing. 
From  Christmas  Catalogue  of  ! ' 

miry  ail  Oanlrnln.j     CTi«U  w.tb  the 
Chicks,  by  iln.  1L  L.  Suxllord." 
Autlwr  (we  trust)  of  Hnlf-Hourt  irilh 
the  Hem. 
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A    STRAIGHT    ISSUE. 

THE  peculiar  interest  vvliicli  is  being  taken  iu  the  forth- 
coming C!  en  oral  Election  has  encouraged  Mr.  Punch  to  send 
round  the  country  a  Special  Referendum  Commissioner  with 
the  view  of  eliciting  answers  from  the  electorate  to  the  plain 
question — Are  you,  golwj  to  vote  -for,  or  against,  tlie  Budtjel  ? 
ani,  if  so,  ichy?  From  the  replies  so  far  received  he  has 
selected  at  random  a  few  specimens  for  publication.  They 
prove  how  thoroughly  the  British  Public  recognises  that  for 
once  it  has  before  it  a  simple,  clear  and  straightforward 
issue. 

I. — WHY  I  SHALL  VOTE  FOR  THE  BUDGET. 

1.  Because  I  'm  against  the  Lords  for  having  let  so  many 
rotten  Bills  pass.     They  want  reforming. 

2.  Because  I  disapprove  of  the  Budget,  but  disapprove  of 
my  wife  still  more,  she  being  a  Militant  Suffragette,  and  I 
want  to  annoy  her. 

3.  Because,  though  I  regard  the  Super-tax  as  iniquitous,  I 
have  my  hopes  of  being  made  a  Liberal  Peer.     [Private  and 
confidential.] 

4.  Because,  though  the  Budget  knocks  me  hard,  it  knocks 
my  neighbour  harder  still. 

5.  Because  I  've  tossed  up  and  it  came  like  that. 

6.  Because  Tariff  Reform  "  means  work  for  all,"  and  I 
don't  want  to  change  the  habits  of  a  lifetime.     ["Weary 
Willie."] 

7.  Because,  though  the  Budget  does  not  actually  mention 
them,  I  am  in  favour  of  Welsh  Disestablishment  and  Home 
Rule. 

8.  Because  I  can't  get  that  Chinese  Slavery  poster  out  of 
my  head. 

9.  Because  I  hear  rumours  of  ASQUITH'S  retirement,  and 
I  'in  an  old  man  and  don't  want  to  miss  the  fun  of  seeing 
LLOYD  GEOEGE  and  WINSTON  fighting  over  the  spoils. 

10.  Because  Beer  doesn't  agree  with  me. 

11.  Because  Tobacco  makes  me  sick. 

12.  Because  I  have  a  cure  of  souls  in  the  neighbourhood 
of  York,  where  the  Archbishop  comes  from,  and  he  voted  for 
the  Budget. 

13.  Because    I  consider  the  Liberal  Government  much 
mere  revolutionary  lhan  the  Lords,  and  I  love  revolutions. 
["Red-cap."] 

14.  Because,  though  I  don't  myself  think  the  Budget  a 
good  one,  I  have  the  most  tremendous  faith  in  Mr.  UEE'S 
passion  for  Truth.     If  he  says  it  is  so,  then  it  is  so. 

15.  Because  all  my  poor  relations  in  Ireland  have  an  old- 
age  pension  a-piece,  and  not  one  of  them  over  55  years  of  age. 

16.  Because  I  want  to  get  the  Anglo-German  War  over  as 
soon  as  possible,  and  then  we  can  all  settle  down  comfortably. 

17.  Because    down  Limehouse  way    we  look   on    LLOYD 
GEORGE  as  one  of  us. 

18.  Because  our  Tory  Member  didn't  ask  me  to  his  last 
garden-party. 

19.  Because  a  man 's  a  man  for  a'  that. 

20.  Because  I  'm  in  favour  of  a  Single  Chamber. 

21.  Because  I  voted  Tory  last  time,  and  I  'm  a  pendulum. 

22.  Because  my  chauffeur  is  a  naturalised  anarchist  and  I 
dare  not  neutralise  his  vote. 

23.  Because  I  love  all  foreign  nations  and  would  hate  to 
see  'em  taxed  for  our   benefit.     I  call  it  a  beastly  selfish 
policy. 

24.  Because  Mr.  Punch  is  obviously  against  the  Budget, 
and,  though  I  am  also  against  it,  I  consider  that  he  ought  to 
be  impartial. 

II. — WHY  I  SHALL  VOTE  AGAINST  THE  BUDGET. 
1.  Because  Mr.  Punch  is  obviously  in  favour  of  the  Budget, 
and,  though  I  am  also  in  favour  of  it,  I  consider  that  he 
ought  to  be  impartial. 


2.  Because  I  have  a  living  in  the  diocese  of  Bristol,  and 
my  Bishop  voted  against  the  Budget. 

3.  Because,  though  I  thoroughly  approve  of  the  Budget, 
my  wife  is  a  Militant  Suffragette,  and  it  is  as  much  as  my 
place  is  worth  to  go  against  her. 

4.  Because,  after  I  'd  subscribed  a  lot  to  the  Party  Funds, 
AsQi'iTii  refused  to  make  me  a  Bart. 

5.  Because  my  Liberal  paper  seems  to  be  taking   Lord 
ROSEBEBY  under  ils  protection,  and  I  always  make  a  point  of 
disapproving  of  him  ever  since  lie  won  the  Derby. 

().  Because,  if  they  had  had   the  pluck  of  a  rabbit,  the 
Liberals  would  have  gone  for  the  Lords  long  ago. 

7.  Because  I  am  a  member  of  the  I.L.P.,  and  we  made 
this  Budget,  and  LLOYD  GEOISGE  annexed  it  without  proper 
acknowledgment,  and   so  I  shall  vote  against  him  just  for 
spite. 

8.  Because  of  the  filthy  weather  we  've  been  having  under 
this  accursed  Government. 

9.  Because,  though  I  am  very  fond  of  the  Budget,  I  shall 
support  the  Lords  for  having  consulted  my  views  in  the 
matter. 

10.  Because  I  'm  a  PEUKS  man. 

11.  Because  I'm  told  that  the  Lords  have  "  thrown  the 
Constitution  into  the  melting-pot,"  and  this  interests  me  very 
much,  being  a  plumber. 

12.  Because  our  Liberal  Member  buys  his  meat  at  the 
other  butcher's. 

13.  Because  I  have  eleven  daughters  of  uncertain  age  and 
the  Budget  puts  no  tax  on  bachelors. 

14.  Because  I  tossed  up  and  it  came  like  that. 

15.  Because,  though  the  Budget  suits  me  nicely,  my  wife 
thinks  it  best  for  us  to  be  on  the  side  of  the  Aristocracy. 

16.  Becnuse,  being  an  intelligent  Liberal,  1  can't  stand 
the  hysterics  of  The  Daily  Chronicle. 

17.  Because   I  'in   bored  to  death  with  all  this  1  unkuin 
about  Backwoodsmen.      As  if  the  regular  Unionis.    Peers 
wouldn't  have  had  a  thumping  majority  without  them. 

]  8.  Because  I  voted  Liberal  last  time,  and  I  'm  a  pendulum. 

19.  Because   the   Budget   puts   no   export  duty  on   Wax 
Busts. 

20.  Because  my  Liberal  organ  says  (hat  "the  Lords  have 
declared  war  on  the  Ptople,"  and,  though  I  know  it  isn't 
true,  I  rather  respect  them  for  it,  being  a  bit  of  a  bull-dog 
myself. 

21.  Because,   man  for  man,   in    point  of  statesmanship, 
intelligence,  and  knowledge  of  affairs,  the  pick  of  the  Peers 
are  as  good,  any  day,  as  the  pick  of  the  Commons,  notwith- 
standing their  hereditary  disadvantages. 

22.  Because  my  chauffeur  is  an  admirer  of  Mr.  BALFOUU'S 
philosophic  works,  and  I  dare  not  neutralize  his  vote. 

23.  Because  I  am  a  plural  voter,  and  the  Liberal  party,  to 
which  I  belong,  thinks  I  ought  not  to  use  more  than  one  vote. 
So  I  shall  just  vote   once  for  the  Budget,  and  five  times 
against  it. 

24.  Because  on  principle  I  disapprove  of  all  Budgets. 

0.  S. 


"  Clean  smart  girl  wanted  as  general  .  .  .  App'y  personally  to  Lord 
Nelson,  Caistor-ou-Sea." — Kaslern  Daily  1'ress. 

That  as  a  consequence  of  the  Budget  a  blameless  peer  should 
have  had  to  descend  to  advertising  for  a  general  servant  shows 
us  from  what  a  reign  of  terror  the  Lords  have  delivered  us. 


"By  Public  Bequest, 

Gilbert  aud  Sullivan's  Famous  Opera, 

'  OUR  MISS  GIBBS.'  " 

Adit,  in  "  Tlic  Advocate  of  Indui." 

Next  week  IUSEN'S  masterpiece,  The  Whip. 
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PORTSMOUTH 
ELECTION 


TWO  MONTHS'  HARD. 

CHARLIE  BEn,:sFonD.   "ALL  VERY  WELL  DOING  THIS   SORT  OF  THING   FOR   A   FEW    PAYS,  BUT 
WHEN  IT  COMES  TO  WEEKS  AND  WEEKS  AND  WEEKS-      "      ^^^^^ 
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SOCIETIES    WE    ADMIRE    (BUT    DO    NOT    BELONG    TO).    No.   5. 


TIIK  POOB  DOMB  ANIHMJI'  A«rsE«t.sr  LEAGUE. 


WOMAN'S  WHOLE   EXISTENCE. 

["There  nre  few  housekeepers  nowadays  who 
tukf  time  In  enjoy  their  linen  closet,  as  did  their 
grandmothers."— Dnihj  Chronicle] 

MY  sisters  have  a  passion 

For  being  up-to-date ; 
To  wear  the  latest  fashion 

1-  all  in  all  to  Kate; 
ELiiue  seems  quite  unable 
To  leave  the  club  bridge-table, 
\Vhile  empty-headed  Mabel 

i  nought  but  roller-skate. 


With  weird  Maud  Allan  dances 

Godiru  charms  her  set ; 
The  poor  deluded  Frances 

Is  now  a  Suffragette, 
And  Mary,  too,  is  taking 
To  whips  and  window-breaking, 
Which  rapidly  is  making 
An  "Anti"of  Annette. 

Hut  as  for  me  I  'd  banish 
Such  notions  far  away, 

I'W  views  so  bold  and  mannish 
Inspire  me  with  dismay. 

[  loathe  the  noise  and  din  in 

'The  life  I  find  my  kin  in — 

I  only  want  the  linen 
Of  mother's  mother's  clay. 

!•'<>!•  me  there  is  no  rapture 

In  all  the  world  thai  heal.-- 
The  thrill  with  which  I  capture 

A  moth  among  the  .-heel-. 


When,  spotless  in  their  places, 
I  pile  my  piilow-cases, 
Not  Youth  in  Love's  embrace-, 
Knows  any  sweater  sw  > 

In  rows  of  reasoned  order 

Behold  my  white  domain — 
Fair  cloths  with  hem-stitched  border, 

And  borders  that  are  plain ; 

It  makes  my  heart-strings  tingle 

To  see  how  bed-spreads  mingle 

With  double  sheets,  and  single, 

And  snow-white  counterpane. 

So  leave  me,  safely  wedded 
To  peaceful  housewife's  ri>1e, 

Ready  with  needle  threaded 
To  darn  the  starting  hole. 

I  X't  me  but  spend  my  leisure 

Among  my  laundered  treasure, 

I  ask  no  giddier  pleasure 
To  satisfy  the  soul. 


WHAT  TO  I'O  WITH  TIIK  CKVSTAL 
PALACE. 

VARIOUS  suggestions  have  already 
been  made  with  regard  to  the  future 
of  the  great  Sydenham  glasshouse,  one 
of  the  most  remarkable  being  that 
which  recommends  its  conversion  into 
a  gn-.it  aeronautic  centre. 

In  old  days,  when  a  great  man  had 

•[.••I    conspicuous    services    tn    his 

country,  his  grateful  compatriots  were 


in  the  habit  of  rewarding  him  by  the 
gift  of  an  estate  as  well  as  of  a  title. 

This  is  a  generous  practi  c  which 
might  well  be  revived,  and  assuredly 
there  never  was  a  greater  abundance 
of  eligible  tenant-*  for  glasshouses. 

Already  we  understand  that  a  move- 
ment is  on  foot  for  acknowledging  the 
unsparing  and  long-continued  exertions 
of  the  I»RI>  ADVOCATE  on  l»ehalf  of 
social  reform.  Mr.  AVTIIOM  H-I-E,  we 
are  informed,  has  decided  to  lay  the 
secnc  of  hi-  IUA!  and  most  c.xtra\ 

-inn  into  the  realm  of  fiction  _in 
the  Kingdom  of  t'ritaiiia,  and  lh<-  in- 
habitants of  the  canton  of  I'ri  the 
scene  of  the  exploits  of  the  heroic  T>  1 1. 
— are  about  t.  -.  ml  a  deputation  to 
congratulate  their  epoujinous  hero  on 
his  magnificent  assertion  of  the  rights 
of  the  democracy  again1-1  their  ducal 
oppressors. 

It  would,  we  venture  to  submit,  form 
a  fitting  culmination  to  these  graceful 
tribute*  if  the  Crystal  Palace  wer. 
seu'ed    to    Mr.    UBE    as    a    reel 
and  recreation  ground   for  tliat  great 
hii-mphant     of     the     Higher     1\'. 
Critcism.     The    1'ulicf,    with    a    little 
adaptatiin.  would  form  a  home  .- 
enough  to  answer  the  requirements  even 
august    an   occupant,    and    the 
grounds   might    !.••    hid   out  as  u  golf 
(onr-e  itK'iindiug  in  sp<  rting   hazards 
ami  [.resenting  every  V.ITI 
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LETTERS    TO    A    MARTIAN. 

MY  DEAR  SIR, — I  quite  agree  with  you  that  there  is  in  the 
whole  universe  no  more  distasteful  and  wearisome  job  than 
that  of  canal-building.  Still,  as  you  sjiy,  one  must  live,  and 
if  you  don't  build  canals  you  will  die  for  want  of  moisture — 
a  dreadful  fate  from  which  our  happy  climate  in  the  mean- 
time exempts  us.  It  is  good  of  yon  to  suggest  that  I  should 
cheer  your  short  periods  of  leisure  by  my  letters.  I  '11  do  my 
best — no  man  can  do  more— but  I  ought  to  warn  you  that 
we  're  not  always  so  gay  and  irresponsible  as  you  seem  to 
think  us.  We  have  Budgets  and  constitutional  controversies 
and  riots  about  female  suffrage,  and  discussions,  not  easily 
settled,  about  the  hundred  worst  books  ;  and  there  are  gloomy 
and  depressing  dramas  and  many  thousands  of  political 
speeches;  and  Dr.  BODE,  of  the  Berlin  Museum,  threatens  us 
with  war  because  the  late  Mr.  R.  C.  LUCAS,  a  sculptor,  in- 
serted two  square  feet  of  British  bed-quilt  in  a  wax  bust 
which  he  modelled  son:c  — 
sixty  years  ago  with  thei 
plain  and  dastardly  iiiten- 1 
lion  of  deceiving  German  ! 
connoisseurs  into  the  belief: 
that  LEONARDO  DA  VINCI  had  | 
had  a  hand— possibly  two 
hands — in  its  manufacture. 
All  these  matters  afflict  us 
strangely,  so  that  we  might 
occasionally  come  to  look 
upon  canal-building  as  an 
agreeable  dissipation ;  but, 
when  all  is  said  and  done, 
we  do  manage  to  have  our 
lighter  moments. 

I  wonder  if  I  might  tell 
you     something     about 
women?     You've  heard 
about  them,  of  course,  those 
stern,  logical,  silent  directors  ! 
of  our  welfare.     When  the  \ 
French,  more   than  a  hun- : 
dred   years  ago,  wanted   to ; 
embody  the  abstract  idea  of  | 
Reason,  they  naturally  chose 


He. 


a  woman,  and  they  put  her  |  she. 
triumphally  in   a    car    and  j  fle.  ' 


dance  1  and  shouted  round 
her,  calling  her  a  goddess.  What  else  could  they  have  done  ? 
I  mention  this  little  historical  incident  merely  to  show  you 
with  what  awe  and  respect  we  encompass  the  sex,  and  how 
worshipfully  we  treat  it.  Bless  you,  my  dear  Sir,  we  men 
know  our  own  wretched  qualities  well  enough.  We  strive  in 
vain  to  better  them,  and  of  course  we  never  fail  to  recognise 
how  immeasurably  those  qualities  are  bettered  by  the  com- 
panionship and  example  of  women. 

Have  you  ever  seen  two  or  three  women  at  tea  together 
and  endeavouring  to  say  good-bye  and  to  part  from  one 
another?  No,  of  course  you  haven't — it  was  an  idle  question. 
I'll  wager  that  when  your  people  have  seen  enough  of  one 
another  you  just  shake  hands  or  nib  noses  or  execute  a 
gambade  (pardon  ni3  if  I  misdescribe  your  valedictory 
symptoms),  and  so  make  an  end  quickly  and  separate. 
That 's  how  we  do  it,  to3,  we  men,  I  mean  ;  but  if  you  think 
that's  how  the  women  do  it,  you're  very  much  mistaken. 
Let  me  try  to  give  you  a  specimen  in  brief. 

You  are  to  imagine,  then,  that  four  ladies  have  come 
together  for  the  sole  purpose  of  settling  the  date  and  the 
agenda  for  the  annual  meeting  of  the  Women's  Clothing 
Guild,  a  parochial  institution  of  the  committee  of  which  they 
are  members.  They  have  been  having  tea,  for  the  afternoon 


is  well  advanced,  and  they  have  been  discussing  almost  every 
subject  except  the  particular  one  that  brought  them  together. 
A  mere  man,  a  transient  embarrassed  phantom,  has  flitted 
uneasily  across  the  scene,  but  he  has  now  vanished  on  the 
plea  of  work  or  letters,  and  the  ladies  have  the  drawing-room 
to  themselves:  — 

Hostess.  I  never  saw  anything  like  it  before.  Diamonds, 
you  know,  about  half-a-dozen  of  them,  in  the  middle  of  the 
day,  and  a  great  blazing  ruby  thing  dangling  from  her  neck. 
She  really  is,  you  know,  isn't  she  ? 

First  Guest.  Yes,  she  is.  You  've  hit  her  off  exactly. 
That  woman  's  a  public  scandal  —  No  more  tea,  thank  you. 
Well  then,  just  the  teeniest  half  cup:  one  lump  —  and  the 
extraordinary  thing  is  that  all  the  men  run  after  her.  I've 
told  John  that,  if  I  see  him  so  much  as  nod  to  her,  I  '11  put 
him  on  half  rations.  She  's  like  a  woman  I  read  about  in  a 
book  the  other  day  called  Love  the  Wayfarer.  Now  that's 
a  book  if  you  like. 

Second  Quest.  Isn't  it  !  I 
think  the  Vicar's  wife  —  I 
forget  her  name  —  is  just  a 
perfectly  splendid  character: 
family  prayers  twice  a  day 
and  ten  children  to  bring  up 
on  £300  a  year.  It  's  too 
touching  for  anything. 

Third  Guest.  I  don't  onre 
for  these  very  good  people 
in  books  myself.  And,  by 
the  way  —  though  I  can't 
imagine  what  put  me  in 
mind  of  her  —  has  anybody 
seen  Mrs.  Porter  lately  ? 

The  Jlostess.  Well,  you 
can't  help  seeing  her  hat, 
anyhow.  It  's  the  most 
awful  hat  in  the  world. 

Third  Guest.  My  dear,  if 
she  were  only  half  ns  re- 
spectable as  her  hat  I 
shouldn't  have  anything  to 
say.  Haven't  you  heard 
about  her  ? 

The  Kesl  (in  chorus).  No, 
do  tell  us  ! 

[I   omit   the   details   of 

Mrs.  Porter's  career. 
The  Hostess.  I  always  knew  there  was  something  wrong 
about  that  woman. 

The  Nest  (together').  So  did  I. 

[At  this  point  tlie  guests,  and  lastly  the  liostess,  rise  in  a 
sloic  and  lingering  succession  and  then  stand  still 
aimlessly. 

First  Guest.  Well,  I  'm  afraid  I  shall  have  to  be  going 
now.  It  's  John's  tima  for  getting  home,  and  — 

Second  Gucat.  My  dear,  I  always  told  you  you  spoilt  that 
man.  You  never  get  anything  out  of  a  man  if  you  pamper 
him. 

Third  Guest.  I  must  get  home  too.  I  'm  really  much  too 
late  already. 

Hostess.  Why  are  you  all  in  such  a  hurry  ?  Do  sit  down 
again.  Well,  if  you  must  you  must. 

[They  do  not  mow. 

First  Guest.  I  'd  all  but  forgotten  the  one  thing  I  wanted 
to  say.  You  know  the  Concert  some  of  us  have  been  getting 
up?  Well,  my  tenor  has  cried  off—  flu  or  something—  and 
left  me  in  an  awful  hole. 


VEILS. 


THE    VOGUE    OF    THE    PICTURE 

WlIO  'S  THAT  IN  THE    VIRGINIA   CHEEPER  ?  " 

'  THAT  's  ANGELA." 

NONSENSE!    WHY,  SHE  TOLD  ME  SHE  WAS  COMING  IN  COPPER  BEECH." 


discuss  tins  for  ten  minutes  more,  all  standing, 
until  at  last  tl>c  three  guests  squeeze  themselves  re- 
luctantly out  of  the  door,  and  the  hostess  is  left  alone. 
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The  1'iVar.  "Now,  OIIII.LHIKN,  WHAT  is  A  FALSE  DOCTRINE?" 


Inspired  Maiden.  "PLEASE,  till,  Bio  MEDICIXC." 


Hostess  (ntddenly  to  herself).    Good    gracious!      We've 
never  settled  about  the  Guild ! 

[She  dashes  after  them  and  sliouts,  but  they  are  too  far 

gone,  and  only  silence  answers  her. 
***** 
There,  my  dear  Sir,  is  a  fairly  accurate   picture    drawn 
from  the  life.     Some  day  I  may  give  you  one  or  two  more. 
Yours  in  space,        AN  KARIU-WOIIU. 


Till-:   DARK  SIDE  OF  THE  DRAMA. 

I"  We  ask  why  we,  alone  among  Uritish  subjects,  are  to  be  allowed 

to  exorcise  our  profession  only  on  the  impossible,  condition  that  we  hurt 

nobody's  feelings." — Extract  from  letter  to  the  Press  on  the  Censorship 

'  !onMuHw't  rteoHuntndationf,  signed  by  the  Dramatic  Committee  of  the 

'  <j  of  /tut/tors.] 

You  who  would  envy  the  dramatist's  lot 

Cherish  this  feeling  no  more,  but  dispel  it  on 

Being  informed  tint  his  cupboard  has  got 
Quite  an  unusual  skeleton. 

Murk  him  as,  flushed  with  success,  or  perhaps 
\\  earing  excitement's  peculiar  pallor,  he 

Stammers  his  thanks  for  the  cheers  and  the  claps 
Lavished  by  stalls  and  by  gallery. 

Seeing  him  thus,  you  "d  suppose  he  enjoyed 
Life  \viili  an  almo-t  unvarying  cheeriness ; 

Yet  with  one  grief  is  his  pleasure  alloyed, 
Turning  his  triumph  to  ueariness. 


(>lhers  have  licence  to  utu-r  their  mind, 
Wielding  a  pen  that  is  ruthlessly  critical ; 

Now  and  again  to  say  something  unkind 
Even  of  leaders  political ; 

He,  he  alone,  in  this  land  of  the  free, 
Forced  to  compose  with  meticulous  nicety, 

Wishing,  like  Balaam,  to  curse,  must  agree 
Meekly  to  say  Benedict  te ! 

Is  he  just  itching  to  serve  it  up  hot  ? 

Yet,  like  a  parasite  born  or  a  cringer  bred, 
He  must  "  hurt  nobody's  feelings —    that '»  what 

Takes  all  the  gilt  off  the  gingerbread. 

Couched  upon  roses,  he  feels  but  the  thorns. 

Must,  then,  his  tongue  never  show  it*  uncivil  edge? 
Mu-t  he  alone  spare  his  fellow-man's  corns? 

Dramatists,  strike  for  yi  ur  privilege ! 


A  contemporary  quotes  the  following  from  Life : — 

"  It  may  be  all  rii;ht  for  •  man  to  wrar  padded  ahooldere,  if  lie 
forget,  and  pick  a  quarrel  with  a  man  who  was  bora  that  way." 

But  are  men  born  with  padded  shoulders  ?     "  Kcuritur  non 
fit,"  says  the  poet 

"  There  wag  no  money  in  the  sate,  and  the  burglan  had  to  retire 
tootleaa." — Daily  Record. 

The  necessity  for  removing  the  footwear  before  retiring  will 
>e  explained  in  our  next  instalment. 
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BOOKS  FOR  THE  BILLION. 

A  BULKY  OUTPUTTER. 

(Special.) 

SOME  years  ngo  one  of  Mr.  A.  Leveson 
Tiles's  admirers  made  an  interesting 
calculation  as  to  the  bulk  of  his  output 
and  the  measurement  of  paper  and 
ink  used  in  its  production.  The  figures 
relating  to  one  series  alone  were  truly 
momentous.  It  was  found  that  if  these 
volumes  were  placed  flat  one  upon 
another  they  would  form  a  monument 
nearly  one  thousand  times  the  height  of 
Greeba  Castle,  the  loftiest  private  house 
in  the  world  ;  that  the  -paper  used  in 
their  production,  if  made  into  big  sheets, 
would  suffice  to  wrap  up  the  Himalayas, 
the  Andes  and  the  Cordilleras  in  separate 
parcels;  and  that  the  printer's  ink  em- 
ployed would  suffice  to  fill  the  Caspian 
Sea  ten  times  over. 

Since  that  day  more  than  three  hun- 
dred new  books  have  emanated  from 
the  prolific  pen  of  Mr.  Tiles,  and  at  the 
present  day  there  are  nearly  one  hundred 
pages  in  the  British  Museum  Catalogue 
filled  with  entries  under  his  name. 

Messrs.  Mark  Marmion  &  Co.,  Mr. 
Tiles's  present  publishers,  are  now 
issuing  a  New  Series  of  Glory  Books 
for  Boys  and  Girls. 

FOE  THE  HOME  AND  THE  PLATFORM. 

BALLADS  OF  BRAVE  BANTLINGS. — Edited 
by  Albert  Leveson  Tiles.  Large  crown 
8vo,  red  limp  lambskin,  1*.  net ; 
crimson  crash,  Is.  6d.  net ;  paste  grain 
gilt  (boxed),  3s.  net ;  Persian  yapp,  gilt 
top  (boxed),  4s.  net ;  pink  porpoise  hide, 
with  luminous  paint  top  (oxidised 
corners)  and  differential  gear,  10s.  net. 

Ballad*  of  Brave  Bantlings  is  a  fear- 
less budget  of  poems  suitable  for  reci- 
tation in  kindergartens,  creches,  &c., 
while  the  binding  renders  it  peculiarly 
well  adapted  for  all  gatherings  of  a  festive 
and  yappy  character.  It  aims  at  cele- 
brating the  intrepidity  of  infants  as 
shown  in  the  pages  of  history,  on  the 
field  of  battle,  in  the  fight  for  the 
franchise,  the  cause  of  freedom  and  the 
service  of  humanity. 

"There  is  no  better  volume  of  reci- 
tations with  chits  and  couuterchits  for 
their  theme. "—MR.  WILLIAM  DE  MORGAN. 

"Ballads  of  Brave  Bantlings  has  con- 
verted me  to  Baby  suffrage." — MR.  JAMES 
DOUGLAS. 

"I  estimate  that  if  you  sell  twenty 
million  copies  of  your  new  book,  your 
output  will  then  exceed  that  of  the 
authoress  of  East  Lynne." — THE  EDITOR 
of  The  Statist. 

"  Mr.  Leveson  Tiles  is  the  finest  out- 
putter  in  existence."— Golf  Illustrated. 

"  The  prolificacy  of  Mr.  Tiles  is  truly 
magnificent.  Frankly,  he  is  the  Lope 
de  Vega  of  the  nursery."  —  Daily 
Chronicle. 


THE  KID  REVIVEH. — Stimulating  short 
stories  for  backward  brats,  including 
valuable  copyright  and  other  pieces  by 
COUI.SON  KERNAHAN,  G.  B.  BURGIN, 
HENRY  JAMES,  DANTE,  ALFRED  AUSTIN,  and 
other  Wits,  Humorists  and  Laugh-com- 
pcllers.  In  crown  8vo,  Chinese  chow 
yapp,  glace  top  with  bevelled  edges  and 
reciprocating  Pasteurized  book-marker, 
5s.  net. 

"  No  sane  boy  and  few  sane  men 
could  fail  to  be  more  nobly  demented 
aft°r  reading  this  intoxicating  olla 
podrida." — Morning  Leadm: 

"Mr.  Tiles  has  achieved  the  difficult 
task  of  exactly  meeting  the  crying  need 
for  good,  witty,  sparkling  but  withal 
refined  pabulum  for  the  mind  of  the 
ingenuous  youth." — COUNTESS  SOII.ICK. 


"To  describe  the  new  house  one  feels  the 
need  of  the  advertising  a^ent,  but  to  say  that 
the  window  frontage  is  a  vision  of  loveliness  to 
the  woman  of  any  and  every  grade  of  society 
is  to  spak  with  only  meagre  justice." — The 
Westminster  Oaze'te. 

But  what  need  of  an  advertising  agent 
when  articles  like  this  (in  praise  of  a 
certain  shop)  appear  in  the  news 
columns?  And,  by  the  way,  isn't  this 
what  Mr.  GEORGE  EDWARDES  wanted  ? 


"  He  holds  a  record  for  the  bow  and  arrow, 
having  at  the  national  meeting  in  France,  to 
the  amazement  of  the  assembled  archers  shot 
an  arrow  thirty-six  yards — no  less  than  twenty- 
seven  yards  further  than  the  longest  shot  over 
known  to  have  been  made  by  an  Englishman." 

Ideas. 

We  can  but  faintly  imagine  the  scene. 
The  orgy  of  enthusiasm  which  celebrated 
the  occasion  of  the  previous  record  of 
nine  yards  must  have  been  completely 
outdone. 

"  Wasn't  it  Macaulay  who  wrote  : — 

Laves  there  a  man,  with  soul  so  dead, 
Who  never  to  himself  hatli  said, 
Returning  from  some  foreign  strand  : 
'  This  is  my  own,  my  native  land  ? '  " 

So  ends  the  patriotic  and  impressive 
outburst  (several  pages  long)  of  a  South 
African  tradesman  who  wants  to  get  an 
air  rifle  off  his  hands.  The  answer  is 
No." 

Advertisement  of  a  vacancy  for  a 
teacher : 

"  The  post  is  resident  and  the  salary  offered 
from  £40  (FORTY  POUNDS)  per  annum,  with 
Laundry  expo  ses  according  to  qxialificatio.is 
and  experience  of  a  candidate." 
B.A.'s  are  iillowed  as  much  as  three 
collars  a  week. 


"  Wanted  an  instructor  or  instructress  capa- 
ble of  teaching  the  English  language  without 
impoverishing  it  with  the  usual  solecisms  and 
unintelligible  jumb.e  of  French  words.  No 
English  need  apply.  Germans  preferred." 

Ada.  -in  French  pa-per. 

Another  ruined  industry. 


MOW   BUDGET  PROPOSALS. 

THERE  is  not  a  man  in  this  country, 
excepting  such  as  are  happily  penniless, 
who  is  not  sick  and  tired  of  Budgets. 
It  is  not  that  people  object  to  pay  ;  the 
trouble  is  caused  by  the  Government 
choosing  how  and  when  payment  shall 
be  made,  instead  of  leaving  it  to  tho 
discretion  of  the  individual. 

Why  should  not  the  country  be 
financed  by  voluntary  contributions  ? 
Everybody  would  then  be  happy :  the 
man  who  did  not  care  to  pay  on  beer 
and  tobacco  could  pay  on  what  he  liked 
— or,  rather,  on  what  he  didn't  like — and 
the  black  stain  of  income-tax  perjury 
would  be  removed  for  ever  from  the 
country's  escutcheon,  if  there  is  such,  a 
thing. 

In  the  front  of  every  house  a  securely 
locked  money-box  should  be  fixed.  Any 
householder  or  lodger  or  other  responsi- 
ble citizen  not  contributing  to  the  box 
with  decent  frequency  would,  of  course, 
be  liable  to  criticism  by  his  neighbours. 
Indeed,  public  opinion  would  <juickly 
make  the  frequent  ins  vrtion  of  coin  in 
this  box  one  of  the  conventions  of  our 
land. 

The  boxes  would  be  cleared  periodi- 
cally by  officials  who  would  come  round 
in  broad  daylight  and  make  no  attempt 
to  conceal  the  contents  from  the  in- 
quiring gaze  of  the  onlookers.  Special 
provision  might  be  arranged  for  reporters 
and  press  photographers  on  clearing 
days. 

It  stands  to  reason  that  any  man,  in 
the  occasional  moments  of  unusual  joy 
that  come  to  the  average  person — such 
as  a  discovery  that  the  gas-meter  has 
been  registering  to  the  detriment  of  the 
company — would  be  more  inclined  to 
rush  out  to  his  Budget  box  and  slip  in 
a  shilling,  out  of  sheer  gratitude,  than 
to  work  out  the  figures  on  his  tax  paper 
and  (failing  to  make  them  wrong)  write 
a  cheque  in  cold  blood. 

Sufficient  guarantee  that  the  funds 
forthcc  ining  would  be  adequate  surely 
lies  in  the  oft-repeated  assertion  of  the 
tax-payer  that  he  does  not  mind  paying 
his  share  towards  the  nation's  expenses, 
provided  he  can  pay  in  the  way  he  likes 
best. 

Finally,  it  must  be  remembered  that 
this  is  supposed  to  be  a  free  country, 
where  even  the  notion  of  compulsory 
service  in  defence  of  our  homes  sends  a 
cold  shudder  down  the  backs  of  the 
Sons  of  Liberty.  Why  not  be  con- 
sistent, and  bring  both  taxes  and  rates 
into  line  with  the  admirable  voluntary 
system  which  makes  our  Army  what 
it  is? 


"The   Czar  while   proceeding  to  Italy  will 
avoid  Australia." — Rcim  Post. 

He  will  have  to  be  careful,  though. 
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Basil.   "  MUMMV,   TELL   US  A  STORY  ABOUT   FAIRIES  AND  WITCHES  AJiD   IMPS.' 

Uotlier.  "  THERE  WAS  ONCE  A  LITTLE  IMP  AND  ITS  NAME  WAS  BASIL." 
Basil.  "PERHAPS  VOU'D  BETTER  KEEP  TO  WITCHES  AND  FAIRIES." 


SCORN  NOT  THE  BARD. 
SCORN  not  the  bard.     There  is  a  folk 
That  treats  him  as  a  kind  of  joke, 

A  weak  and  tepid  card, 
The  strong  man's  mocking  and  a  shame ; 
He  may  be  that,  but,  all  the  same, 

Scorn  not  the  bard. 

The  flowing  mane  that  you  resent 
Is  there  for  use,  not  ornament, 

To  help  him  in  his  song ; 
When  gravelled  in  his  dire  employ, 
A  handy  tress  wherewith  to  toy 

Gets  him  along. 

His  taste  for  turning  things  about 
And  wrong  way  on  and  inside  out, 

Is  not  to  be  denied ; 
An  irritating  trick,  I  grant ; 
But,  as  to  helping  it,  he  can't ! 

You  Ve  never  tried. 

It  is  the  painful  truth  that  he 
Is  prone  to  warble  of  the  sea, 

And  overapt  to  cling 
For  ever  to  some  hackneyed  tune 
Of  ladies'  eyebrows  and  the  Moon, 

Of  Love,  and  Spring. 

But,  tho'  his  scheme  is  bound  to  pall, 
Let  us  be  candid.     Alter  all, 

This  is  no  fault  of  his  ; 
However  hard  it  be  to  stand, 
The  man  must  sing  of  something,  and 

It 's  all  there  is  ! 


You  argue  that  you  dou't  see  why. 
To  tell  the  truth,  no  more  do  I ! 

I  only  know  it 's  true ; 
Indeed,  at  such  a  point  we  touch 
On  things  too  deap  for  me  and  much 

Too  deep  for  you. 

Fate  lias  inscrutably  decreed 
The  presence  of  the  poet's  breed 

In  every  time  and  state  ; 
He  is  the  fruit  of  Fortune's  whim ; 
If  you  dislike  it,  don't  blame  him  ; 

Go  and  blame  Fate. 

E'en  you,  I  take  it,  don't  suppose 
That  he  deliberately  chose 

To  tend  his  homely  trade  ; 
]i  's  that  that  comes  so  bitter  hard — 
1'uor  beggar,  he  was  born  a  bard  ! 

He  wasn't  made. 

Then,  readers,  far  from  showing  scorn, 
Remember  that  you  both  were  born 

Alike  of  common  clay  ; 
For  you  are  you  by  Nature's  laws  : — 
The  bard  is  but  a  bard  because 

He  's  built  that  way.     DuM-DuM. 

R.  I.  T. 

AN  acute  French  traveller  wandering 
observantly  through  England  once  re- 
marked that  every  town  seemed  to  have 
several  men  named  Job  Masters,  and  he 
wondered  that  no  confusion  resulted. 
Alas,  a  time  has  come  or  is  about  to 


come  when  no  traveller,  French  or 
otherwise,  will  ever  say  this  again.  For 
Job  Masters  is  dead.  The  game  is  up. 
Where  once  was  his  stable  is  now  a 
garage ;  where  once  was  his  horse  is 
now  an  internal  combustion  engine ; 
where  once  was  his  "  fly  "  (strange  but 
cherished  misnomer !)  is  now  a  motor 
car.  The  end  may  not  be  quite  yet, 
but  it  draws  near  and  nearer  every 
moment.  And  being  so  near,  and  this 
being  an  age  of  haste  and  anticipation, 
let  his  epitaph  be  written : — 

SACKED  TO  THE  MEMORY  OF  POOR 

JOB    MASTERS, 

\Vho,  patient  as  his  great  namesake, 
waited  steadily  to  be  employed, 

on  no  nourishment  but  a  straw. 
He  was  always  ready  1 3  drive  anybody  anywhere, 

in  rain  or  bhine,  he  it  or  cold. 
His  horses  were  old  and  his  carriages 

were  older, 

but  they  were  all  we  could  get 
and  we  had  to  put  up 

with  them. 

His  watchwords  were  Livery  and  Bait, 

and  he  will  be  sadly  missed. 

His  end  was  Petrol. 

What  an  irony  of  circumstance  it  will 
be  if,  when  the  melancholy  day  arrives, 
Job  Masters  has  a  motor  funeral ! 


Commercial  Candour. 
From  a  bootmaker's  advertisement : 
WEAK!    12  HOURS'  EASE!" 
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THE   OEDEAL 


FIRE. 


DAME  ASQUITH.  "  HERE,  I  SAY,  YOU  'RE  COOKING  MY  PET  RIRD  !  " 

LAKSDOWNK.  "WELL,  MUM,  IF  HE'S  THE  PHCENIX  YOU  MAKE  HIM   OUT  TO  BE,  THAT   \V<>N  T 
111  UT   IUM.      HE'LL  RISE  FROM   JUS   ASHES." 
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ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED  FROM  THE  DIABT  OF  TOBY,  M.P. 

House  of  Lords,  Monday,  November  29. 
—Two  fine  speeches  to-night,  akin  in- 
asmuch that  each  was  grievously  handi- 
capped by  deplorable  infirmity  of  acous- 
tical properties  of  Chamber.  Difficult 
for  audience  to  follow  at  full  length 
some  eloquent  passages  in  Lord  MOHLEY  s 
stately  oration.  Lord  JAMES  in  this 
respect  even  less  successful. 

Enough  caught  to  make  it  clear  JAMES 
was  taking  another  important  step  in  a 
career  which  reflects  pride  upon  Engli-h 
P"lit.ical    life.      SARK    knew    him    fire 
thirty -six  years  ago  in  House  of  Com 
inons.     He  chummed  with  HAROOURT  or 
Front  Bench  below  Gangway.  Mr.  G.  wa 
still  Premier,  his  mighty  majority  won  a 
polls  in  1868  having  faded  to  nothing 
ness.    His  enemies  were  those  of  his  owi 
household.     None  more  artful  and  active 
than  his  two  young  friends  seated  below 
Gangway  on  his  right  hand.     Indisci 
pline  on  part  of  really  capable  followers 
had  its  not  unaccustomed  reward.     In 
recess  of  1873,  following  on  Prorogation 
of  a  Parliament  destined  never  to  mee 
again,   HAROOURT   was   made  Attorney 
General,  HENRY  JAMES  Solicitor. 

Must  Lave  been  strange  experience  for 


HKKRY  JAMES,  speaking  to-night  amic 
chi  ling  silence  of  his  later  love,  once  more 
to  win  the  cheers  of  representatives  oi 
Liberal  Party.  Temporary  severance 
from  men  he  has  worked  with  for  just 
upon  a  quarter  of  a  century  painful,  he 
admi'ted.  But  where  honest  conviction 
compels  he  is  inflexible  in  obeying  its 
impulse.  Neither  private  friendship 
nor  promise  of  personal  aggrandisement 
influences  him. 

'Ihere  was  a  time,  midway  in  his 
care,  r,  when  the  greatest  prize  of  his 
profession  was  within  his  grasp.  Had 
he  only  stood  by  his  old  chief  when  in 
1880  Mr.  ( !.  unfurled  the  Home  Rule  Flu-, 
the  Woolsack  was  his.  But,  though  for 
HENRY  01*'  NAVARRE  Paris  may  have  been 
w.  Till  a  Mass,  for  HENRY  JAMES  the  Lord 
Chancellorship  was  worth  naught  com- 
pared with  the  treasure  of  an  unsullied 
conscience.  While  still  in  the  prime 
of  life  he  deliberately  fell  out  from  the 
race  for  office.  Now,  at  another  critical 
epoch,  conviction  forces  upon  him  seve- 
rance from  long-time  political  friends. 

Business  done. — LAXSIWWNK'S  amend- 
ment to  Finance  Bill  further  debated. 

Tuesday. — At  half-past  eleven  CREWE 
having  made  an  end  of  speaking,  House 
presented  a  scene  beheld  only  half-a- 
dozen  times  in  half  a  century.  Looking 
down  upon  it,  one  was  chiefly  struck  by 
the  superb  reticence,  of  our  Old  Nobility. 
Here  they  were  lighting  for  their  Icgis- 
lative  lives.  Within  half-an-hour  they 
would  take  an  irretrievable  step  fateful 
0  themselves.  Yet  there  was  no  sign 


'DEATH-BED  THREW.  " 


of  turbulent  emotion,  no  cheers  or 
counter-cheers,  such  as  would  have  runj 
forth  in  the  Commons  had  analogous 
provocation  presented  itself. 

Chamber  more  crowded  even  than  on 
opening  night  of  debate.  Every  bench 
on  either  side  occupied.  Late  comers 
stood  p;icked  together  shoulder  to 
shoulder  in  tho  space  behind  and  flank- 
ing the  Woolsack,  just  as  if  they  were 
mere  Commoners  thronging  the  Bar. 
Privy  Councillors  were  wedged  in  behind 
the  rail  that  marks  off  the  steps  of  the 
Throne.  Difficult  to  say  where  the 
throng  of  upstanding  Peers  terminated 
ind  where  the  Privy  Councillors  began. 
It  seemed  to  be  all  one  crowd. 

In  the  front  centre,  only  partially 
guarded  by  the  sanctuary  of  the 
Woolsack,  sat  the  LORD  CHANCELLOR, 
submerged  in  the  unwonted  tide  of 
lumanity.  But  for  his  full-bottome  I 
wig,  a  patch  of  light  grey  set  in  the 
mass  of  black  coats,  his  presence  would 
not  have  been  recognised. 

Round  the  side  galleries,  continuing 
the    length  of    tho  seldom   bwMBtod 
seats  behind  the  canopy  of  tho  Throne, 
vas  flung  a  garland  of  fair  women.     For 
he  most  part  they  added  colour  and 
>rillianco  to  the  scene   by  the  dainty 
lues  of  evening  dress  and  the  sparkle  of 
diamonds.      Some,   taking    their    seats 
when  debate  opened  at  half-past  four, 
till  wore  their  morning  dress. 

CREWE  spoke  for  an  hour  and  a  half. 
A  stern  sense  of  duty  led  him  to  review 
he  arguments  forand  against  the  Budget 
Jill.     The  effort  not  nearly  so  eff 
as  his  first  utterance  in  the    historic 
debate. 

I  beg   to  move,"   he  then  said 


in 


response  to  the  voice  of  the  Clerk  at  the 


whi),  citing  the  Order  of  Business, 
cmarkcd  "  Finance  Bill  ;  second  read- 


What  waa  the  use  at  this  time  of 
night,  or  indeed  at  any  time  during  the 
past  nine  days,  of  defending  the  Budget 
in  detail?  It  was  stillborn  when  laid 
on  the  Table  of  the  House ;  the  sooner 
it  was  buried  the  sooner  to  fleep. 
Happily,  if  the  first  hour  of  CREWE'S 
harangue  was  undeniably  dull,  the  last 
half-hour  made  amends  by  its  polished 
irony.  The  half-hour  would  have  amply 
sufficed. 

A  murmur  of  applause  from  the 
back  benches  followed  his  sitting  down. 
LORD  CHAXCEIXOR  putting  the  qn 
for  the  Second  Itaiding  of  Budget  Mill 
in  curiously  business  voice,  a  faint  cry 
of  "  Content ! "  rose  on  his  right. 

"  Thoric  that  are  of  the  contrary  opinion 
say  '  Not  content ! ' ' 

There  was  nothing  approaching  a  roar 
from  the  serried  ranks  of  the  Opposition 
3.00  strong.  Still  there  was  no  d<ml>t 
Non-contents  had  it,  and  tho  LORD 
CHANCELLOR,  not  mincing  matters,  amid 
so. 

In  the  Commons,  when  divi*!<>n  takes 
place  upon  motion  made  fiom  Treasury 
Bench,  SPEAKER  invariably  dtvlans  that 
'the  Ayes  have  it."  In  this  n^ptvt  the 
Lords  have  the  a  U.int.i:,'  •  in  the  uiatu-r 
>f  admission  of  actual  fact. 

Odds     overwhelmingly    against     tin- 
Hill.     The  forlorn  hope  gallantly  icd  by 
./'HEWE  resolved  to  die  lighting.    Pn 
challenged,    tho    crou'i    slowly    moved 
owards  the  Bar  that  gave  exit  to  1 1 
obby.      So  dense  was    the  thiong   it 
denied  it  \\uuld  never  -ijueezo  through. 
But  no  one  was  in  a  hurry.     Tim 
lind  refrained  from  cr\  ii  ird  ! " 

Those  in  front  were  too  well  bred  i 
Back!" 

Tho     faithful     few    supporting    the 
Government  kept  their  seats  f>r  fully 
en   minut>  s   after   the    opposing    host 
to  melt  away  by  the  Bar.     Why 
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"  I  am  not  aware  that  these  abstract  resolu- 
tions encourage  anybody,  and  I  am  sure  they 
do  not  frighten  anybody." 

should  they  hurry  ?  There  was  room 
and  to  spare  in  the  Aye  Lobby,  through 
which  they  would  presently  stroll  at 
leisure. 

The  Primate,  quitting  his  corner  seat 
below  the  Gangway,  turned  sharp  to  the 
left ;  looked  as  if  he  were  going  out  to 
swell  the  scanty  numbers  supporting 
the  Second  Reading.  Halting  by  steps 
of  Throne,  he  took  sanctuary  within 
neutral  quarter.  Finding  at  hand  the 
familiar  rail  reminiscent  of  the  altar 
enclosure  in  another  place,  he  laid  his 
hands  upon  it  and  regarded  the  moving 
scene.  As  he  stood  there,  with  gold 
cross  gleaming  on  his  white  robe,  he 
looked  as  if  he  were  about  to  say  a  few 
words  1o  hia  dearly  beloved  brethren. 
He  refrained,  and  from  this  coign  of 
vantage  heard  the  figures  of  the  Division 
announced  —  For  the  Second  Reading, 
75 ;  against,  350. 

So  the  Budget  upon  which  the  Com- 
mons spent  seven  months'  hard  labour 
finally  sank  into  the  abyss.  No  shout 
of  triumph  rose  from  the  victorious  host ; 
no  groan  of  despair  testified  to  the  dolour 
of  the  defeated.  Just  a  buzz  of  conver- 
sation as  Noble  Lords,  unused  to  the 
exercise,  tried  to  work  out  in  mental 
arithmetic  the  little  sum  setting  forth 
the  precise  majority. 

The  day's  work  was  done  ;  midnight 
boomed  from  Big  Ben  ;  thing  was  to  go 
off  homo  to  bed  ;  which  Noble  Lords 
proceeded  to  do. 

Business  done. — The  Budget's. 

House  of  Commons,  Thursday. — On 
Tuesday  Lords  flung  down  gauntlet. 
This  afternoon  Commons  pick  it  up, 
amid  outbreak  of  enthusiasm  in  Minis- 


terial camp  unprecedented  during  ex- 
istence of  present  House. 

Great  muster  of  Members,  overflowing 
into  side  galleries.  Strangers  throng 
benches  allotted  to  them,  some  sitting 
in  couples  on  Gangway  steps.  Peers 
crowd  their  gallery,  sitting  silent, 
apparently  unabashed  whilst  PREMIER 
utters  a  few  plain  words  on  their  recent 
conduct. 

Nearly  two-score  Questions  on  Paper. 
Put  and  answered  amid  buzz  of  ani- 
mated conversation  that  made  their 
purport  unintelligible.  Presently  a 
rousing  cheer  burst  forth.  Members 
below  Gangway  on  Ministerial  side 
sprang  to  their  feet  waving  hands  and 
hats.  It  was  a  greeting  to  ASQUITIC  enter- 
ing blushing  from  behind  SPEAKER'S 
Chair. 

A  moment  later  another  cheer  from 
benches  opposite  heralded  the  approach 
of  PRINCE  ARTHUR.  The  champions  must 
have  encountered  each  other  at  the 
private  entrance  behind  the  Chair.  Pro- 
bably halted  to  talk  for  a  moment  about 
the  weather. 

At  ten  minutes  past  three  PREMIER 
discovered  standing  at  Table.  Again  a 
storm  of  cheering  rose  and  fell.  Open- 
ing sentences  indicated  fine  fighting 
form.  Speaking  in  louder  tone  than 
customary,  with  added  deliberation,  he 
drove  home  the  charge  embodied  in  the 
Resolution  he  was  about  to  submit, 
"  That  the  action  of  the  House  of  Lords 
in  refusing  to  pass  into  law  the  financial 
provisions  of  this  House  for  the  service 
of  the  year  is  a  breach  of  the  Constitu- 
tion and  a  usurpation  of  the  rights  of 
the  Commons." 

Salvos  of  cheering  punctuated  his 
sentences.  They  reverberated  from  all 
sections  of  Ministerialists.  For  once 
British  Liberals,  Labour  Members,  and 
Irish  Nationalists  are  united  against  a 
common  enemy,  represented  by  the 
quiet-looking,  evidently  amiable  gentle- 
men seated  in  the  Peers'  Gallery, 


MR.  HAROLD  Cox  LISTENS  TO  THE  OLD,  OLD 
STOUT. 


MR.  BALFOUR'S  SPEECH  HAS  A  DISASTROUS 

EFFECT   ON   MB.   JvEIR  HARDIE's   LEFT  LEO. 

presently  to  be  butchered  to  make  a 
Socialist  holiday. 

PRINCE  ARTHUR'S  appearance  on  scene 
an  agreeable  surprise  for  both  sides. 
Reported  he  would  not  be  able  to  leave 
the  room  to  which  for  some  days  he  has 
been  confined  by  sickness.  But  if  there 
is  fighting  to  the  fore  he  is  not  the  kind 
of  man  to  keep  out  of  the  front  line.  So 
he  came,  and  if  his  speech  fell  below 
the  level  at  which  it  invariably  ilows 
the  House  recognised  the  cause  and 
sympathised  with  the  plucky  sick  man 
accordingly. 

Business  done. — Resolution  vindicat- 
ing Privilege  of  Commons  carried  by 
349  against  134. 

Friday. — Prorogation  preliminary  to 
Dissolution. 

A  Bridge  Problem  in  The.  Westminster 
Gazette : 

"  Y  deals  and  leaves  it  to  Z  who  declares 
hearts.  .  .  .  /Vs  (dummy's)  hand  was :  Hearts, 
5,  4,  3  .  .  ." 

The  great  question  is  whether  Y,  having 
executed  justice  upon  his  partner,  may 
plead  the  unwritten  law. 

"A  small  piece,  rather  indistinct  in  form  and 
colour,  as  t.:e  name,  '  Refit ts  sur  I'eau,'  indi- 
cates, by  Debussy,  completed  the  programme." 

It  sounds  even  more  indistinct  than 
DEBUSSY'S  "  Reflets  sur  I'eau." 


"Mr.  Pound  still  hugs  lii.-.  affectations.  .  .  . 
We  are  afraid,  however,  that  affectation  will 
overwhelm  everything  else  in  the  long  run 
unl<  ss  Mr.  Pound  bewares." — Evening  Standard. 

The  writer  should  keep  on  bewaring  too. 


•.II1KI1    K,     I'.MI'I.' 
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QUESTIONS    FOR    THE    "BOOK    OF    ETIQUETTE. 


U'HEK  A  msTiMirisiin)   J'Viaai.sr.i:.  wim   i>  vom   GIKST,  AFTER  HAVIKO   PEPPERED  A  BEATER    mm.  TOOR  rivormc  DOO    AND  M  IL-I  i 

Ml,,|    YOURSELF,   CLAIMS    All.    YOfI!    PIRLS,   AXD  PROCKEHS    TO   OATTTFR  THEM  -WHAT  (WITHOUT  TRAXRORBSIXC  TOT   UW8    Of   BOSMTA1.ITT)  f-l 

\  <  (IT    IK*  NEXT  ; 


THE  9.43  A.M. 

"  I'IIK  bathroom  pipe  is  leaking  again,1' 
said  the  business  m  m's  wife  at  break- 
fast :  "  I  wish,  dear,  you  'd  rail  at  (he 
plumber's  on  your  way  to  tin-  station." 
Tne  business  man  glanced  at  the  clock. 
He  caught,  (lie  9.43  every  morning.  It 
wa.-  now  D.20,  and  tlie  plumber's  was 
n"t  on  his  \vay  to  the  station,  but  hn 
hundred  \anU  further  on;  still,  the 
businc.-s  man  had  only  been  married 
three  months,  HO  ho  smiled  and  nodded 
and  said  lie  shoul  1  have  to  run  for  it. 

Old  Mr.  Jones  from  lower  down  the 
road  saw  him  shoot  by  as  he-  came  out  of 
liis  gate.  Mr.  Jonc.-  was  also  on  hi.-  way 
;o  the  small  suburban  station,  lleal-o 
travelled  by  the  H.4j,  and  lie  beeam  • 
ronbled.  He  looked  at  his  watch  but 
distrusted  it,  and  remembered  all  the 
watchmaker  had  ,-iid  when  he  'Mr. 
fanes)  recently  declined  to  bolieve  it 
wanted  cleaning.  Mr.  Jones  wa-  a 
X)rtly  pers.m.  but  h  •  had  a  pa-.-ion  for 
ninctnality,  and  he  began  to  run.  It 
was  his  rule,  and  he  never  broke  it,  to 
jive  the  crossing  sweeper  at  the  rorner 


a  penny  every  morning,  and  to-day  ii 
his  hurry  he  gave  him  hnlf-a-crown  bj 
mistake. 

When   young  Robinson,  also  bourn 
for  the  0.43,  saw  Mr.  Jours  running,  he 
knew  the  old  gentleman  would  not  risk 
apoplexy  or  an  aneurism  if  there  were 
any   time   to  spare.      So  gripping   his 
pipe   in   the  corner  of    his   mould    lu 
started    after    his    pulling    leader   at    : 
young  gallop.     Taking  the  corner  at  i 
slurp  angle  he  collided  with  the  butcher 
coming  for  morning  orders.     His  pipe 
shot  out  of  his  mouth  with  the  impact 
and  broke  in  fragments  on  (lie  pavement 
It   was  a  nicely  coloured  meerschaum. 
Its  owner  glanced  at  the  wreck,  and  ran 
on,  his  empty  lips  gibbering. 

Thirty  seconds  lat-T.  Mr.  Brown,  a 
pa.-ty-faced  stockbroker  with  a  per- 
manent frown,  turned  into  the  station 
road  and  ^a^v  young  Kohin-on,  his  daily 
travelling  companion,  sprinting  for  the 
train.  The  sight  deepened  the  furrow 
on  the  stockbroker's  brow,  and  \\- 
debated  how  the  leakage  of  time  ronld 
liavi-  occurred.  It  must  have  been  either 
when  he  broke  his  l>ootlare,  or  when  his 


wife  had  a-ked  him  for  a  cheque  and 
would  not  lake  "  No "  for  an  answer. 
In  any  case  he  started  jogging,  though 
he  felt  seedier  than  u-ual  thai  morning, 
and  jogging  was  particularly  painful. 

Five  other  men.  all  943  linbiluff, 
saw  him  running  and  caught  the  con- 
tagion. Two  typewriting  girls,  who 
always  ran  when  the  men  ran,  formwl 
the  t  til  of  the  procession,  and  scuttled 
gasping  on  to  the  pi  it  form  clutdiing 
their  sides  and  thoir  large  wo!>' 
head-gear. 

\Vln-u  the  husinc.-t  man  walked  calmly 
on  to  the  platform  al  (». l.l  he  wondered 
why  everybody  was  out  of  breath. 


A  lady  having  ordered  I'ari*  l-'ath'wn* 
over  the  telephone,  received  the  follow- 
ing answer  by  post  :— 

"Madam,  with  reference  to  jroar  order  fur 
Tariff  Passion,'  the  Chief  Office  adri*-  me 
hoy  an-  unable  to  bear  of  Uiii  work,  aid  I 
hould  br  glad  if  you  could  kindly  li-t  me  hare 
.ulili»hpr'»  name  and  addm*.  and  farther  rn- 
Icartmn  will  he  made  to  pro 

'he  book  should  be  written  at 

ay,  Virroitn  CROSS  and  Mr.  F.  F,.  SMITH. 
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AT  THE    PLAY. 

I. — "Tine  HOUSE  OPPOSITE." 
"  MURDERS,"  said  pretty  Mrs.  CaWiorpe 
in  the  Second  Act,  catching  my  eye 
across  the  footlights,  "  are  committed 
for  various  reasons,  but  four-fifths  of 
them,  I  believe,  from  sheer  boredom." 


"REPENTANCE  AT  LEISURE"  (IN  FACT  THROUGH 
THREE  ACTS). 

Richard  Cardyne MR.  H.  B.  IRVING. 

Mrs.  Rivers Miss  EVA  MOORE. 

Whereat  I  smiled  sheepishly,  put  back 
my  pocket-knife  and  gave  up  wondering 
how  to  get  at  them  over  the  orchestra. 
Obviously  I  was  discovered  .... 

The  story  of  The  House  Opposite  is  a 
well-known  one.  Richard  Cardyne  sees 
from  Mrs.  Rivers'  room,  at  2.30  A.M.,  the 
figure  of  a  dark  and  sinister  man  lit  up 
in  the  window  across  the  street.  The 
man  carries  a  dagger,  and  Cardyne, 
watching  him  steal  into  the  best  bed- 
room with  it,  comments,  "  Odd,  very 
odd."  Some  people  would  have  thought 
even  more  of  it.  On  the  same  afternoon 
the  Permanent  Under-Secretary  of  the 
Home  Department  (whoss  jpb  I  had 
never  properly  understood  before)  con- 
sults the  Riyltt  Hon.  Henr;/  Rivers 
(ex-Home  Secretary)  about  a  knotty 
murder  which  has  taken  place  at  the 
house  opposite  in  the  early  hours  of  the 
morning.  Cardyne  is  calling  too,  and 
when  he  hears  that  an  aged  housekeeper, 
Ann  Carey,  has  been  arrested  on  sus- 
picion, he  realises  that  he  has  dropped 
right  into  the  middle  of  a  Hard  Case. 
He  cannot  give  evidence  that  the  mur- 
derer was  a  man  without  also  giving 
evidence  that  Mrs.  Rivers  is  an  unfaith- 
ful wife.  What  shall  R.  C.  do  ? 

Richard  was  a  bad  man,  but  he  drew 
the  line  at  letting  an  innocent  woman 
die.  lie  decides  to  wait  until  the  last 
possible  moment — that  is,  until  Ann 


Carey  has  been  condemned  to  death  and 
the  petition  for  her  reprieve  has  been 
refused — and  then  to  reveal  what  he  saw 
through  the  window.  He  waits,  in  fact, 
ten  weeks ;  and  if  Mrs.  Rivers,  whose 
emotions  we  are  allowed  to  witness, 
suffered  a  good  deal  in  that  time,  I 
think  it  may  safely  be  said  that  Ann 
Carey,  whom  we  never  saw  at  all, 
suffered  even  more.  However,  it  is  only 
at  actual  death  that  Richard  draws  the 
line.  Well,  the  last  day  having  arrived, 
Cardyne  and  Mrs.  Rivers  prepare  to  inter- 
vene. It  is  arranged  that  the  latter 
shall  first  tell  every  tiling  to  her  husband. 
The  Right  Hon.  'llenry  Rivers,  K.C., 
M.P.,  is  very  busy  with  his  evening 
paper  when  his  wife  begins  her  con- 
fession, and  at  the  end  of  it  he  looks  up 
and  apologises :  "  I  'm  sorry,  dear  ; 
what  were  you  saying  ?  "  Just  as  she 
is  about  to  tell  him  again,  he  drops 
his  paper  and  says  casually  that,  by  the 
way,  if  he  might  interrupt  a  moment, 
and  knowing  how  interested  she  had 
been,  the  real  murderer  at  the  house 
opposite  has  been  discovered,  and  it  was 
a  man ! 

And  there  you  have  the  final  situa- 
tion. Her  own  confession  was,  after  all, 
unnecessary.  Has  he  heard  it?  Will 
she  ever  know  how  much  he  knows? 

Or  will  he But  he  comes  back  again 

for  a  final  word  before  the  curtain 
descends,  and  makes  it  fairly  plain  (I 
think)  that  he  has  both  heard  and  for- 
given. 

I  have  hinted  that  there  were  moments 
of  sheer  boredom,  and  when  I  tell  you 
that  this  story  was  spread  over  four 
Acts,  you  will  understand.  At  least 
three  characters  were  dragged  on  in 
order  to  fill  up  time ;  and  to  one  of  them, 
Mr.  Stuart  Fillerby,  I  owe  an  apology. 
Mr.  Fillerby  was  a  dark  young  man  who 
defended  Ann  Carey  over  the  tea-cups 
with  great  eagerness,  saying  that  he 
knew  she  was  innocent.  Well,  that 
looked  very  suspicious  and  I  really 
thought  then  that  I  had  found  a  clue 
....  But  no,  nothing  came  of  it. 

Miss  EVA  MOORE  as  Mrs.  Rivers  played 
a  very  trying  and  emotional  part  in  a 
very  able  way,  but  somehow  I  can  never 
quite  believe  in  her.  The  evening 
showed  her  to  be  an  ideal  actress  rather 
than  a  real  Home  Secretary's  wife.  Mr. 
H.  B.  IRVING  made  an  excellent  Cartlync. 
Cardyne  had  an  enormous  success  with 
women,  but  his  love-making  on  the 
stage  to  Mrs.  Calthorpe  was  (for  an  es- 
tablished Don  Juan)  a  most  inept  per- 
formance. Yet  Mr.  IRVING  made  it  seem 
almost  credible.  Mr.  HERBERT  WARING 
as  usual  gets  all  that  is  to  be  got  out  of 
his  part.  Only  to  see  him  look  at  his 
watch  on  the  stage  is  a  joy  to  me  ; 
there  is  nobody  else  who  can  put  half 
as  much  into  this  impressive  piece  of 
business. 


II. — "LITTLE  MRS.  CUMMIN." 

I  have  been  reading  what  I  said  in 
these  pages  three  years  ago  about  The 
Eijlamore  Portraits,  the  novel  by  Mrs. 
MANN  from  which  RICHARD  PRYCE  has 
adapted  Little  Mrs.  Cummin.  It  seems 
(if  I  may  say  so,  for  want  of  a  second 


GETTING  HEB  THINGS  TOGETHER. 

Mrs.  Cummin Miss  LOTTIE  VKNNK. 

Clarence  Eylamore  .  .  MR.  KENNETH  DOUGLAS. 

opinion)  to  have  been  a  remarkably 
able  review. 

"Juliet,"  I  wrote,  "is  delightfully 
drawn  ;  the  most  lifelike  heroine  1  have 
ever  met."  I  was  right;  but  not  until 
I  had  the  pleasure  of  seeing  sweet  Miss 
MARIE  Loiw  play  the  part  did  I  realise 
fully  how  delightful  Juliet  was. 

"  Clarence,"  I  said,  '  had  a  habit  of 
setting  his  under  teeth  below  his  upper  " 
— (of  course  I  was  quoting  Mrs.  MANN. 
She  must  see  now  that  it  would  be 
absurd  to  set  them  above) — "and  pro- 
jecting his  lower  lip  when  angry.  I 
found  myself  doing  this  all  through  the 
book  with  Clarence— I  suppose  one  gets 
into  itatlast."  My  doubt  was  justified  ; 
one  never  gets  into  it.  Mr.  KKNNKIII 
DOUGLAS,  like  a  wise  man,  did  not  do  it 
once  last  Thursday.  I  suppose  he  had 
discovered  the  difficulty  of  it  during 
rehearsals. 

"  She  (Mrs.  MANN)  should  not  have  let 
the  mother-in-law  die,"  I  ended.  "  One 
has  no  time  to  get  in  the  mood  for  it, 
hateful  though  that  person  was."  Ah, 
but  how  true  that  is ;  for  in  the  new 
stage  version  the  mother-in-law  doesn't 
die  !  However,  I  cannot,  I  am  afraid, 
claim  this  as  the  result  of  my  criticism. 
It  is  obviously  the  result  of  asking  Mi.-s 
LOTTIE  VENNE  to  play  the  part  of  Juliet's 
mother.  And  shall  Miss  LOTTIE  die? 
Not  for  forty  thousand  Mrs.  MANNS,  or 
we  11  know  the  reason  why. 

Yet  my  review,  I  confess  modestly, 
was  not  llawless — the  mistake  was  in 
the  last  sentence.  How  could  I  have 
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called  Mrs.  Cummin  hateful?  Exas- 
perating she  was,  certainly.  That  she 
nearly  broke  up  Clarence's  happy  home 
I  admit.  But  no  one  who  has  had 
the  joy  of  seeing  Miss  VENNE  play  the 
inother-in-law  will  call  her  hateful. 

All  young  couples  should  go  to  the 
Playhouse  to  see  this  jolly  little  farce  of 
newly-macried  life.  And  old  persons 
ami  single  persons  may  go  too— to  see 
some  extremely  good  acting,  not  only 
from  the  delightful  people  I  have  men- 
tioned already,  but  also  from  the  sis 
other  players  in  the  cast. 

The  Visit,  (by  the  same  authors)  pre- 
ceded Little  Mrs.  Cummin.  It  is  a 
pathetic  story,  intentionally  full  of  farcical 
moments,  and  some  of  us  didn't  quite 
know  whether  we  were  supposed  to 
laugh  at  them  or  not.  I  think  perhaps 
it  is  better  to  keep  the  laughter  for  the 
later  piece.  You  don't  want  to  grow 
too  fat.  .  M- 

What  they  do  with  our  little  ones. 

"The    commit! liv'nlr'l    I"    I  rnnanrutly 

amal^amat:-  tlir  cliiUhvn  Xroni  Cove  to  liolham 
daily  iu  a  van."—  IIV*/?ni  Vorning  AVioo. 


HOW  A  HERO  DINED. 

(With  atknmdca'gmeiits  to  "  The  Daily  Heat.") 
THE  Budget  was  being  assassinated. 
But  how  did  its  outraged  author  fare  on 
that  momentous  evening?  I  will  tell 
you.  Whilst  the  massacre  was  in  pro- 
[ress  he  was  sitting  quietly  in  an  or- 
Jinary  Strand  restaurant,  where  I  had 
the  inestimable  good  fortune  (owing  U> 
the  fact  that  the  seat  opposite  to  him 
was  vacant)  of  being  his  vis-a-vit  at 
dinner.  I  could  not  take  my  eyes  off 
the  man :  I  was  fascinated.  I  thought 


The  fish  passed,  and  he  came  to  the 
meat  He  had  no  evening  wear,  but  was 
quietly,  plainly  dresseJ,  a  man  of  Un- 
people, without  characteristic  eccentri- 
cities, unadorned  by  rings  or  other 
fopperies  of  elegance.  He  took  salt :  he 
sipped  his  wine.  And  meanwhile  tlio 
Budget  was  being  done  to  death  in  cold 
blood.  Yet  there  was  nothing  to  indi- 
cate in  his  manner  the  tremendous  laraea 
for  him  and  for  England  that  were 
about  to  be  decided. 

And  now  the  meal  was  over:  he  1 
cigar,  he  .ailed  for  the  waiter,  he  paid 
his  hill.     He  was  ir. me.     And  thu«  lived 


His  ma  Hashed  fire,  his  long  h.nr 
covered  his  collar  (its  size  I  could  not 
gauge)  at  the  back.  I  thought  of 

BnOM,    of    SlIELLEY,    of    St.    FRAHO1S    of 

Assisi,  of  COJ.TUCIW,  of  YOSIILDA  TORAJIKO. 


"  It  wag  a  Runian  tm»lauao  ol  Duma'* 
Dame  aui  Cameliaa.1  "-Knm*  »"* 
So  that  'a  how  the  Russian  Duma 
itself. 
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OUR    BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By  Mr.  Punch's  Staff  of  Learned  Clerks.} 

The  Letters  of  John  Stuart  Blackic  (BLACK  WOOD),  addressed 
to  his  wife  and  edited  by  his  nephew,  ARCHIBALD  STODART 
WALKER,  make  delightful  reading.     One  is  admitted  to  the 
intimacy  of  a  brilliant  mind  confiding  its  impressions  on 
daily  life  to  a  sympathetic  companion.     The  letters  have  all 
the  breezy  frankness  that  marked  BLACKIE'S  conversation,  and 
cc:asionally  disconcerted   individuals   among   the   company 
favoured  by  it.     He  came  in  touch  with  most  of  the  leading 
lights   in   Literature,    Politics   and   Scholarship    illumining 
the   last   half    of    the    nineteenth   century.    GLADSTONE,  the 
Iat3    Duke  of    ARGYLL,   TENNYSON,   BREWSTER,  JOHN    BRIGHT 
(whom   he   greatly  admired),    BROWNING,    BUXSE\,   CARLYLE, 
Lord  DUFFERIN,  Dr.  GUTIIRIE,  HENRY  IRVING,  JOWETT,  K  ING- 
LA  KK,  CHARLES  KINGSLEY,  LECKY,  NORMAN  McLEoo,  THEODORE 
MARTIN,  Lord    I?OSEBERY  —  these  are  some  of  his  associates, 

n    0-flhrvv  which    in    combination    of  vnrietv  rmd    brilli.'mr-p   it. 

credulity.  "Boys,"  we  are  told,  "will  be  boys,"  and  cer- 
tainly I,  for  one,  look  to  remain  in  that  happy  and  primitive 
state  as  long  as  CIUIU.ES  TI:RLEY  continues  to  retard  the  work 
of  Time  by  that  alchemy  of  which  he  holds  the  secret. 

There  is  a  Provencal  form  of  wit  known  as  a  yalnjeadi  —  so 
I  learn  from  The  Diverting  Adventures  of  Maurin,  translated 
from  the  French  of  M.  JEAN  AICARD  by  Mr.  ALFRED  AI.LINSON 
(LANE)  —  and  its  acquaintance  is  a  good  thing  to  make.  It 
involves,  in  a  way,  the  same  kind  of  notion  as  pulling  a 
person's  leg.  One  can  give  a  brief  instance  which  suggests 
sonu  thing  of  the  idea.  The  phrase  "JIOJH  de  pas  Dicu" 
is  a  favourite  expletive  among  Provencals  who  want,  so  to 
say,  to  swear  in  fun.  The  negative  pas  neutralises  1  lie  oath 
from  the  moral  aspect,  but  the  Devil,  who  is  on  the  look-out 
for  such  lapses,  doesn't  realise  until  the  words  are  out  of 
your  mouth  that  you  are  not  really  swearing  at  all.  and  he 
finds  himself  sold.  There  are  a  good  many  more  gali'ijcudi-s 
in  the  story  of  Maurin.  Maurin  is  one  of  these  happy-go- 

liu'lcv  fpllnwx  wlm  Irnnw  evorv  infh  of  thr>  miint.rvairlA  rmrl 

would  be  difficult  to 
excel.  Among  many 
gifts  BLACKIE  possessed 
one  that  enable:!  him, 
sometimes  in  a  single 
sentence — he  rarely  took 
more  than  three  —  to 
draw  a  living  picture  of 
a  man  or  woman.  The 
portrait  was  complete, 
not  only  in  respect  of 
personalappearance,  but 
also  of  character  and 
intellect.  It  is  tempting 
to  quote,  but  the  har- 
vest is  rich  and,  re- 
garded as  a  granary, 
the  Booking -Office  is 
small.  The  gentle 
reader  is  bidden  to  go 
a-gleaning  for  himself. 
He  will  not  regret  the 
enterprise. 


I  hesitate  to  describe 
Godfrey  Marten,  School- 
boy, as  a  classic,  lest  to  - — 
certain  minds  the  term  should  convey  an  odious  sugges- 
tion of  XENOPHON  and  C^SAR  (J.) ;  but  I  may  safely  say 
that  no  book  has  ever  dealt  more  faithfully  with  the  open- 
ing years  of  public-school  life,  and  that  any  work  from  the 


can  guarantee  you  fine 
sport  with  your  gun  if 
you  are  in  their  good 
books;  who  have  a  fund 
of  humour  mingled  with 
a  shrewd  commonsense 
which  is  valuable  to 
more  people  than  care 
to  own  it ;  who  have  a 
rare  liking  for  a  bright 
eye;  and  who  lead  the 
gendarmerie  the  deuce 
of  a  dance  and  yet 
always  come  out  top- 
dog  because  they  have 
everybody's  sympathy. 
To  some  extent  the  type 
is  existent  in  England, 
but  I  doubt  whether  it 
could  ever  attain  the 
perfection  which  it 
reaches  in  the  atmo- 
sphere which  M.  AICARD 
reproduces. 

In  Airy  Nothings 
(ELK IN  MATHEWS),  a 
volume  as  modest  in  size  as  intille,  JESSIE  PorE  justifies  the 
many  critics  who  recognised  the  high  claims  of  her  first 
volume  of  light  verse.  Neat  and  nimble  and  fluent  as  ever, 
she  has  now  gained  that  command  of  technique  which  makes 


HOME    HOBBIES    IN    THE    MIDDLE    AGES. 
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pen   of   its   delightful  author,  CHARLES   TUHLEY,  is   assured  I  a  most  difficult  art  appear  as  easy  as  the  shelling  of  peas.     A 


beforehand  of  a  wide  welcome  amongst  boys,  young  and 
old.  If  in  The  Minvern  Brothers  (NELSON)  he  has  not  achieved 
quite  such  a  tour  de  force  as  in  Godfrey  Marten,  where  he 
succeeded  brilliantly  in  the  perilous  task  of  making  the  school- 
boy tell  his  own  story,  Mr.  TUHLEY'S  hand  has  lost  none  of 
its  cunning.  There  is  the  same  variety  of  types,  the  same 
sense  of  character,  the  same  fidelity  to  life.  Those  who 
know  his  work  need  not  be  told  that  he  has  no  use  for  the 
rather  morbid  sentimentality  of  the  little-hero-business  which 
delighted  a  former  generation.  It  is  enough  for  him  to  keep 
our  sympathies  always  unconsciously  on  the  side  of  whatever 
makes  for  the  right  public-school  spirit ;  beyond  that  he 
never  moralises.  Naturally  our  interest  is  strongest  in  the 
earlier  and  more  irresponsible  period,  while  these  twin 
brothers  were  still  going  through  the  plastic  stages  of 
development ;  but  our  attention  is  held  to  the  end,  and  that, 
too,  by  a  story  that  seldom  goes  outside  every-day  life,  and 
only  includes  such  adventures  as  put  no  strain  upon  our 


very  gentle  satirist,  her  shafts  are  never  barbed,  but  they 
always  arrive  if  she  wants  them  to.  Among  women  writers 
in  this  kind  she  still  has  no  rival ;  and,  if  the  rest  of  her  sex 
had  her  sense  of  humour,  I  should  be  tempted  to  join  in 
the  cry  of  "Votes  for  Women,"  knowing  full  well  that  we 
others  would  be  safe  in  their  hands.  Meanwhile  1  commend 
this  little  volume  to  all  who  can  appreciate  a  clean  and  pretty 
wit  when  they  sea  it ;  and  am  glad  that  these  "  airy  nothings  " 
have  been  fixed  in  so  pleasant  a  "  habitation." 


"Big  Ben  was  tolling  the  hour  of  midnight.     For  hours  before  that 
the  House  of  Lords  had  throbbed  with  excitement." 

"  There  was  none  of  the  excitement  which  attends  a  critical  division 
in  the  House  of  Commons,  but  instead  an  air  of  stately  calm." 
When  the  historian  of  the  future  writes  about  the  Great 
Day,  he  will  be  glad  to  have  for  his  guidance  these  con- 
temporary extracts,  both,  by  the  way,  from  the  same  column 
of  27/e  Daily  Mail. 
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CHARIVARIA. 

Tin.   Kight    Honourable  Ll/>M.  <: 
lias  referred  to  hi>  opponents  M  "crimi- 
nal.-."    Well,  they  certainly  seem  to  1* 
doing  tlii-ir    best  to   get    into   ;i   'I'arifl 

Kel'ui  matciry.  *  * 

A  correspondent  writes  to  The  Olmcircr 
complaining  of  the  uncomfortable  seat- 
in  tin-  Strangers' Gallery  in  the  House 

of  1/irds.  lie  suggests  that  they  should 
l.c  enveivd  \vitli  morocco  leather.  We 
understand,  however,  that  the  proprie- 
tors do  not  feel  justified  in  incurring 
any  outlay  at  a  moment  when  there  is 
some  uncertainty  as  to  who  would  reap 
the  lienelit  of  the  samp. 

V. 

We  have  sometimes  heard  of 
a  man's  heart  being  in  his  mouth. 
Tin-  (Utiaipir  \cirs  tells  us  of  a 
Btill  more  remarkable  phenome- 
non. The  Archbishop  of  YORK, 
our  contemporary  informs  us,  is 
"a  Caledonian  from  his  hend  to 

the   ,oul  of  his  feet," 
*  * 

The  improvement  in  Trade 
continues  to  spread.  The  type- 
founders are  now  working  over- 
time making  asterisks  in  order 
to  cope  with  the  huge  demand 
which  has  sprung  up  since  the 
action  of  the  I  ibraries  in  regard 
to  a  certain  type  of  fiction. 

"  Blue  is  a  trying  hue  for  most 
men,"  says  Men's  UYrir.  Certain 
novelists  are  now  finding  this 
particularly  true. 

Meanwhile,  the  report  that  a 
powerful  syndicate  of  writers  of 
pernicious  novels  is  about  to 
found  a  new  library  to  be  known 
as  Muddie's  is  declared  to  be 
premature.  *  * 

The  expert  committee  of   the 


finding  room  in  our  homes   fur  so  in  my 
piccaninnies.       A    packer    has    pwiilhr 

adv. in!  »   » 

A''l --.itherle.-s  lr;ither"<-xhil)itiou  iato 
be  held  at  the  Eii.-taei-  Mil,  -  Restaurant 
to  prove  that  it  is  possible  to  do  without 


you  a  few  facto,"  said  Mr.  Lu>vn  UKOMB 
at  Carnarvon.  No  apology  was  needed. 
Any  change  in  this  direction  is  always 
welc"  *  • 

Mr.  .V •(-.:.  Hi  \i"V,  the  LiU-r.il  candi- 
date r»r  North  Norfolk,  baa  acknowledged 


animal  skins.      We  wonder  whether  any  '  that  h-  hold*  »>(.),< MtU  worth  of  stock  in 
other  eating-houses  will  take  up  the  id.  a 


and  hang  out  a  noli 

"NOTHING  LIKK  M.MIIMI  "  '( 

LIAB! 
TRY  OUR  STEAKS  AVI>  CHOPS. 

*    * 

An  except ionaHy  cold  Christmas  is 
pn-dicte  1,  and  The  Etareg»,  which  is 
always  up-to-date,  publishes  a  timely 


Ml*lrc*»   "  THERE,  EMMA,  THAT  '«  uow  TIIK  aunts**  .-non  n  ....." 

Keir  Moiil.    "  YKS,  'M,   YES.      YOU   SEE    I'VE  NEVER     IIVKI.    IX    \ 
FAMILY    BEFORE." 


i    111.       C  A  UCl  t      v.^»u»ll     LHVV       v^i  .  _  _ 

Kaiser  Friedrich  Museum  appointed  to  'arlicle,  _"  How^  to  enlist   in    (lie    I/mdon 

•  •      ,  j.l__  _.*.! «"'*..      f*t      ill..      I*  1 1*< t    l\i*i  rffifltf* 


*** 


enquire   into    the    authenticity   of   the   Fire  Brigade. 

Klma   I. ust  are  rather  hard  on  their  own 

institution.      They   declare  the  bust  to       We  cannot  help  thinking  that  people 

be  one  of  the  most  notable  acquisitions  are  jumping  to  hasty  conclusions 


of  the  Prussian  collection. 

*  * 

Suggested  names  for  the  two  little 
Polar  Bears  who  have  just  been  born  at 
the  Xoo  (only  they  must  promise  not  to 
quarrel)  :  —  Peary  and  Cook. 

'•  It  i-  not  every  man,"  says  Tlie  Great 


It'iiliciiii 


-i  M,  "who   can 


boast  of  a  family  of  the  size  pos-. 
by  a  packer  in  the  company's  service  at 
Tauntou  whose  wife,  recently  gave  birth 
to  her  twenty-third  child."  But  then 
the  (/.  U".  R.  M.  must  remember  that 
most  of  us  would  have  a  difficulty  in 


they  infer,  from  a  statement  made  by 
some  Eskimos  to  the  effect  that  one  day 
they  saw  awhile  house  fall  from  the  sky 
to  the  ground,  that  this  wa-  ANPI:I'K'S 
balloon.  It  may  merely  prove  that 
there  are  jerry-builders  in  Mar-. 

i.oVKRNMENT    BOOT    CONrRACTS  " 

is  a  heading  which  catches  our  eye  in  a 
newspaper.  We  are  not  surprised  that 
it  should  contract.  It  was  predicted 
that  unless  the  Budget  were  parsed  the 
shoe  would  pinch. 


a  brewery,  but  elates  that  this  does  not 
prevent  his  being  a  keen  temperance 
advocate.  It  i-  a  great  thing  to  be 
Liberal-minded. 

V 

A  lady  writes  to  The  l-'.^-frc**  asking 
parents,  guardians,  and  teacher*  to  send 
to  her  clever  sayings  of  children  for  a 
volume  which  she  in  preparing.  Since 
reading  this  our  elders  bring  out  a  note- 
j  book  whenever  we  speak,  and 
we  fear  we  are  becoming  horribly 
'iiscious. 

v 

A  notable  saying  of  the  week : 
The  Mayor  of  CAJUif.iwxi.  (at 
a  meeting  of  the  Camberwell 
Borough  Council) — "  I  will  have 
no  member  of  this  Council  called 
a  baboon."  Bravo,  Sir !  You 
show  a  very  proper  and  manly 
spirit 

"  Owner  of  Motor-car : '  \rl  tar  hare 
my  bill,  please.  I  're  had  some  In-  ml- 
and  cheise  and  a  «!««»  of  bitter. 
What  has  my  chauffeur  had  ? '  W.m.  r  : 
'  S  ,  ni  n  trout,  half  a  bottle  of  Mo-Hie, 
black  coffee,  and  a  cigar,  sir ! ' 

"  Owni'r  of  C'ar :  '  Let  me  hare  my 
hill,  jjiudf  I've  had  some  cheese 
.itiil  biscuit*,  anil  n  glux*  of  bitter. 
What  has  the  cluiuffeur  had  ? '  Waiter : 
'  Salmon  trout,  I  alf  a  bottle  of  Moselle, 
black  coffee,  and  half-a-dozen  cigar* ' ! " 
Tlit  Halirman. 

This  is  one  of  those  good  -i  ri— 
which  bear  telling  twice.  But 
observe  how  the  tobacco  habit 
grows  upon  n  man. 

;tfr.  I'lineh  greatly  regrets  that 
the  following  letter  from  I  hegrocer 
has  only  just  come  into  hi-  hand-  : 

••Sin  OR  MADAME.— I  rrapeot fully  IWK  to  in- 
form you  that  on  and  »ft«-r  JIM  r,;l,  1  shall 
cease  to  Mock  Wines  and  Spirits,  an  1  am 
relinquishing  tl.«'  Licence.  My  primary  reason* 
are  conscientious  objection*  to  same,  also  in 
view  i.f  the  iiu  rcjaed  Cost  of  Licence." 
Mr.  Futu-h  is  only  afraid  that  with  the 
death  of  the  Budget  the 
objections  may  go  too. 


V 


I   really  must  apologise  for  giving 


"Fonr  years  ago   Dr.  Warre   miffned   the 
Head  Mastership,  and  ye«h>rday  be  rrceirvd  a 
cordial  «clconie  luwk."— Morniug  7'  f 
Another  .-.irinus  old  Kton  cu-' 


i:i«  to  the  wind,  B  pinnacle  from  Ba'h 
.luring  the  ni«bt  fell  lurmlewjy  wit'iin 

*  . •  T«*t         1 1  .  _   £ .  — .   *-  -*  •* 


the  paling* 


The  River  Aron  rose  6> 

-   l^ifttlf  Daily  Merfttry. 


I'h    -pla-h  must  have  been  terrific. 
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ELECTION    CORRESPONDENCE. 

"  SINGLE  CHAMBER." — You  touch  upon  a  very  real  danger. 
A?  a  distinguished  Labour  Member  remarked  the  other   day 
on  being  asked  if  he  was  in  favour  of  the  abolition  of  the 
Lords : — "What!  "  lie  said,  "and  let  loose  all  those  fellow 
on  the  electorate  ?     Not  me  !  "     The  prospect  indeed  gives  us 
pause.     Not  only  would  all  these  Peers  secure  the  franchise 
which  at  present  is  denied  them,  along  with  women,  aliens 
and   lunatics,   but    they   would   be   allowed   to   stump   the 
country   during    Election   contests   and   actually   enter   the 
House  of  Commons.      We   should   say   that  one  huudrec 
would  get  there  easily  on   their  merits  (lots  of  them  have 
been  there  before),  and  another  hundred  on  the  strength 
of  their  tit'es,  for  the  British  public  still  dearly  loves  a  lord 
These  would    form  a  very  strong    Tory  element    in    the 
Commons,  and  your  alarm  is  most  reasonable ;  for,  as  you 
remark  with  great  propriety,  the  idea  of  a  Single  Chamber 
is  only  thinkable   on  the  assumption    that    it    would   be 
permanently  Radical.     Our  present   deplorable   system,  by 
which  at  worst  the   Lords   only  check  legislation  without 
initiating    it,    is    infinitely   to    be    preferred    to   a   Single 
Chamber    strongly  impregnated    with    the    decadent    and 
putrefying  influence  of  the  Peerage, 

"  BRITISH  HUMOUR." — "  That  the  crowd  (in  Trafalgar  Square) 
was  moved  by  a  serious  determination  did  not  destroy  the 
sense  of  humour  which  is  never  absent  from  a  gathering 
of  Britishers.  The  production  of  a  turnip,  deftly  carved  to 
represent  a  vacuous  face  surmounted  by  a  peer's  coronet, 
raised  shouts  of  laughter  when  it  was  hoisted  on  a  stick 
with  the  inscription,  '  The  eldest  born,' "  You  say  that 
this  passage,  taken  from  The  Daily  Chronicle,  makes  you 
despair  of  British  humour.  Bear  up ;  you  have  missed  the 
point,  which  is  really  quite  a  good  one.  You  have  forgotten 
that  that  great  Organizer  of  Monster  Demonstrations,  Capt. 
HEMPHILL,  of  the  National  Liberal  Club,  only  escaped  a 
turnip  face  through  his  elder  brother,  Lord  HEMPHILL,  being 
born  before  him. 

"  CHAOS  IN  THE  CUSTOMS." — If  you  particularly  want  to  go 
to  the  Head  Office  of  the  Customs  to  make  a  sketch  for  your 
threatened  masterpiece  in  the  manner  of  the  late  M.  GUSTAVE 
DORE,  we  have  no  doubt  that  Mr.  LAWRENCE  GUILI.EMARD, 
Chief  of  that  Department,  would  give  you  every  facility  for 
studying  Primeval  Chaos  on  the  spot.  Indeed,  thanks  to  the 
present  smooth  working  of  his  Office,  he  would,  I  am  sure, 
spare  time  to  give  you  a  personal  sitting  as  "  The  Prince  of 
Darkness,"  or,  possibly,  as  "  A  Dragon  of  the  Prime." 

"FREE  TRADER."— Are  you  down-hearted?  Don't  be 
that.  The  prayers  of  every  good  German  are  being  raised 
on  your  behalf,  that  "the  glorious  institution,  of  British 
trade  freedom  may  be  triumphantly  vindicated  "  at  the  polls 
(Berliner  Tageblatt).  As  for  Herr  DELBRDECK,  who  says,  in 
defence  of  German  protective  tariffs,  "  Under  our  present 
fiscal  regime  our  industry  has  conquered  the  entire  world," 
I  should  not  pay  any  attention  to  such  language.  It  is  true 
that  he  is  the  Imperial  Secretary  of  State  for  the  Interior, 
but  he  is  thinking  of  his  own  Interior  and  not  yours. 

"  PENDULUM." — Yes,  we  have  read  Mr.  BIRKELL'S  quotation 
from  Mr.  BURKE  to  the  effect  that  "a  change  in  the  national 
spirit"  is  "the  most  terrible  of  all  revolutions,"  but  we  cannot 
help  you.  Mr.  BIRRELL  may  have  been  referring  to  the 
Elections  of  1906,  or,  again,  to  those  of  1910.  It  is  not 
always  possible  to  see  clearly  into  the  mind  of  a  Cabinet 
Minister.  Mr.  BART  KENNEDY,  however,  has  that  power,  and  you 
should  consult  him.  But  he  is  very  busy  talking  just  now. 

"NATIONALIST." — If  you  have  any  doubt  as  to  whether  your 
Irish  Representatives  are  on  the  side  of  the  People  in  the 
great  struggle  now  impending,  you  cannot  do  better  than  read 
Mr.  JOHN  REDMOND'S  open  letter  to  Mr.  T.  P.  O'CoNNOit,  who 
has  been  going  round  America  with  the  hat  (dear  old 


U.S.A. !).  In  that  pregnant  communication  he  says  that  the 
House  of  Lords  has  "  challenged  the  immemorial  right  oJ 
the  people's  representatives  to  fix  the  taxes  and  to  control  the 
finances  of  the  country."  We  can  well  understand  that 
your  faith  was  a  little  shaken  on  the  occasion  when  the  Irish 
people's  representatives  refused  en  masse  to  vote  for  the 
Third  Reading  of  the  Budget,  thus  declining  to  exercise 
their  "  immemorial  right  to  iix  the  taxes."  But  words  speak 
more  strongly  than  actions,  and  this  letter  should  restore 
your  confidence. 

"ONE  OF  THE  PEOPLE." — Your  brain  must  be  on  the  soft 
side  if  you  really  suppose  that  the  coming  contest  is  between 
the  Peers  and  the  People.  If  it  were  it  would  be  over  before 
it  had  begun,  since  there  are  only  a  few  hundred  Peers  and 
I  don't  know  how  many  millions  of  the  others  ;  and,  besides, 
the  Peers  can't  vote.  Of  course  the  match  is  really  People  v. 
People,  as  it  always  is — each  team  playing  at  home.  I  see 
you  are  on  the  side  of  the  People.  Well,  so  are  we.  And, 
with  any  luck,  we  ought  to  win.  0.  S. 


THE  PLAINT  OF  AN  ASSOCIATION   FOOTBALL. 

THEY  thrust  a  nozzle  down  my  throat,  they  pumped  me  into 

shape ; 
They  bound  my  windpipe  tightly  that  my  breath  should  not 

escape ; 

They  laced  me  in  the  spotless  buff,  I  wore  it  with  an  air ; 
'Twas  tight,  but  it  was  comely — and  one  suffers  to  be  fair. 

I  was  a  gay  and  buoyant  thing.     Alas,  I  little  dreamt 
That  all  this  bravery  was  doomed  to  ruin  and  contempt ; 
That,  when  they  tricked  me  in  my  best,  'twas  but  to  undergo 
The  ignominy  of  the  mire,  the  insult  of  the  toe. 

Men  leap  not  on  the  slumb'ring  hare  or  meditating  hart ; 

The  very  evil-smelling  fox  is  honoured  with  a  start ; 

But   me,  in  most   unknightly  wise,  they  placed   upon  the 

ground, 
And  ten  stern  men  on  either  side  stood  hungrily  around. 

Their  boots  were  harsh,  their  eyes  were  fierce,  their  forms 

were  scantly  clothed  ; 
Methought  they  glared  on  me  as  on  an  object    that   they 

loathed. 

The  sudden  whistle  pealed  ;  and  in  a  moment,  like  one  man, 
They  seemed  to  fall  upon  me — and  the  jolly  fun  began. 

They  rolled  me  here,  they  drove  me  there :  where'er  I  sought 
to  turn 

There  was  a  clumsy  foot  to  hack,  an  iron  head  to  spurn  ; 
l^ver  in  front  was  one  with  poised  and  calculating  boot ; 

Cver  behind  a  brutal  thud  betokened  the  pursuit. 

Jo  hand  was  raised  to  help  me ;   save  for  two  apart  that 

stand 
Guarding  the  refuge  nets,  they  shunned  to  touch  me  with 

the  hand ; 
And  these,  when  fawning  I  approached,  but  hurled  me  madly 

back, 
Or  punched  me  with  the  knotted  fist,  half-stunned,  before 

the  pack. 

buffeted,  dodging,  doubling,  in  my  panic-flight  I  flew 

3ver  the  breathing-line — in  vain  ;  they  haled  me  forth  anew ; 

With  monstrous  bounds  they  savaged  me,  half-maddened  by 

the  squall 
Df  twenty  thousand  raucous  throats   all  yelling,  "  On  the 

Ball." 

Their  breath  grew  short,  their  eyes  were  glazed ;  but  still 

in  frenzied  ire 
They  bruised   me  with   their  mighty  feet,  they  rolled   me 

through  the  mire ; 
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THE    COLOSSUS  OF  BATTERSEA. 

THE  RIGHT  Hov.  JOHN  BCRXS  (to  hit  native  borough).  "SHIFT  ME,  AND  YOU  BECOMK  A    ltl,\>H.I>  HKATH  ' !  " 

["If  ho  were  defeated  the  borough  would  never  recover  from  the  indelible  -tiirm.i  .  f  rejecting  him."—  Report,  in"Tke  Tit  • 
A/r.  John  Burns'  s{>cee/i  at  the  liattrrsea  Town  Hall.] 
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Till  bloated,  sullen,  desperate,  I  let  them  do  their  worst, 
Hoping,  before  the  crack  of  Time,  with  any  luck,  to  burst. 

Shame  on  the  callous  mob  that  cheered!     Shame  on  the 

coward  host 
That  fought  to  gain  the  privilege  of  who  should  hurt  me 

most ; 

And  shame  on  him  that  shaped  me  as  an  orange,  to  my  shame, 
Not  as  my  eggy  kinsman  of  the  Rugby  Union  game ! 

It  is  men's  task  to  raise  him  up ;  from  hand  t->  hand  he  flies, 
Or,  folded  in  their  warm  embrace,  calm  as  a  babe  he  lies ; 
They  spare  to  kick  him  in  the  wind,  save  with  a  courteous 

grace 
That  lifts  him  through  th'  empyreal  air,  soaring  aloft  in  space. 

Ah  gods,  the  swelling  joys  of  such  a  flight!  What  pride  to  see 
The  world  below,  the  wild  hands  stretched  in  welcome !    And 

what  glee 

To  flatter  the  expectant  back,  and  then,  with  impish  change 
Dash  edgeways  down,  and  leap,  in  lively  error,  out  of  range 

What  cheers  attest  his  prowess  as  he  travels  high  and  far ! 
What  hush  of  awed  suspense  awaits  his  Crossing  of  the  liar 
And  ah,  how  sad  to  think  that  aught  so  vital  should  depen 
On  being  made  all  over  round,  or  pointed  at  the  end. 

For  we  were  both  of  like  estate ;  but  Fortune's  fell  employ 
Has  made  of  me  a  rolling  drudge,  and  hmi  an  .--v  toy. 
And  very  much  I  would  the  boot  were  on  the  other  leg— 
Th'  Association  Orange  he,  and  I  the  Rugby  Kgg. 

I  M*M-l  'l:M. 


LITERARY  NOT 

THE  success  of  Mr.  WILLIAM  i*  MORGAN'S  new  novel,  with  the 
snappy  title,  It  Necer  Can  Happen  Aaain,  U  said  to  be  likely 
to  inaugurate  a  new  era  in  fiction.  Novelists,  who  have  ever 

1.  ,11  quick  to  discern  the  trend  of  public  favour,  assisted  by 
their  publishers,  never  renowned  for  nn  adamantine  and 
pedantic  reluctance  to  assimilate  their  rivals'  met hods,  have 
settled  down  to  invent  title-i  of  similar  discursivenes.-.  That*, 
Mr  JACOBS  new  collection  of  short  stories  will  be  called  Tli»rf 
ir/io  an  l)oirn  to  the  Sea  in  Shipt ;  Mr.  HMKBn  new  novel, 
Thai  /x»v  T.x,  Unch  iclo  />«'<•  for  Lore;  while  Mr.  i*  Mono  AM  m 
at  work  upon  I  Altrayi  Paid  the  Thing  irat  Kar/rmirf ./ 1  "nhkely 

to  Recur. 

The  recent  decision  of  the  circulating  librariti 
their  own  business  in  their  own  way  has  it  is  well  known, 
drawn  from  the  Librarian  of  the  House  of  Lords  an  eloquent 
protest.     There  is,  however,  no  truth  in  the  statement  that 
Mr  Oos-i  1|  letters  to  The  Time*  have  been  bound  in  (rushed 
lev  .nt  as  a  gift  to  Mr.  Lum>  GEORGE  with  a  view  to  so  pbcating 
him  that  he  may  relent  and  permit  the  House  <  I    um 
and  its  Librarian— to  exist,  after  all. 

The  notoriety  procured  for  Mr.  WILLIAM  WiTOS  by  his 
chivalrous  description  of  a  London  hostess  as 
with  the  serpent's  tongue,"  has  borne  good  fruit,  and  we  are 
already  promised  by  other  bards  "  The  man  with  the _c*mel  a 
hump"  "The  wonwn  with  t  le  elephants  ears,       Th 
w  .th  the  ha  re's  lip."  and  "The  boy  with  the  frogV  march' 
M.Miiwhile.    follo.ving   tini--honmired  custom,  ' 
with  the  serpent's  tongue"  is  to  be  arranged  as  a  more  or  less 
unclothed  dance  at  the  music-halls. 
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LETTERS   TO    A    MARTIAN. 

MY  DEAR  SIR,  —  You  Lave  heart],  of  course,  that  in  this 
happy  country  of  ours  we  arc  soon  to  be  plunged  into  the 
turmoil  and  terror  of  a  General  Election.     Already  in  every 
constituency  the  electors  are  being  adjured  with  every  varia- 
tion of  menace,  entreaty  and  cajolery  to  march  shoulder  to 
shoulder  to  a  certain  triumph,  and  to  allow  no  rust  to  dim 
the  brightness  of  their  flashing  swords.     Not  a  single  stone 
anywhere  is  to  be  left  unturned,  for  who  knows  what  stone 
may  conceal  a  mass  of  votes  sufficient  to  determine  the  issue? 
The  party   pamphleteers,  too,  are   busy  with   their   wares, 
highly  spiced  and  admirably  composed.     It  would  surprise 
you  to  read  their  efforts  and  to  find  how  infamous  we  all  are. 
Within  the  next  five  or  six  weeks  six  hundred  and  seventy 
men,  all,  according  to  one  view  or  the  other,  criminals  of 

The  chairman  has  had  his  ten  minutes  and  has  called  on 
"our  esteemed    and    popular  candidate,   Mr.    Butterfield." 
Butterlield   is   on   his   legs.      I   pass   over   his  preliminary 
compliments  to  the  intelligence  of  his  audience,  and  plungr 
into  what  I  may  call  the  thick  of  his  speech  :  — 
Butterfield.  Why  am  1  appealing  to  you  ?      Why  arc  we 
to  have  a  general  election  ?     Because  the  Hou-:e  of  Lords, 
in  the  exercise  of  its  undoubted  right  —  (Mustn't    lay   they 
rejected  the  Budget.     That  icould  be  giving  the  show  away)  — 
decided  that  the  revolutionary  proposals  of  this  Government 
ought  not  to  be  passed  into  law  without  —  (This  sentence  is 
getting  a  bit  mixed.     However,  now  that  I  've  begun  it,  I  must 
finish  it)  —  a  consultation,  I  mean,  without  submitting  it  to 
the  judgment   of    the   people.      Is   there  anything  wrong 
in  that  ?     Why,  it  is  the  Lords  who  are  the  true  friends 
of  the  people.  —  (A  voice:  "  Down  witli  them  !  ")  —  If  my  friend 

a  peculiarly  atrocious  kind 
(since  their  design  is  to 
shatter  their  country  beyond 
hope  of  mending),  will  be 
returned  as  members  of  the 
House  of  Commons,  and  the 
land  will  have  peace. 

My  pity  in  the  meanwhile 
goes  out  to  the  candidates. 
Theirs  is  the  speech-making 
part.  Night  after  night  they 
must  travel  from  place  to 
place  in  the  pursuit  of  a 
majority  of  votes,  and  every 
night  they  are  to  be  seen 
and  heard  on  platforms. 
There  is  my  friend  Butter- 
field,  for  instance.  Butter- 
field  is  a  good,  honest,  solid 
man,  a  member  -  of  the 
London  Stock  Exchange, 
who  has  been  selected  to 
contest  a  County  Division 
in  the  interest  of  Tariff 
Reform  and  the  House  of 
Lords,  two  great  objects 
which  divide  him  and  his 
from  the  rapscallions  who 
support  Free  Trade  and 
the  democracy.  Butterfield 
has  been  a  loving  husband, 
a  fond  father  and  a  pillar 
of  finance  in  the  City,  "in- 
stead of  which"  he  now  runs 
about  the  country  neglecting  his  business,  abandoning  his 
wife  and  family,  and  addressing  political  meetings.  He 
tells  me  he  has  held  more  than  thirty  meetings  in  the  past 
three  weeks  and  hopes  to  hold  fifty  more  before  his  polling 
day.  He  is  no  longer  a  man ;  he  is  an  inexhaustible 
reservoir  of  words  and  phrases,  which  he  pours  out  twice 
a  night  for  more  than  half-an-hour  without  stopping.  I 
heard  him  last  week,  and  I  am  bound  to  say  he  did  it 
admirably  well. 

What  interested  me,  however,  was  not  so  much  his  speech 
itself  as  the  thoughts  that  must  have  been  passing  through 
his  mind  as  he  uttered  it.  You  '11  say,  perhaps,  that  a  man 
like  that,  can't  think.  You're  entirely  mistaken.  While 
the  pat  phrases  are  tumbling  out  of  his  mouth  he  is  thinking 
furiously,  and  his  thoughts  play  him  the  most  fantastic 
tricks.  Let  me  give  you  an  example  to  show  my  meaning. 
Butteriield's  actual  speech  shall  stand  in  the  ordinary  roman 
letters,  while  his  thoughts  shall  appeal  to  you  in  italics. 

You  are  to  imagine  a  schoolroom  in  an  agricultural  village 
and  an  audience  of  fifty  or  sixty  of  the  free  and  independent. 


STUDY   OF  MAGAZINE  COVER-DESIGNEK  EVOLVING 
SOMETHING  NEW  IN   NECKS. 


—  (It's  that  confounded 
Radical  labourer  they  told 
me  about.  Why  can't  the 
beggar  stop  at  liome?  What 
does  he  want  to  come  to  my 
meeting  for?) — will  consider 
for  a  moment  he  will  see 
that  it  is  his  Radical  friends 
who  are  afraid  to  consult 
the  people  —  (The  voice : 
"  Not  much  ")  —  while  we 
are  willing  to  be  guided  by 
them — (Bitter  to  leave  the 
House  of  Lords  and  get  on 
to  the  Budget  and  Tariff 
Reform}.  The  Radicals  are 
very  proud  of  the  Budget — 
(The  voice:  "They've  a 
right  to  be").  Yes,  it's  the 
only  egg  the  Radical  hen 
has  laid  after  all  these 
years,  and  the  poor  crea- 
ture s  going  about  the 
country — (The  voice :  "  The 
country's  going  to  teach 
you  your  place") — and  — 
(That  rascal  has  put  it  out 
of  my  head.  What  teas  I 
saying  ?)  —  eventually  they 
can  only  complain  that  the 
grapes  are  sour.  Now  if  the 
Budget  is  such  a  miracle 
of  fairness  as  they  say  - 
(There 's  a  chap  in  the  third 
a  Nonconformist  minister.  Wonder 
me)—  why  do  they  tax  the  working 

man's  whiskey  and  his  tobacco — (Voice  from  the  tliird  row : 
"That's  better  than  taxing  his  food")— and  how — (The 
Chairman  ought  to  stop  these  interruptions  and  keep  these 
fellows  in  order) — do  they  dare  to  come  t3  you  and  call 
this  a  poor  mans  Budget? 

There — I  've  given   you  a  mere 
it   will   serve   as  a  sample  of  the 


row    who   looks    like 
if  he  'II   be   down 


extract,  of  course, 
rest.     At  the  end 


but 
tho 


Chairman  said  that  Butterfield  would  be  only  too  glad  to 
answer  any  number  of  questions.  The  questions  were  put 
right  enough,  but  I  never  saw  anybody  look  less  delighted 
than  Butterfield  at  having  to  tackle  them.  And  this  is  the 
sort  of  thing  he  has  to  do  every  night. 

Yours  to  a  turn, 

AN  KAIITIIWOIIM. 


"The  Louse  must  be  stiitab'e  for  the  occupation  of  a  lady,  or  on-  that, 
could  be  made  so  with  a  moderate  expenditure." — Adct.  in  •'  The  l'"n-l<l.'' 

Money  can't  do  it — you  have  to  be  born  that  way. 
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SCENE— Children  t  Dante. 
"I  SAT,  CHARLIE,  WHAT'S  TIIK  ETIQUETTE?    Mv  NEXT  PARTNER'S  LOOKING  FOK  ME  AND  THIS  ONE'S  STILL  IUKH  AT  IT." 


SUPPRESSED  EMOTIONS. 

[Intending  prosecutors  will  find  all  the  iofor- 
iu;itiim  they  require,  except  the  Poet's  address, 
iu  Auoinmi.n's  book  on  Criminal  Proceedings, 
under  the  heading  of  "  Inciting  to  a  Breach  of 
i  lie  Peace."] 

TIJ.T.  me  not  in  noisy  leadnx 

Life  is  at  its  crisis  now. 
And  the  crisis  is  the  readers'  .  .  . 
Where's  this  crisis,  anyhow? 

"  Revolution,  riot,  chaos ! 

Consternation,  uproar,  scare !  " 
Save  in  one  obstreperous  dray  'oss 

I've  not  seen  them  anywhere. 

Not  in  him  "  the  wave  of  passion 
Which  has  swept  the  countryside;" 

Startled  by  a  latest  fashion, 
He,  to  show  his  feelings,  shied. 

That  irrelevant  excepted, 

Of  the  many  I  have  seen 
Not  in  one  have  I  detected 

Feelings  from  his  outward  mien. 

Manners,  goings-on  and  faces 

I  have  watched  and  watched  in  vain ; 

Active  wrath  's  still  spent  on  braces, 
Curser.s  mostly  curse  the  rain. 


People  still  enjoy  their  victuals 
(Gourmands  even  ask  for  more) ; 

Life  has  still  its  beer  and  skittles, 
Things  are  as  they  were  before. 

If  you  've  rightly  gauged  the  Nation 
(Meaning  by  the  "  Nation,"  us) 

Let  us  all  with  acclamation 
Step  outside  and  make  a  fuss. 

Let  us  do  the  thing  by  slices, 
Take  a  sporting  bard's  advice ; 

If  there 's  this  excess  of  crisis, 
Goodness  gracious,  let  us  trite  ! 


THINGS  YOU  DIDN'T  KNu\V. 

Damp  is  very  injurious  to  pianos.  It 
is  a  mistake  to  clean  them  with,  a  hose. 

Foreign  bodies  in  the  eye  should 
never  be  removed  with  a  pin.  Loosen 
all  clothing  about  the  neck,  remove 
artificial  teeth,  and  keep  patient  amused 
till  the  doctor  arrive-. 

Trousers  will  la>t  nearly  as  long  again 
if  worn  only  half  the  time. 

To  tell  if  a  poker  is  rvallv  red-hot, 
breathe  on  it  and  apply  it  to  the  back  of 
the  I uind. 


Freeklet  can  be  removed  with  a  file, 
but  it  is  a  tedious  process. 

Karirigt  will  not  attack  dahlias  if  you 
smother  them  in  tar— either  of  them. 

To  avoid  a  pimple  while  shaving, 
cover  it  with  luminous  paint,  and  shave 
in  the  dark  with  a  safety  razor. 

There  it  no  law  in  this  country  against 
dropping  a  penny  stamp  into  a  pillar-box, 
unattached  to  a  letter  or  other  missive. 

A  hick  from  a  moutt  would  pro- 
bably not  even  waken  a  sleeping  elephant 
A  kick  from  an  elephant,  on  the  other 
hand,  would  probably  injure  a  sleeping 
mouse  for  life. 

Of  Users  are  met  with  in  Iceland, 
where  some  of  them  throw  up  fountains 
of  steam  and  hot  water  200  feet  high. 
In  England  they  are  mostly  used  for 
heating  bath-water,  and  are  seldom  more 
than  3  to  3  ft  6  in.  high. 


"  The  fire  broke  out  about  nine  o'clock.  The 
night  watchman  promptly  gave  the  •Una  by 
blowing  the  hr»p  of  nuns,  only  one  block  bring 
Bared." — Daily  Graphic. 

"  Blow  the  ruins,"  said  the  watch m .m 
as  he  fanned  the  flames  with  all  his 
breath. 
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BARBARA'S    PRESENT. 

"  IF  you  should  happen  to  be  in 
Regent  Street  to-morrow  at  four "  (ran 
the  assignation),  "just  where  what's  the 
name  of  that  street  conies  into  it,  and  a 
lady  in  a  very  pretty  new  mauve  coat 
and  skirt  bows  to  you,  raise  your  hat 
and  say,  '  Crisis,'  and  she  will  let  you 
help  her  with  her  shopping." 

My  guess  at  the  name  of  the  street 
was  successful.  I  raised  my  hat  and 
said,  "  Good  afternoon." 

"But  you  had  to  say  'Crisis,'  "said 
Miss  Middleton.  "That's  the  password." 

"  I  can't.  I  've  sworn  I  '11  never  say 
it  again.  I  took  a  most  fearful  oath. 
S.-veral  people  heard  me  taking  it,  and 
swooned." 

"  But  how  do  I  know  you  're  the  right 
one  if  you  don't  say  it?  Well,  I  sup- 
pose I  shall  have  to  let  you  come.  I  've 
just  lost  mother ;  she  went  in  at  the 
silver  department  and  out  at  the  art 
fabrics — like  people  when  they  can't 
pay  for  their  hansoms." 

"Yes,  that's  bad.  The  accused,  who 
appeared  to  feel  her  position  acutely, 
gave  a  false  address.  What  are  you 
going  to  buy  ?  " 

"  Well,  I  thought  1  'd  just  help  you 
get  your  presents  first." 

"  I  'm  not  giving  any  this  Christmas. 
I  gave  a  lot  only  a  year  ago." 

"  Oh,  but  haven't  they  paid  you  any 
wages  since  then  ?  " 

"Yes,  a  few  trifling  sums,  only — 
Quick,  there  's  your  mother !  "    I  pulled 
Miss  Middleton  hastily  into  the  nearest 
shop  and  shut  the  door. 

"  What  fun  !  "  she  said  breathlessly. 
"Mother  loves  hide-and-seek." 

Mrs.  Middleton  hurried  past,  covered 
with  parcels,  and  dived  into  another 
door. 

"  It 's  quite  safe  now,"  I  said.  "  Let's 
go  and " 

"  What  can  I  have  the  pleasure  of 
showing  you  ?  "  said  a  soothing  voice  at 
our  backs. 

We  turned  round  in  alarm. 

"  Er — we  only  just — let  me  see,  what 
was  it  you  wanted?"  said  Miss  Middle- 
ton  to  me. 

"I  don't  really  want  anything.    I  was 

going  to  help  you  buy  one  of  those 

you  know." 

"Yes,  but  I've  got  that.  I  know 
there  was  something  you  said  you  wanted 
very  much." 

"Probably  tea." 

"Tiaras,"  explained  Miss  Middleton 
hastily.  "  Of  course." 

"  Certainly,  madam,"  said  the  shop- 
walker. "If  you  will  just  sit  down,' 
he  continued,  leading  us  to  a  little  room 
out  of  the  main  stream  of  shoppers, 
''I  will  send  somebody  to  attend  to 
you." 

We  sat  down  mechanically.  I  leant  my 


stick  against  a  show-case  and  balanced 
my  hat  on  the  top  of  it. 

"  Now  you  've  done  it,"  I  said.  "How 
many  tiaras  shall  we  have?  I've  got 
nearly  four  pounds." 

"  We  needn't  have  any.  We  can  say 
we  don't  much  care  about  their  selec- 
tion." 

"  Or  that  we  wanted  one  specially 
built  for  us." 

"  One  goes  into  dozens  of  shops  with- 
out buying  anything,"  said  Miss  Middle- 
ton  cheerily. 

"  I  never  do,"  I  replied  gloomily. 
"  Hush,  here  he  comes." 

An  attendant  advanced  briskly  to- 
wards us.  I  put  my  hands  in  my 
pockets  and  tried  to  count  my  money. 

"Tiaras,  madam?  Certainly.  About 
what  price?" 

"Tell  him  aboxit  three  pounds  eight 
and  six,"  I  whispered  to  Miss  Middleton. 
"  Three  pounds  nine,"  I  corrected,  as  I 
ran  another  sixpence  to  ground. 

"  Here  is  a  beautiful  one  at  two  hun- 
dred and  fifty  pounds." 

"Too  much,"  I  prompted  softly. 

"Oh,"  broke  in  Miss  Middleton 
brightly,  "  I  'm  so  sorry — such  a  silly 
mistake !  We  wanted  neck-chains,  not 
tiaras!  Barbara  has  a  tiara  already, 
hasn't  she  ?  "  she  appealed  to  me. 

"  Two,"  I  said  quickly.  "  If  not 
three." 

"  I 'm  so  sorry,"  said  Miss  Middleton 
again,  with  a  dazzling  smile.  "  The 
first  gentleman  must  have  misunder- 
stood. Of  course  we  gave  her  a  tiara 
last  year." 

The  man  was  disappointed ;  I  saw 
that.  But  the  smile  melted  him,  and 
he  went  off  in  all  friendliness. 

"  Tiara  doesn't  sound  very  much  like 
neck-chain,"  I  remarked  after  a  pause. 

"  Oh,  don't  you  think  so?  It  depends 
how  you  say  it.  Same  as  Beauchamp 
and  Cholmondeley." 

"And  what  is  it  when  pronounced 
properly?  " 

"It's  a  chain  that  hangs  round  your 
neck,  and  when  you  don't  quite  know 
what  to  say  to  anybody  you  play  with  it 
carelessly.  Or  else  you  finger  it  absently. 
Like  men  smoking  cigarettes,  only  better 
for  you." 

"  I  see.  Well,  here  comes  a  hundred 
of  the  best," 

The  attendant  got  to  business  at  once. 

"This  one,"  he  said,  holding  up 
rather  a  jolly  one,  ''comes  out  at  ten 
guineas." 

"Tell  him,"  I  whispered  to  Miss 
Middleton,  "  that  we  've  only  come  out 
with  three.  ' 

"That's  very  pretty,"  she  said.  "Are 
those  moonstones  ?  " 

"  Yes,  madam.  The  fashionable  stone 
this  year." 

''It's  more  for  next  year  that  we 
want  it." 


"I  should  say  this  season.  I  don't 
think  you  will  find  a  prettier  one  than 
this,  madam." 

"It's  very  sweet.  But  aren't  they 
unlucky,  unless  you  happen  to  have 
been  born  in  the  right  month?"  She 
turned  to  me.  "  When  is  Barbara's 
birthday?" 

"May,"  I  said  unhesitatingly.  "I 
mean  March." 

"Anyhow,"  said  Miss  Middleton,  "I 
know  it 's  wrong  for  moonstones,  because 
1  was  thinking  of  giving  her  some  two 
years  ago,  and  it  had  to  be  opals  instead." 

•'  We  both  thought  of  it,"  I  said. 

Miss  Middleton  looked  at  me  so 
admiringly  that  I  began  to  get  reckless 

"  Besides,  we  don't  know  the  size  of 
her  neck,"  1  went  on.  "  And  she  never 
smokes — I  mean  she  never  doesn't  know 
what  to  say  to  anybody.  So  I  think  we 
should  be  making  a  mistake  if  we  gave 
her  this.  I  do  indeed.  Now  if.  it  had 
been  anybody  else  but  Barbara ' 

The  man  looked  from  one  to  the  other 
of  us  in  bewilderment. 

"  If  you  could  show  us  some  hat- 
pins instead?"  said  Miss  Middleton 
hurriedly,  before  he  could  open  his 
mouth. 

"This  is  excellent,"  I  said,  as  he 
retired  in  confusion  ;  "  we  're  working 
down  well.  All  we  Ve  got  to  do  now  is 
to  wait,  till  he  comes  back  and  then  say 
that  we're  sorry  but  we  meant  hairpins. 
With  hairpins  you  're  practically  there." 

"Supposing  thevonly  had  gold  ones." 

"  Then  we  should  point  out  that  they 
wouldn't  go  with  Barbara's  curiously- 
coloured  hair.  You  leave  this  to  me.  I 
can  finish  it  off  now  on  my  head.  At 
the  same  time  I  'm  sorry  I  'm  not  going 
to  spend  anythiny." 

"  Oh  but  you  are,"  said  Miss  Middleton. 
"  You  're  going  to  give  me  and  mother 
tea." 

"  Of  course  I  am,"  I  agreed. 

After  tea  I  went  back  to  the  shop  by 
myself. 

"I  want,"  I  said,  "a  trifle  for  about 
three  pounds.  A  moonstone  pendant  or 
something.  Yes,  that 's  very  sweet,  N  <  >, 
I'll  take  it  with  me." 

They  packed  it  in  a  pretty  little  box 
for  me,  and  I'm  going  to  send  it  to  Miss 
Middleton  on  the  24th.  I  am  putting 
in  a  .  card  with  the  words  "From 
Barbara"  on  it.  As  I  said,  I  am  not 
giving  any  presents  mvself  this  year, 
but  I  do  think  that  Barbara  should 
repay  at  least  some  of  the  kindnesses 
which  have  been  showered  upon  her  so 
wantonly.  A.  A.  M. 


"A   good   homo   wanted   at   oiice  lor  small 
pony  retiring  from  business." 

Dumfries  Standard 

He  will  have  to  take  up  a  hobby  of  somo 
kind  now — gardening  or  fretwork. 
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FOR  nrSY  MEN.— THE   WORLD'S  GREATEST  AUTHORS  TAKEN  IN   AT   A  II.    Mr. 
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THE  CLAMOUR  or  TIIE  ORIKNT. 
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Hoy  (having  blown  for  taxi).  "  HERE,  I  DON'T  WANT  YOU.     I  BLEW  ONCE  TWICE." 
Cabby.  "On,  I  THOUGHT  you  BLEW  TWICE  ONCE." 


For  Christmas  Festivities. 

\'~  To  collect  for  its  purchaser  tho  life  stories 
of  fifty  friends  is  the  purpose  of  '  The  Interview 
Book,"  a  novelty  among  this  year's  Christmas 
gifts." — Dally  Mall.] 

Mr.  Punch  has  not  seen  the  work  in 
question,  but  knowing  the  tendency  of 
the  day  to  false  delicacy  he  ventures  to 
suggest  a  few  questions  vvhi.-h  are  pro- 
bably omitte  1  from  it,  but  could  not  fail 
to  add  to  the  liveliness  of  the  happy 
season  which  is  upon  us  : — 

Who  was  your  father? 

How  often,  was  he  a  bankrupt  ? 


Who  was  your  mother  ? 

What  is  her  real  age  ? 

Do  your  parents  get  on  together  ? 

If  n  >t,  whose  fault  do  you  think  it  is  ? 

When  were  you  born  ? 

Were  you  ever  expelled  from  school? 

What  is  your  income  ? 

Have  you  now  become  temperate? 


"  The  Takiu  was  not  a  new  discovery,  for  i 
was  known  as  far  back  as  1838." — The  Observer 

It  wag  known  even  earlier.  There  was 
an  excellent  one  in  connection  with  the 
South  Seas  in  1720. 


CREATURE    COMFORTS. 

[••  What  greater  pleasure  can  there  be  to  a 
private  gentleman,"  says  CAIU.  HAOKNIUCK  in 
his  lieaxtx  inn!  Mm,  "than  that  of  maintaining 
and  rstab.ishing  personal  friendships  with  a 
collection  of  foreign  animals  ?  "] 

FOR  years  I  led  a  dreary  life ; 

The  days  passed  slowly,  one  by  one  ; 
I  fed  the  ducks,  reproved  my  wife, 
Played  HANDEL'S  Largo  on  the  fife, 

Or  gave  the  dog  a  run. 
I  neither  realised  nor  knew 
The  pleasures  of  a  private  Zoo. 

I  never  loved  a  dear  gazelle, 

To  glad  me  witk  its  soil  black  eye, 
Nor  ever  to  my  lot  it  fell 
To  know  a  penguin  really  well, 

Till,  early  last  July, 
I  bought  a  small  menagerie, 
And  oh !  the  difference  to  me ! 

Now,  when  my  spouse,  perverse  or  cdd, 

Induces  an  attack  of  dumps, 
I  feel  encouraged  and  consoled 
When  in  their  manege  1  behold 

My  camels'  greater  humps  ; 
I  fly  from  dear  mamma-in-law 
To  Kate,  uiy  t.dkative  macaw. 

When  statesmen's  speeches  are  disgraced 

By  vulgar  insults  which  denote 
A  lamentable  lack  of  taste, 
1  teek  my  monkey-house  in  haste 

To  find  an  ant.dote  •, 
I  turn  for  manners  to  the  lair 
Of  Bosco,  my  performing  bear. 

Those  "lions"  whom  we  fete  and  feed, 

Heroes  of  sword  or  brush  or  pen, 
Are  they  more  dignified,  indeed, 
Than  creatuies  of  that  nobler  breed 

Which  decorate  my  den  ? 
The  more  my  Bellow-men  I  view, 
ihe  more  I  love  my  private  Zoo  ! 

COLDSTREAM. 

AMELIE  DE  L'ENCLOS,  we  are  informed, 

"  reaches  what  is  described  as  the  '  four-lined 
C,'  a  note  which,  it  is  claimed,  has  never  before 
been  reached  by  a  singer." 

Hint  for  the  lady's  advt.  manager : 
She  was  the  first 
Tliat  ever  burst 
Into  the  "  four-lined  C." 


"  DAINTY  :  Always  keep  a  lemon  on  the  wash- 
stand.  It  will  prevent  the  skin  forming 
round  the  half  moons  at  the  base  of  the  finger 
nails,  and  keep  the  latter  in  good  condition." — 
Manchester  Weekly  Times. 

Another  useful  tip  to  remember  is  that 
a  pomegranate  kept  in  the  wardrobe 
prevents  the  hair  from  falling  out. 

"  The  Scherzo  is  a  fine  wild  piece  of  music, 
aVays  struggling  to  fly  away  into  space, 
restrained  by  the  Composer,  ably  assisted  by 
the  p  ayers." — Madras  Times. 

Why  do  the  players'  blisters  hurt  so? 
Because    they  're    grappling    with    the 
Scherzo. 
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AVEIIAGE  PEER  (OH  the  *linni». 
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PEEROTS    ON    TOUR. 


Chorus  (irith  coiiacioitg  pride). 


'Yes,  we  sat  upon  the  Huil^i  t  on  Ux;  flo-o-or, 
A  thing  we  had  nev-ah  di>n«  befo-o-oir." 


Lm-'li nvin'.  iriMmry.  l/>m|.  >n<lrrry,  ami  lAir/.'ii.) 


THE  FALL  OF  THE  BLOOD. 

I  HAVE  scarcely  got  over  the  shock  yet, 
although  it  happened  more  than  twenty- 
four  hours  ago. 

We  railed  the  youth  "  The  Pedigree 
Pup."  He  traced  his  ancestors  back  to 
the  (JosyuKituit.  Not  that  then;  was 
much  harm  in  that,  but  he  was  always 
lamming  t  he  allegation  down  our  throats, 
and  it  used  to  get  ou  our  nerves.  Other- 
irin  he  was  a  harmless  well-dressed 
idiot.  With  regard  to  his  pedigree,  as 
a  in  itter  of  fact,  none  of  us  believed  in 
it — and  in  any  event  it  seemed  an  in- 
sufficient excuse  for  him — and  you  may 
be  sure  his  trusted  intimates  never  lost 
a  chance  of  telling  him  so. 

But  two  of  us  felt  sorry  about  this 
yesterday. 

Yesterday  we  were  out  with  him  when 
on  a  sudd-  n  he  fell  heavily  on  his  buck  on 
the  pavement.  A  eont'cMiided  piece  of 
banana  skin  had  dune  it.  And  when  the 


Pedigree  Pup  tried  to  rise  he  couldn't 
W.tli  a  groan  ho  fell  back  again.  At 
first  we  thought  he  was  trying  to  draw 
us,  but  when  we  bent  down  to  help  him 
up  we  saw  a  eight  which  made  us  feel 
queer.  BliKxi  was  trickling  from  the 
side  of  the  Pedigree  Pup — and  its  colour 
was  blur. 

You  never  saw  such  shame  -  faced 
sceptics  as  we  were  then.  "We're 
sorry,  old  chap,"  we  said,  just  before  he 
noticed  what  we  had  seen.  Then 
he  looked  at  us  reproachfully,  and 
swooned  ...  It  was  the  work  of  a 
minute  to  call  a  cab  and  to  rush  him  to 
a  hi  spital. 

Our  feelings  during  the  diagnosis 
may  better  be  imagined  than  described. 
We  had  to  wait  only  ten  minutes,  but  it 
seemed  as  many  hours.  "If  he  get* 
over  this,  we'll  never  chaff  the  poor  old 
fellow  again,"  we  said. 

At  l:i -t  the  doctor— much  too  young 
for  liis  job,  it  seemed  to  us— appeared. 


'  Well?"  we  asked  in  unison. 

'  Your  friend  has  sprained  his  ankle," 
he  said. 

'But  the  blood,  doctor?" 

'What  blood?" 

1  Why,  the  blue  blood." 

1  Ah.  1  had  forgot  ten  that,"  he  said, 
and  smiled  in  what  we  regarded  M  • 
callous  manner. 

"  We  wore  fond  of  our  friend,"  I 
reprovingly.      "  In     falling,    lie    nurely 
broke  an  artery  ?  " 

"A  very  natural  mistake,"   he  said 
kindly.      "So   many    amateurs    I 
difficulty  in  di*tiiigiii*liint(  between  an 
artery  and  a  fountain  pen. ' 

•  *  * 


"  For  some  informality  in  front  of  UM  Dor* 
ham  goal  port*.  Oamoo  bad  a  free  kick  allowed, 
bat  ho  made  a  wretched  attempt  with  him  to 
shake  band*  and  eay  good-bye,  for  be  WM 
later."— Tin  YorMirt  Pett. 
GAUON  mutt  remember  to  be  in  time. 
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AT  THE    PLAY. 

"THE  BLUE  BIRD." 

To  Mr.  JOSEPH  HARKER  who  painted  tke 
scenery;  to  Messrs.  CAYI.KY  RonixsoNand 
S.  H.  SIME  who  helped  him  in  designing 


it ;  to  Miss  ISA  PELLY  who  arranged  the  j  timed.  Take  the  graveyard  scene.  He 
dances ;  to  Mr.  LYALL  SWI.TK  who  pro-  (  wishes  to  illustrate  the  poetic  thought 
duced  the  play;  and  to  Mr.  HEBBEBT  I  that  there  are  no  dead.  So,  after  some 


concrete  instances,  you  are  forced  into  !  impious  laughter.     Two  children,  blue 
all      kinds      of     inevitable      crudities,   and  unborn,  are  already  in   love  with 

one  another ;  a  third  informs  the  little 
human  boy,  Tyltyl,  who  is  only  half  his 
size,  that  he  hopes  shortly  to  become 
his  baby-brother.  Father  Time  se- ka 
to  relieve  the  situation  with  some  mild 
facetiousness ;  but  it  is  really  the 
splendour  of  the  scenic  background 


This  peril  does  not  escape  the  intelli- 
gence of  M.  MAETEULIXCK,  and  so  he 
attempts  to  disarm  ridicule  by  a  little 
merriment  of  his  own,  not  always  well- 


TRENOH  who  had  the  courage  to  present !  incongruous  frivolity  on  the  part  of  the  ;  that  saves  it. 


it,  I  am  greatly  in  debt  for  some  extra-  questing  boy,  midnight  strikes,  the 
ordinarily  beautiful  spectacular  effects  lights  are  turned  down,  and  when  they 
in  The  Blue  Bird.  And  there  was ;  are  put  up  again  the  graves  are  seen 


I  know  I  shall  be  called  profane  and 
a  Philistine.  I  know  that,  if  I  were 
a  good  critic  like  the  others,  I  should 


M.  MAETERLINCK,  too.     I  must  not  forget '  covered  with  stiff  rows  of  funereal  flowers  approach  a   work   by   M.   MAETERLINCK 


him,  for,  after  all,  it  was  he  who 
provided  the  matter  to  work 
upon.  But  he  would  have  fared 
indifferently  without  the  assist- 
ance of  these  others.  I  do  not 
complain  that  his  work  was  a 
medley  of  pantomime,  fairy-tale 
and  allegory.  New  dramatic 
forms  are  always  welcome  if  they 
lend  themselves  to  presentation 
on  the  stage.  My  complaint  is 
that  this  is  not  good  pantomime 
nor  right  fairy-tale  nor  sound 
allegory.  As  pantomime  it  has 
riot  stuff  enough  in  it  to  go 
round,  and  it  has  too  little 
"relief"  for  what  stuff  there  is. 
As  fairy-tale  it  lacks  cohesion  and 
really  provides  no  story,  as  Peter 
Pan  does,  to  hold  the  imagina- 
tion of  children.  As  allegory, 
it  is  wanting  in  the  logical  con- 
sistency that  is  demanded  of 
symbolic  work. 

The  main  idea,  I  am  authori- 
tatively informed,  is  the  search 
of  Mankind  after  Happiness.  But 
this  quest  is  conducted  in  the 
most  unlikely  quarters — now  in. 
a  graveyard,  and  now  among 
the  cavernous  haunts  of  the 
spirits  of  disease  and  war  and 
death.  And,  when  one  has  the 
Idea  symbolised  by  two  little 
innocent  children  in  search  of  a 
Blue  Bird,  the  unlikelihood  of 
this  course  o£  inquiry  almost 


VIVE    LE    SPORT! 

GOIXQ   OUT  AFTER   BLUE  BlBDS. 

Tyltyl  . Miss  OLIVE  WALTER. 

Mytyl Miss  PAULISE  GILMER. 

TyU,  the  Dog MR.  ERNEST  HEXPKIE. 

Tylcttc,  tlie.  Oat MR.  NORMAN  PAGE. 


touches  the  limits  of  the  grotesqiie. 
The  fact  is  that  a  few  disconnected 
ideas  have  occurred  to  M.  MAETERLINCK, 
some  of  them  drawn  from  the  realm 
of  poetic  phantasy,  others  founded 
on  hard  fact :  as  that  there  are  no 
dead ;  that  those  whom  we  call  the 
dead  are  just  asleep,  and  wake  up 
to  the  old  life  whenever  the  living 
remember  them- -a  very  gentle  thought ; 
that  Nature — both  the  animal  and  the 
vegetable  world — is  the  enemy  of  man  ; 
that  the  dog  is  a  beautiful  exception ;  and 
so  forth.  A  fairy  poem  might  possibly 
have  been  built  up  round  these  ideas, 
with  everything  left  to  the  imagination. 
But  when  you  try  to  stage  them  ;  when 
you  try,  in  the  prosaic  atmosphere  of  a 
theatre,  to  illustrate  your  fancy  by 


(the  critic  of  The  Times  pauses  in  his 
rhapsody  to  give  a  catalogue  of  their 
Latin  names).  A  poet,  just  using  words 
without  pictures  plain  or  coloured,  and 
trusting  a  little  to  my  imagination, 
might  trace  for  me,  in  the  flowers  that 
spring  from  a  grave,  the  symbol  of 
immortality,  and  I  should  be  content. 
But,  this  stage-mechanism  leaves  me 
cold  and  sceptic. 

I  may  add  that  the  subsequent 
exhibition  of  a  dancing  skeleton  in 
Act  V.  did  not  help  much  to  confirm 
M.  MAETERLINCK'S  statement  that  there 
are  no  dead. 

Take  again  the  pretty  fancy  of  a 
region  inhabited  by  unborn  children 
waiting  for  their  birth.  Realized  in 
concrete  form,  the  scene  invites  to 


with  the  awe  due  to  a  MuMcr 
of  Symbolism,  and  attribute  any 
apparent  failure  on  his  part  to 
my  own  want  of  poetic  insight. 
Well,  I  must  hear  these  reflec- 
tions with  what  meekness  I  can 
command,  and  meanwhile  invite 
the  others  to  go  and  see  Peter 
Pan  once  more,  and  recover  their 
childhood. 

The  performance  was  excellent. 
Little  Miss  OLIVE  WALTER,  as  the 
boy  Tyltyl,  was  the  best  child  I 
have  ever  seen  on  the  stage.  She 
maintained  an  admirable  interest 
and  curiosity  in  the  various 
wonderments  which  it  was  her 
business  to  investigate,  and  did 
not  attempt  to  conceal  her  very 
natural  indifference  to  the  lectures 
of  which  she  was  from  time  to 
time  the  innocent  victim.  I  can- 
not share  the  general  enthusiasm 
for  the  dog  and  cat,  not  caring 
much  for  half-human  hybrids. 
Give  me  the  uncompromising 
actualities  of  Drury  Lane. 

Next  to  the  extreme  beauty 
of  the  scenery  (and  I  wish, 
by  the  way,  that  more  gauze 
had  been  used  to  give  the 
right  vagueness  to  things  of  the 
imagination),  I  cherish  most  the 
memory  of  Miss  INA  PELLY  as 
Water,  a  charming  study  in  the 
manner  of  the  nymphs  of  Mr. 
WATERHOUSE'S  pictures,  and  her 


exquisite  dance  in  the  Third  Act.  If 
only  some  of  our  "  classical  "  performers 
had  her  youth  and  litheness  and  grace 
of  limb. 

As  a  great  admirer  of  Mr.  HERBERT 
TRENCH'S  enterprise,  I  wish  I  could 
forecast  a  long  success  for  his  latest 
presentation.  But,  in  spite  of  its  many 
delightful  fancies.  I  am  afraid  that  the 
children  will  want  a  more  enthralling 
tale,  and  one  with  less  of  death  in  it,  and 
that  their  elders  will  feel  that  in  this 
effort  to  realise  abstract  ideas  the  stage, 
not  for  the  first  time,  has  overstepped 
the  limits  proper  to  its  art. 

But  I  am  grateful  to  M.  MAETERLINCK, 
for,  until  I  had  seen  his  Blue  Bird,  I 
never  appreciated  at  its  full  worth  the 


genius  of  Mr.  BARRIE. 


0.  S. 
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QUESTIONS    FOR    THE    "BOOK    OF    ETIQUETTE.' 

Il      Viir     II.VVE     UU!..I1>     OUT    A    GUEST    TO    ENAnLB    HIM    TO    COME    OUT    BEAGLINO,   18    IT    I-EKMI.-MRI  F 
IHIIBEH  WIRE,   TO   REMIND   HIM    OF   VOl'l:   VESTED   INTEREST    IN   A   PORTION   OF   His   WARIHIORF.  ? 


HIM     \ECOtUTUO 


A   CASE  FOR  LOYOLA. 

I  MET  him,  where  one  meets  most  of  the 
odd  characters,  iu  a  public-house.  He 
was  drinking  the  national  beverage,  now 
reduced  once  again  to  its  traditional 
price,  and  drinking  it  not  the  less  readily 
pn  that  account. 

We  had  no  introduction  save  the 
circumstance  that  we  chanced  both  to  be 
taking  refreshment  at  the  sometime— 
and,  after  all,  is  not  that  a  bond?  He 
did  not  begin  to  talk  at  once,  and  very 
likely  would  not  have  done  so  had  not  a 
littl  •  man  come  hastily  in,  received  his 
drink,  laid  his  money  on  the  bar  without 
a  word,  also  without  a  word  drunk  it, 
and  hurried  out  a^uin. 

"You  might  guess  a  hundred  times 
before  you  could  say  what  that  man 
docs,'  said  my  neighbour. 

I  gave  it  up  at  once.  He  might  have 
been  anything  requiring  no  muscle,  and 
there  are  so  many  varieties  of  such  pro- 
fessions. An  insurance  agent,  but  lie 
was  too  busy  and  taciturn ;  a  com- 
mission agent,  but  he  was  alone ;  a  cheap 
oculist,  but  he  would  not  be  free  at  this 
hour.  I  therefore  gave  it  up  at  once. 
"He's  a  conjurer,"  said  the  man. 


"Not  on  the  stage:  goes  out  to  parlies 
and  smokers." 

I  expressed  the  necessary  amount  ol 
surprise  and  satisfaction. 

"  Odd  what  different  things  men  do,' 
he  continued.  "There's  all  aorta  ol 
trades,  isn't  there  ?  I  often  sit  for  hours 
watching  men  and  wondering  what  they 
are.  Sometimes  you  can  tell  easily.  A 
carpenter,  for  instance,  often  has  a  rule 
pocket  in  his  trousers  that  you  can  spot. 
A  lawyer's  clerk  has  a  certain  way  with 
him.  Horses  always  leave  their  mark 
on  men,  and  you  tell  coachmen  even  in 
plain  clothes.  But  there's  many  left  to 
baffle  you." 

"  Yes,"    I    said     (for     I,    too,    am 

"  bromide "),  "it  needs  a  Mcrlorl; 
IMmet." 

"  And  yet  there 's  some  to  puz/le  even 
bim,"  said  my  man.  "  Now  what  do 
you  think  he  'd  make  of  me?  " 

Upon  my  word  I  couldn't  say.  He 
was  just  the  ordinary  artisan,  with  a 
ittle  thoughtfulnefs  added.  A  sin  ill, 
pale  man,  griy./Icd  and  neat,  but  the 
•lothcs  were  old.  The  shininess  and 
Mgginess  of  the  knees  suggested  much 
tneeling ;  nothing  else  gave  me  a  hint. 

"I  give  that  up  too,"  I 


"Well/  ho  replied,  "I'll  tell  you. 
be.-autte  you  're  a  (stronger.  I  'm  a 
worm-holer." 

"A  worm-holer?  " 

"  Yes,  I  make  worm-holes  in  furniture 
to  make  it  seem  older  and  feted  a  ' 
price." 

"Great  heavens!"    I   -.-lid,    "'1   have 
he.ird   of    it,  of    course,    but    1    never 
thought   to  meet  a  woim-holer  f 
faee.     How  do  you  do  it?" 

"It  's  not  difficult,"  he  said,  "  to  make 
the  actual  hole-.  The  triil  i-  to  moke 
'em  look  real." 

"And  what  becomes  of  the  furniture?" 

"America  chiefly.'  he  said.  "They 
like  old  English  thing.-,  there,  the  older 
the  better.  Guaranteed  Tudor  things 
will  feteh  anything  ...  we  guarantee 
all  CM; 

"And  you  have  no  conscience  about 
it?"  I  asked. 

"None,"   he  said.    "Not    any  : 
I  had  a  little  once,  but  there,  the  Ameri- 
cans are  so  happy  with  thtir  in 
would   !*•  a  !-liame  to  disippoint  them. 

look  on  myself  as  a  benefactor  to  the 

tinn  now.     I  often  lie  awake  at  i 

I  .-leep  badly — thinking  of  the  < 
tors  in  I'.S.A.  hugging  themselves  with 
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satisfaction  that  a,  chair  which  QUEEN 
ELIZABETH  might  have  sat  in  is  theirs  at 
last.  Just  think  of  their  excitement 
and  joy.  No  man  who  brings  such 
simple  and  honest  feelings  to  his  fellow- 
beings  is  a  rogue.  You  admit  that  ?  " 

I  am  no  casuist.  "  Tell  me  how  you 
came  to  be  a  worm-holer,"  I  said. 

"It  was  out  of  gratitude,"  he  replied, 
"  to  a  dealer  who  had  been  kind  to  me. 
I  wanted  to  repay  him.  I  had  no  money, 
only  ideas  and  some  ability.  He  had  up  to 
that  time  been  on  the  straight,  as  we  say. 
I  showed  him  how  to  make  much  more 
money  and  save  himself  and  his  family 
from  ruin.  He  had  no  chance  in  the 
ordinary  way;  as  a  purveyor  of  spurious 
antiques  —  always,  mark  you,  giving 
pleasure  and  happiness  —  he  could 
succeed.  "Because,"  he  added,  as  he 
finished  his  beer,  "it's  not  what  is  that 
counts  but  what  one  thinks  it." 

He  wished  me  good  morning  and 
walked  out. 

"  Good  heavens !  "  I  said  again. 
"Where  am  I?" 

And  I  am  still  wondering. 


A  SPORTING  TRAGEDY. 

t"  Athletics,"  according  to  Miss  MAY  SUITON, 
"are  the  best  antidote  for  premature  love 
affairs."] 

IN  early  youth  he  loved  and  wooed, 

And   oh !    his  ways  were  wondrous 

gentle ; 
For  sports,  which  he  considered  rude, 

He  did  not  care  one  continental  ; 
But,  though  her  heart  he  strove  to  gain 

With  many  a  tender  word  and  deed, 

he 
Found  all  his  amorous  efforts  vain 

Because  she  thought  him  far  too  weedy. 

"  The  man  who  marries  me  must  show 

Some  skill  at  outdoor  exercises, 
Have  scored  his  century  or  so 

And  won  his  share  of  sporting  prizes. 
In  time,  perhaps,  I  '11  love  you  well, 

And  may  consent  to  have  you  by  me, 
But  now  you  cannot  even  tell 

A  cut  past  cover  from  a  stymie." 

He  strove  to  bang  the  hefty  four, 

He  learned  to  bowl  the  googly  twister, 
To  lean  upon  the  lusty  oar, 

Disdainful  of  the  frequent  blister. 
All  sports  proved  potent  to  delight 

One  who  had  been  so  limp  a  lover, 
From  over-flying  WILBUR  WRIGHT 

To  under-studying  a  shover. 

But,  though  the  prospect  of  her  hand 

First  turned  his  taste  in  this  direc- 
tion, 
Sport's  fascination  gripped  him,  and 

Stifled  his  premature  affection. 
The  passing  years  have  left  him  free  ; 

Her  words  on  Man  are  simply  cutting ; 
A  solitary  spinster  she, 

While  he  "s— improving  in  his  putting. 


AT   THE    KNEE    OF   AN    IDOL. 

BY  ALBERT  DE  TOMPKYNP,  M.P. 
[With    acknowLed^vunttt  to  Mi:   Arthur  Pon- 
sonby's  Jaffiinitiinj  treatise  on  the  iniquity 
o~f  riches,  "  The  Camel   and  the   Needle  & 
Eye."] 

.  .  .  BUT  while  the  possession  not 
merely  of  riches  B.  D.  A.  (Beyond  the 
Dreams  of  Avarice),  but  of  wealth  beyond 
the  standard  of  a  full  competence,  has 
been  shown  to  be  damaging  to  the 
owner  and  dangerous  to  the  community, 
it  would  be  undesirable  to  enforce  an 
abstinence  from  the  amenities  of  life 
calculated  to  interfere  with  the  happiness 
of  the  Enlightened  Unit. 

In  arriving  at  a  clear  definition  of  the 
sumptuary  limit,  nothing  is  more  help- 
ful than  the  concrete  instance.  Let  us, 
therefore,  begin  with  boots.  Man  is  a 
walking  animal,  but  unhappily,  deprived 
of  his  pristine  horny-footedness  by  the 
enervating  influence  of  an  advanced  civili- 
sation, cannot  dispense  with  these  cum- 
brous and  costly  leather  cases.  Under 
Socialism,  as  WALTER  BAGEHOT  once 
acutely  surmised,  every  man  would  have 
one  boot.  Possibly,  if  he  were  alive 
now,  he  might  be  tempted  to  add  "and 
one  roller  skate."  But  setting  aside 
this  solution  as  alas !  too  Utopian,  we 
have  to  ask  ourselves  the  following 
soul-shaking  (or  shall  we  say  sole- 
shaking?)  question:  How  many  pairs 
of  boots  ought  the  Enlightened  Unit  to 
possess  without  becoming  a  danger  to 
the  community  ? 

Here  the  opinions  of  experts  are  in 
acuie  conflict.  Lord  ALTHORP,  that  stal- 
wart Radical,  has  pronounced  the  irre- 
ducible minimum  for  a  self-respecting 
single-chamber  man  to  be  sixteen  pairs, 
and  absolutely  condemns  the  use  of  elas- 
tic sides.  Sir  JESSE  BOOT,  on  the  other 
hand ,  places  the  figure  as  low  as  six.  We 
shall  probably  not  be  deviating  from 
the  norm  of  sociological  exactitude  if  we 
split  the  difference,  and  say  that  the 
Enlightened  Unit  should  not  possess 
more  than  eleven  pairs  of  boots  and 
shoes. 

Another  cognate  question  of  vast  im- 
portance for  the  community  is  that  of 
camels.  Ho\v  many  camels  may  a  man 
possess  without  incurring  the  stigma  of 
opulence  and  passing  into  the  dread 
limbo  of  mirthless  misery,  for,  as  Mr. 
ANDREW  CARNEGIE  remarks :  "  A  mil- 
lionaire seldom  smiles."  Statistics  com- 
piled by  Mr.  GRAYSON  reveal  the  terrible 
fact  that  the  son  of  a  peer  recently  kept 
a  private  menagerie.  In  Paris  it  is  a 
c  'union  practice  for  decadent  gentle- 
men and  ladies  to  perform  in  a  private 
cir;us.  But  the  associations  of  the 
camel  are  such  as  to  rej  el  the  sympa- 
thies of  all  right-minded  humanitarians. 
The  camel  suggests  Egypt,  that  ever- 
present  witness  of  our  tyranny  and 


oppression.  The  camel  has  been  cele- 
brated by  Mr.  KIPL'NG,  the  apostle  of  a 
debased  Imperialism.  And  lastly,  in 
the  witty  language  of  that  great  theo- 
logian, BER^AKD  SHAW,  "The  man  who 
keeps  a  camel  generally  gets  the  hump." 
Taking  all  these  considerations  into 
account,  it  will,  we  think,  be  readiiy 
admitted  that  there  is  no  urgent  need 
for  a  Self-respecting  and  Enlightened 
Unit  to  keep  camels  at  all,  but  that,  if  he 
does,  he  should  not  run  to  more  than 
four,  or  eay  two  dromedaries.  As  the 
great  NAPOLEON  truly  remarked,  "  II  /out 
se  borner."  Before  we  quit  this  branch 
of  the  subject  let  us  say  that  the  ques- 
tion whether  peers  should  or  should  not 
keep  private  menageries  is  implicitly 
answered  in  the  title  which  collectively 
symbolises  the  credentials  of  our  heredi- 
tary legislators  -  Lord  No  Zoo. 

Another  question  of  poignant  interest 
at  this  moment  is  that  of  yachts.  How 
many  yachts,  for  example,  may  a  baronet 
or,  to  be  concrete,  may  Sir  THOMAS  LIPTON 
possess  ?  Yachting,  when  the  owner  is 
a  genuine  seaman,  is  a  healthy  and  in- 
vigorating pursuit?  We  think  we  shall 
not  be  deviating  from  the  standard  of 
good  taste  and  economy  if  we  say  that 
no  person  possessing  a  full  competence 
ought  to  own  more  than  one  steam 
yacht,  one  racing  cutter,  and  three  motor 
launches.  Alarger  number  would  probably 
lay  the  owner  open  to  a  charge  of  osten- 
tation, which,  if  he  is  a  man  of  humane 
views  and  a  supporter  of  the  land  taxes, 
might  prove  embarrassing  to  his  amour 
propre.  In  this  context  we  would  also 
suggest  with  all  respect  that  no  Radical 
M.P.  ought  to  give  more  than  sixteen 
Fragonard  dinner-parties  in  the  course 
of  a  single  season. 

When  we  approach  the  discussion  of 
the  bi-cameral  system  in  a  fitting  spirit 
of  dispassionate  detachment,  a  number 
of  problems  of  vital  interest  literally  leap 
to  the  eyes.  How  many  times  ought  a 
"  backwoodsman  "  to  go  to  a  Gaiety 
burlesque  to  justify  his  being  denounced 
in  The  Chronicle  as  the  "  ne  plus  ultra 
of  devilish  decadence"?  How  many 
times  must  a  peer  succumb  to  inebriety 
before  he  is  entitled  to  te  called  (1)  a 
drunken  helot,  (2)  as  drunk  as  a  lord  ? 
These  are  only  a  few  of  the  perplexities 
which  beset  the  path  of  the  earnest 
sociological  inquirer  in  search  of  the 
sumptuary  limit.  Sauerbeck's  Index 
Number  is  no  doubt  a  useful  but  by  no 
means  an  infallible  guide,  and  an  emo- 
tional stimulus  can  always  be  obtained 
by  the  perusal  of  the  treatises  of  Crit- 
tenden,  Blamphin,  Orella  Corre  and 
Alpheus  Boker.  But  in  these,  as  in  all 
other  psycho-political  investigations,  the 
honest  observer  should  rely  chiefly  on 
his  own  prepossessions,  eschewing  the 
mirage  of  statistics  and  the  fata  Mor- 
gana of  fact  ... 
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THE  TOY-SHOP  OF  THE  NEAR  FUTURE. 

I,   VIBW    OF   TUB    ir.NDKSCY   TO   BEAI.I8H    IN  TOY8,   IT   IS  FM..KI.  ««   VKKY    s  K.S    Sonill..!   BUT  T.IK   A.T.-»t 


HL  WILL  (UT.urr  <HJB  tocsoircM. 


THE    BIRDMAN 

one  who  l»  a  bit  sick  of  the  title). 

His  nerves  are  sublimely  uuflustered  ; 

Selecting  a  suitable  date, 
He  can  vanquish  the  kite  or  the  bustard, 
And  storm  at  Olympus's  gate ; 
Behold  him,  my  free  Muse  ! 
Astounding  the  sea-mews, 
And  leaving  the  petrel  behind  him  pumped  out  and  irate. 


The  lord  of  the  welkin,  the  satrap 

Of  fowls  o'  the  air,  he  may  spurn 
(As  he  sits  in  a  sort  of  a  rat-trap, 
Tied  up  with  a  windmill  concern), 
From  the  shrike  to  the  hoopoe 
His  subjects,  and  pooh-pooh 
The  whole  feathered  tribe— till  it  comes  to  a  difficult  turn. 

If  I  sought  some  aerial  rainier 
To  send  Araminta  my  love, 
Should  1  turn  to  the  strong-winged  "  homer    r 
Should  1  plead  with  the  I'apliian  dove? 
Should  I  crave  for  t  lie  swallow, 
M  v  lair  one  to  follow  ? 
Not  much  !  when  the  gyroscope  packet  is  pounding  above. 


Old  Jupiter's  minion*  are  jealou- 

The  roc  of  the  rose-coloured  Kant 
And  tho  birds  of  which  maotMi  tell  us, 
The  stout  pterpdai-tyles  (deceased), 
Would  ri-*-  in  tli-'ir  anguish 
From  giavrs  wlii-ic  they  Languish, 
Toleumtluitthc  sk  —  had  U-.-n  j.iiu-hed  byaparvenu  bi 
For  observe  how  (to  quote  the  reporter) 

The  monoplane  leaps  from  the  ground 
(When  tlio  wind  's  in  a  suitable  quarter) 
And  after  a  bump  on  a  mound 
Bolts  up  to  the  ether, 
All  Kngland  bi-noath  her. 
Twelve  yards  from  the  earth  and  completes  an  unpm 
round. 

This  only  I  ask  of  the  papers 

That  term  him  the  prince  of  the  ft 
Can  the  airman  compete  with  the  cap«i 
Of  gnats,  wlicu  the  sunset  is  nigh? 
Cm  they  swoop  1  ko  the  creatures 
That  tiekle  one's  features? 
Or  soar  with  the  verve  and  the  grace  of  the  I 
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OUR    BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By  Mr.  Punch's  Staff  of  Learned  Clerks.} 

MY  private  belief  is  that  MAU>  Dm-:it  became  so  strongly 
attached  to  that  excellent  former  creation  of  hers,  Captain 
Desmond,  V.C.,  that  she  wrote  Candle*  in  the  Wind  (BLACK- 
WOOD)  solely  for  the  pleasure  of  bringing  him  into  it.  And 
small  blame  to  her.  Accordingly,  when  her  latest  hero, 
Alan  Laicrence,  has  been  brought  to  the  last  limit  of  human 
endurance,  suddenly  there  enters,  the  god  from  the  car,  an 
English  officer  "  who3e  fine-featured  face  seemed  oddly 


familiar."  So  that  was  all  right ! 
the  too-tempting  revolver,  nursed 
Laurence  through  a  sharp  attack 
of  fever,  and  generally  straight- 
ened things  up  all  round. 
Amongst  other  worries,  Laurence 
was  vexed  with  himself  because 
he  had  fallen  in  love  with  the 
wife  of  Somebody  Else.  I  do 
not  think  he  can  have  read 
many  Anglo-Indian  novels,  or 
he  would  have  known  that  they 
seldom  have  any  other  founda- 
tion. Eventually,  however, 
Videlle,  who,  to  make  matters 
worse,  is  tainted  with  black 
blood,  dies  of  plague,  and  my 
only  reason  for  sorrow  was  that 
this  naturally  ends  the  book, 
which,  so  long  as  hero  and 
heroine  were  kept  apart,  was 
interesting,  and  even  in  parts 
thrilling.  Not  by  reason  of  the 
plot,  which,  as  you  see,  is  no 
great  matter,  but  for  the  setting. 
This  is  quite  wonderfully  well 
done.  Miss  DIVER'S  pen-pictures 
of  the  tremendous  Afghan  fron- 
tier bring  all  the  romance  and 
terror  and  mystery  of  this  fringe 
of  Empire  home  to  the  reader 
with  a  force  that  must  surely 
leave  the  smallest  Little  Eng- 
lander  gasping  and  enlarged. 


Desmond  locked  away 


1  Ir  has  an  eye  for  types  of  men  ; 

He  does  not  hug  the  beaten  track  ; 
Ho  starts  his  story  well,  and  then 

He  somehow  seems  to  lose  the  knack. 


MADAME,  WAS  ORIGINALLY  MADE  FOB  THE  DUKE  OF  BUCKINGHAM, 

WHO    GAVE    IT    TO    AxNE   OF  AUSTRIA.      WE  'HE  SELLING   A   LOT   OF 
THEM." 


I  like  a  book  that  flings  a  crowd 

Of  fighting  actors  on  the  stage, 
With  threats  and  curses  shouted  loud 

And  pistol-shots  on  every  pa^v 
A  book  that  sends  my  heart,  long  pent 

Belo\v,  a-fluttering  to  uvy  mouth  ; 
And  that's  what  RANDALL  PAHHISII  meant 

To  make  My  Lady  of  the  South. 

It  hails  from  Messrs.  PUTNAM'S  SONS, 

And  when  I  say  it  hails,  it 's  true  ; 
It  fairly  buffets  you  with  tons 

Of  points  which  ought  to  thrill  you  through. 
They  don't — not  me,  at  least — and  yet 

It  rather  puzzles  me  to  trace 
Just  where  our  RANDALL  fails  to  get 

His  finger  on  the  vital  place. 

The  reason  isn't  that  he  bores 

By  giving  a  transparent  plot; 
Or  that  the  Yankee  Civil  War's 

A  hackneyed  period  ;  it  is  not. 


The  sex  problem,  it  is  true,  looms  frequently  in  Love  and 
the  Wise  Men  (MicrarEN),  but  Mr.  PKRCY  WHITE  has  treated 
the  subject  so  amusingly  and  discreetly  that  it  will  shock 
the  puritanical  as  little  as  it  will  entertain  the  prurient. 
"Modern  education,"  says  Spenser  Kirke,  "is  suffering  from 
the  blight  of  a  false  delicacy  which  makes  schoolmasters 
ashamed  to  teach  the  young  that  they  are  as  much  a  part  of 
the  world  as  kittens,"  and  obsessed  by  this  idea  he  sends 

his  nephew,  David  Kirke,  and 
Philip  Herriott  to  the  Institution 
"  Bard"  at  Rouen,  in  which  the 
most  modern  system  of  instruc- 
tion was  supposed  to  prevail. 
The  result,  however,  was  that 
the  two  boys  became  intensely 
alive  to  the  emotions  which  were 
to  have  been  subdued.  Mme. 
Bard,  along  with  Patricia  Har- 
court,  a  charming  girl  who  lived 
inconveniently  close  to  the  In- 
stitution, played  ducks  with  all 
educational  theories,  and  Da  fid 
and  Philip  left  Rouen  precipi- 
tately. After  this  set-back  Philip 
went  placidly  to  Rugby,  and  as 
he  managed  to  go  there  in  his 
sixteenth  year  and  also  suc- 
ceeded in  watching  a  Gentlemen 
r.  Players'  match  at  L  ird's  in 
August  I  think  that  he  had 
more  than  his  ordinary  share  of 
luck.  Damd's  education  in  the 
meantime  was  supervised  by  his 
uncle,  and  things  went  smoothly 
enough  until  Patricia  arrived  in 
Kngland.  Then,  in  spite  of 
systems  and  philosophy,  David 
fell  in  love,  and  so  did  I'ltiliji, 
and  so,  to  round  off  the  comedy, 
did  Spenser  Kirke  —  although 
his  charmer  was  not  Patricia 
but  Philip's  mother.  Perhaps  it 
is  a  pity  that  the  story  does  not  end  with  the  uncle's  down- 
fall, for  David's  pursuit  of  a  wife  is  a  little  out  of  harmony 
witli  the  prevailing  spirit.  Still,  so  full  of  delicious  irony 
and  so  free  from  sarcasm  is  Lore  and  the  Wise  Men  that 
I  am  more  inclined  to  congratulate  the  author  than  to  criticise. 

"  In  a  letter  to  Mr.  T.  Harrington,  M.I'.,  Mr.  Waldron  states  that  the 
demands  of  his  duties  requiring  my  pres  'nee  in  Dublin,  I  make  it 
impossible  that  he  should  stand  as  candidate  at  the  forthcoming  General 
Election." — Dublin  Keening  Mail. 

So  if  Mr.  HAURINGTOX  has  a  seat  which  isn't  yours,  no  doubt 
thev  are  the  ones. 


Salesman  (lately  promoted  to  cur'/o  department).  "Tnis  NECKLACE, 


'•  To-day's  Cross-Country  Passages. 
(By  arrangement  with  the  S.  E.  &  0.  R.)" — Daily  News. 

Iii  disgust  at  our  friendly  hint,  the  S.  E.  &  C.  R.  has  (it 
will  be  seen)  given  up  arranging  the  weather  for  cross- 
Channel  passages,  and  now  confines  itself  to  the  land. 

From  "  Hints  to  Memsahibs  "  in  an  Indian  paper  : — 

"  To  clean  furniture  :  Rub  on  the  following  :   1  of  beeswax  to  1  spirits 

of  turpentine  ;  strain  through  coarse  muslin." 

For  heavy  pieces  of  furniture  the  rnuslin  should  be  very  coarse. 
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CHARIVARIA. 

WHEN  is  a  next  door  not  a  next  door? 
For  s.luiion  of  this  riddle  address  the 
Itt.  lion.  DAVID  LUIVD  QlOBOC,  marking 
the  envelope  plainly  "  Cardiff  Tailor." 

We  are  pleased  to  see  that  the 
exemplary  sentence  of  three  months' 
imprisonment  has  been  passed  on  a  man 
for  a  fraud  on  the  War  Office.  There- 
is  something  peculiarly  un- 
sportsmanlike in  taking  ad- 
vantage of  the  innocence  of 
this  institution. 

V 

Superstitious  persons  are 
saying  that  a  proof  that  death 
is  hovering  over  the  House  of 
Lords  may  be  found  in  the 
titles  which  the  two  newest  i 
peers  have  chosen.  Admiral 
Sir  JOHN  FISHER  becomes 
Baron  FISHER  of  Kilverstone, 
and  Sir  ARTHUR  GODLEY  is  now 
Baron  KILBRAOKEN  of  Killegar. 
In  each  title  there  is  a  distinct 
suggestion  of  homicide.  Absit 
omen! 

V 

Mr.  BALFOUR  is  taking  a 
fortnight's  rest.  His  message 
to  his  colleagues :  —  "  You 
make  the  speeches :  I  '11  do 
the  rest." 

V 

In  his  racy  speech  at  the 
Authors'  Club  on  Naval 
Gunnery,  Admiral  Sir  PERCY 
SOOTT  apologised  for  the  fact 
that  ''by  force  of  circum- 
stance his  remarks  had  to  be 
rather  like  Hamlet  with  the 
Prince  of  Denmark  left  out." 
But  surely,  writes  an  old  lady, 
the  KAISER  is  not  yet  Prince 
of  Denmark? 

V 

Tlhe  Political  Stakes. 
Scratched.— The  Chaos. 


formed,  not  strictly  correct.  During 
tin-  summer  a  sparrow  hopped  into  an 
•  elmreh,  the  door  of  which  was 
open,  and  was  allowed  to  remain  tin-re 
during  the  whole  of  the  sermon. 


V 


man  signs  that  we  are  in  for  an  aret  it- 
winter  !  During  the  cold  snap  last  week 
seventy  Polar  bears  suddenly  appeared 
at  the  Hippodrome.  It  ia  many  years 
since  so  many  have  been  seen  in  London. 


j.   r  •  i--.    MM  '•:    u: .,,•,, 


juitl   now 


j       •         •      .  WWH     j»*« 

to  prefer  the  offensive  to  the 


V 


Do  martuii,  etc.    "A  very  pretty  litil- 
play,  and  quite  original  rauaic,"  a 
was  overheard  to  remark  on  tearing  1 1.  • 
Majesty's  Theatre  after  seeing  BectWn 


V 


'The 


dwellers 


in    glass 


MARBLE  ABOH." 


houses,"  said   Mr.  BIRRKII.  at 

Bristol,  "have  begun  to  throw 

stones   at    the    Constitution." 

Does  this  figure  of  speech,  we  wonder, 

shadow  the  acquisition  of  the  Crystal 

Palaee  by  the  Government  as  a  home  for 

evicted  peers?          * 

"If  manners  make  the  man,  clothes 

make  the  woman,"  says  Mrs.  GEORGE 
( 'oiisw  u.i. is  \\'KST.  Nothing  was  said  • 
to  what  makes  the  militant  suffragette, 
but  we  think  it  cannot  bo  manners. 

V 

The  statement  made  by  a  police 
inspector  at  Uast  Ham  to  the  effect  that 
in  the  county  of  Essex  all  birds  are 
protected  on  Sundays  is,  we  are  in- 


Bus  Conductor  (at  Hyde  Park  Corner^  ••  'Eat,  WOT  IE.  WAXT  TO  GET 
'ERE  FOR?    Y'AHKED   FOR  THE    MARBLE  AM.    THIS  AIST  HIE 


MUU.r,   n.ni>n.  „ 

Pansenger.  "WELL,  ANYHOW.  IT'S  WHAT  I  ctu.  THE  MARBI 


Too  old  at  sixty.—  COBDEN'S  doctrines? 


V 


•n  ••  -i  *  ••  i-  'i  . 

Tli.-  late  Mile.  QujEAif,  of  Paris,  we 
I.M in  from  The  Krprett,  has  left  a  will 
bequeathing  a  xinall  annuity 
to  each  of  her  two  hundred 
pets — including  7Jrf.  a  day  to 
tier  fowls.  The  birds,  we  henr, 
already  realise  that 
now  of  independent  mean*, 
uid  are  sturdily  refusing  lo 
y  eggs. 

Ton  LEWIS,  the  plucky  little 
hero  who  was  decorated  by 
the  Kmo  last  week,  1ms  been 
interviewed  by  a  newspaper 
man.  He  expressed  the 
opinion  that  the  music  nt  St. 
I'.ml'n  was  "fine,"  that  the 
Zoological  Gardens  were 
"fine,  'and  that  the  perform- 
ance at  the  Hippodrome  was 
"  fine."  Fortunately  he  was 
not  asked  what  lie  thought 
of  the  weather,  or  a  reputa- 
tion for  splendid  consistency 
might  have  been  damaged. 

L"rd  Cuiznif,  speaking  on 
the  House  of  l»nl~  at  ol.l- 
ham,  extlaimed  :  "  What  cant 
it  is,  what  humbug,  what 
Hypocrisy,  to  talk  alxmt  an 
effele  oligarchy  when  they 
are  continually  pouring 
Hadi  al  recruits  into  it ! ' 
This  is  praise  fovm  "Sir 
Hubert,"  and  the  Radicals 
are  purring. 

The  Willeeden  Board  of 
Guardians  has  completed  a 
ro  1-call  of  the  inmates  of 
the  workhouse,  and  has  dis- 
covered among  the  paupers 
a  Civil  Fervant,  a  poet,  a 
chartered  accountant,  a  piano- 
forte maker,  and  a  number  of  clerks 
and  tradesmen  Peers  are  evidently  too 


"In  many  respects,"  Mr.  HENHV  Aitrin  u 
JONES  told  the  memb?rs  of  the  Kit  Mar- 
lowe Club,  "SiiAKSPEARE  was  a  very  plain, 
ordinary,  straightforward  person." 
HALL  CAINE,  however,  denies  indignantly 
thai  lie  was  very  plain. 


V 


Mr.  AUSTEN  CHAMBERLAIN  expresses  sur- 
pri-<-  that  Mr.  ASQUITII  should  have  made 
no  mention  of  National  Defence  in  his 
pronouncement  on  Liberal  policy.  Mr. 
CHAMBERLAIN  forgets  that  the  PREMIIR 
has  to  consider  the  feelings  of  his  sup- 


proud  to  give  their  <  Direct  designation. 

Rumours  of  a  grave  political  scandal 
reach   us.     It   is   said    that    a    certain 
Liberal  M.P.  who  is  going  about  the 
country  predicting  an  enormous  ma 
for  his  party  has  entered  into 
tion,  started  by  a  coutemionin . 
offers  a  large  money  prize  for  the  most 
accurate  guess  at  tlie    iwult    of 
election.    The  scandal  > 
predicts  (on  d'H)  a    majority    for    the 
Conservatives. 
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INTERVAL    FOR    REFRESHMENT. 

COME  let  us  cull  a  sacred  truce  ! 

So  sliall  the  hustings'  hideous  hum 
And  lips  that  bandy  loud  al'Use 

Respect  The  Season  and  be  dumb, 
Silenced  by  pudding  of  the  stodgy  plum. 

Here 's  Christmas  on  us  with  its  brood 
Of  ancient  memories,  dear  and  tried, 

When  decent  souls  may  well  exude 

A  goodwill  not  to  be  denied 
Even  to  people  on  the  other  side. 

Let  us  adopt  a  festal  cheer, 

And,  for  a  little  breathing-space, 
Admit  that  even  in  a  Peer 

There  may  be  points  of  saving  grace 
Lurking  behind  his  lordship's  "  turnip-face." 

Let  us  allow  that  even  LLOYD, 
For  all  the  bricks  he  loves  to  heave, 

Is  not  so  hopelessly  devoid 

Of  manners  as  you  might  believe, 
But  has  a  small  behaviour  up  his  sleeve. 

Let  us  presume  that  SANDY  URE 

Is  grievously  misunderstood, 
Having  a  conscience  quite  as  pure 

As  little  WASHINGTON'S,  the  Good, 
Who  couldn't  tell  a  whopper  if  he  would. 

Let  us  give  out  that  WINSTON  C. 
Is  loyal  and  would  still  remain 
A  Jonathan  to  DAVID  G., 

Although  the  Tories  (come  to  reign) 
AskeJ  him,  like  WHUTINGTON,  to  "turn  again." 

Let  us  infer  that  Mr.  Bung 

Has  got  no  privy  axe  to  grind, 
But  simply  prays  to  serve  among 

The  benefactors  of  his  kind, 
And  views  the  Budget  with  an  open  mind. 

Let  us  ignore  the  Navy  ghost, 

Nor  count  for  gospel  all  we  've  read 
About1  the  Teuton's  "Am  Tag"  toa»t, 

But  follow  REGGIE'S  lead  instead, 
Sleeping  in  natural  places,  such  as  Bed. 

Let  us  believe  that,  in  his  heart 
Grateful  for  bounties-we  bestow, 

JOHN  REDMOND  cannot  bear  to  part, 

To  leave  our  well-loved  isle,  and  go 
Away  from  where  the  Old-age  Pensions  grow. 

Let  us,  in  fact,  not  judge  at  all. 

Myself,  I  take  a  genial  line, 
And  with  a  temper  purged  of  gall 

Give  voice  to  pity  half-divine 
For  those  whose  views  don't  happen  to  be  mine. 

0.  S. 


Telepathic   Suggestion. 

"  The  electrical  equipment  of  the  car  is  so  arranged  that  the  mere 
fact  of  wishing  to  inspect  any  ol  the  high-tension  apparatus  caus'B  the 
whole  of  this  to  be  connected  to  earth,  and  thus  made  safe  before  it 
becomes  acce  sible." — Railway  News. 

Supposing  three  passengers  in  the  car  wished  to  inspect  the 
apparatus,  three  didn't  want  to  at  all,  and  one  hadn't  thought 
about  it  much,  what  would  happen  ? 


LETTERS    TO    A    MARTIAN. 

Mr  HUB  Sin,  I  like,  to- fancy  you  pegging  away  gallantly 
at  your  particular  section  of  the  Amalgamated  Martian  Canal 
Works,  Unlimited,  and  still  finding  time  in  the  midst  of  tiieso 
absorbing  tasks  for  the  consideration  of  matters  that  intercut 
us  on  this  circulating  ball  of  ours.  You  tell  me  you  're  death 
on  Psychical  Research,  for  instance — isn't  there  a  dash  of 
levity  about  the  expression'? —and  you  want  to  know  if 
we  're  doing  anything  in  the  matter.  Well.  I  '11  do  the  best 
I  can  for  you— though  I  ought  to  warn  you  that  I'm  a 
philistine  in  these  things.  I'm  without  the  pi  oper  amount 
of  reverence  or  credulity — you  can  call  it  what  you  like — and 
the  spirits  will  not  come  when  I  do  call  them,  either  from 
the  vasty  deep  or  from  anywhere  else. 

The  truth  is  YOU  ought  to  apply  to  Sir  OLIVER  LODGE. 
He's  a  Professor,  and  a  Knight,  having  attained  to  the  latter 
dignity  on  account  of  his  eminence  in  the  former.  He  can 
t  11  you  all  that  may  be  learnt  about,  the  subject.  What  he 
doesn't  know  isn't  knowledge.  You>  could  write  the  par- 
ticulars of  his  ignorance  within,  the  circle  of  a  threepenny- 
piece  and  have  plenty  of  room  left  for  the  Kings  of  Israel 
and  Judah.and  the  iniquities:of  Germany  according  to  that 
war-desiring  Socialist,  Mr.  ROBERT  BLATCHFORD.  Sir  OLIVER 
has  written  and  published  a  fat  book.  Its  price  is  Is.  6d. 
(net)  and  its  title-  is  TKe<  Survival  of  Man:  a  Study  in 
Unrecognised  Human  Fnculiy.  What  is  this  outcast  Faculty 
which  the  heartless- mass- of  men  has  hitherto  refused  even 
to  bow  to?  It  is  the  Faculty  of  communicating  with  the 
greater  mass  which,  not  to  put  too  fine  a  point  upon  it,  has 
died  and  been  buried.  Sir  OLIVER  LODOE,  however,  hasn't 
lost  courage — not  he.  He  keeps  pegging  away,  just  like 
you.  Listen  to  him: — "The  boundary  between  the  two 
states — the  known  and  the  unknown—  is  still  substantial, 
but  it  is  wearing  thin  in  places ;  and,  like  excavators 
engaged  in  boring  a  tunnel  from  opposite  ends,  amid  the 
roar  of  water  and  other  noites,  we  are  beginning  to  hear  now 
and  again  the  strokes  of.  the  pickaxes  of  our  comrades  on.  the 
other  side."  It  sounds  .all  right,  doesnlt  it?  The  mention 
of  water  is  particularly,  comforting,  but  it  must  be  confessed 
that  it  doesn't  carry  the  humble  investigator  very  much 
further. 

However,  you  mustn't  be  put  off  by  a  little  thing  like  that, 
you  must,  go  on,  or  rather  I  must  go  on  for  you;  and  then 
we  shall  discover  a  vast  amount  (if  assorted  beliefs.  There 
was  once  in  our  land  of  the  living  an  amiable  and  cultivated 
man  named  MYERS  who  took  a  deep  interest  in  spirit  mani- 
fe>tations,  and  believed1  firmly  that  after  death  he  would  be 
able  to  communicate  with  his  surviving  friends.  To  prove 
his  good  f.iili  and  to  test  subsequent  investigators,  he  wrote 
out  a  message  and  sealed  it  up  in  an  envelope,  proposing 
to  communicate  its  contents  to  his  friends  alter  his  death. 
He  died,  and  his  friends  set  to  work  with  a  properly  authorized 
and  duly  entranced  medium.  The  medium  delivered  her 
message  all  right,  but  when  the  envelope  was  opened  her 
version  was  something  hopelessly  different  from  what  MYERS 
had  written. 

You  would  have  thought  that  this  fantastic  fiasco  would 
have  settled  the  whole- thing.  Not  a  bit  of  it.  They  've  got 
some  ladies  to  take  fresh  messages  from  MYERS  in  what  they 
call  automatic  script.  Two  of  these  initiates,  it  appears,  have 
the  power  of  reproducing  on  piper  what  MYERS  th  nks,  and 
they  do  it,  in  the  queerest  crabbed  language,  in  scraps  of 
Latin  and  far-fetched  allusions;  and  then  the  two  scripts  are 
put  together,  and  by  long  puzzling  you  get  the  authentic 
stroke  of  the  pickaxe  and  you  realise  that  the  boundary  is 
wearing  thin  in  places.  Was  there  ever  such  a  farrago  of 
rubbish?  In  truth  they  are  worrying  MYERS,  not  to  death, 
but  beyond  it,  and  if  the  mediums  may  be  relied  on  he  's 
losing  his  patience,  and  no  wonder.  Less  than  six  months 
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REDMOND'S   CONCESSION. 


MR.  JOHN  RKPNON-P.  "AND  SOON  WE'LL  BE  FREE  FROM  THE  I'KCRAI'IXC  TYRANNY  ( >F  THE  SAXONY' 
IBISII  PI:ASAM.  "AN'   WHERE  WILL  WE  BE  AFTHER  GETTIN'   OUR  OULD  AGE   riNSH'NS  FROM?" 
MR.  Jonv  ]{I.DMOND.  "Oil,   WE'LL   STILT-  TAKE   THEIR    MONEY!" 
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SOCIETIES   WE    ADMIRE   (BUT    DO    NOT   BELONG    TO).-No.   7. 

THE  LEAGUE  FOB  TOE  RESCUE  OF  NERVOUS  AKD  ELDERLY  PERSONS  FROM  LOSDOH  TRAFFIC. 


after  his  death  ho  Wiis  appealing  to  them  "not  to  break  him 
up  so";  and  "NELLY,"  a  fain  ms,  but  not  a  cruel,  medium, 
said  some  very  severe  things  about  her  mother  (also 
medium),  who,  it  appears,  wouldn't  let  MYERS  go  to  sleep  as 
he  desired.  "  You  must  tell  her  not  to,"  added  NELLY. 

If  you  want  to  know  more  about  NELLY  and  her  mother 
(whose  fleshly  name  is  Mrs.  THOMPSON),  and  if  you  would 
loarn  about  Mrs.  PIPER,  who  is  a  sort  of  chief  prophetess — she 
comes  from  Boston,  Mass. — you  had  better  try  to  get  Sir 
OLIVER'S  book ;  but  perhaps  on  the  whole  you  "11  prefer  to  go 
on  with  your  own  digging  and  pickaxe-work. 

Yours  in  a  tunnel,  AN  EARTHWORM. 


"A  v.  iv  easy  ».iy  to  place  coal  on  n  fire  at  night  to  avoid  the  nsn.i] 
noiso,  especially  in  a  si  •&  room,  would  be  to  have  a  block  velvet  glove 
made  large  and  easy  (the  shape  of  baby's  first  glove  with  jn»t  the 
;humb),  nnd  one  can  (lien  pick  up  any  size  piece  of  coal  and  place  it 
where  one  needs  it  without  a  sound.  A  hook  to  hang  it  on  near  the 
iorner  of  the  mantelpiece  would  be  a  sure  way  of.  knowing  where  lo 
hid  it." — Woman's  Life. 

Sow  simple!  Having  placed  the  piece  of  coal  on  the  hook 
you  would  bo  quite  sure  where  to  find  it  nest  morning ;  no 
need  to  say  to  yourself,  "Let's  see,  where  did  I  put  that 
piece  of  Wallscnd  'i  " 


"  One  Jogendra  Dutta,  of  Chittagong,  has  been  arrested  for  offering  a 
iride  to  the  Additional  [Sessions  Judge  of  llnckergnnj." — Tlte  Statesman. 

fet  it  was  a  kindly  thought.  » 


LATEST  NEWS  FROM  THE  HOP  MARK  IT. 

THIS  winter,  according  to  the  views  of  the  beat  experts,  we 
are  to  be  "  tarantulatcd  "  by  a  number  of  new  dances  of  the 
most  alluring  and  catchy  description. 

Old  composers  have  redescciidcd  into  the  arena  to  com- 
pete with  their  youthful  rivals,  a:  d  the  hitherto  despised 
native-born  melodist  is  gradually  coming  by  his  own. 

One  of  the  features  of  the  hour  i>  tin-  number  of  amateurs 
who  have  sprung  to  fame  as  compo-ere  of  dance  tunes. 
Thus,  Mr.  Nathaniel  Buffles,  a  vcnetian-blind-mnk 
Harrmgay,  has  composed  a  delicious  wait/,  entitled  "  C'rvme 
de  Menthe,"  and  Miss  Nettie  Tibbitts,  who  keeps  a  poultry- 
run  at  Moreton-in-thc-M:u-li,  is  responsible  for  the  f.ivourito 
•'Cluck,  Cluck"  barn  dance. 

Of  successful  foreign  importation^  it  may  suffice  t<  • 
tion  that  Moritz  Wern,  a  Hungarian  l<an<lin.i>ter,  has  written 
a      I  .'eve  de  Dalila,"  that  O.ion  KliiigM>r,  a  Croatia? 
ductor,  has  perpetrated  a  "Measal  "'»•?•"  and  -'ori.s 

Swocliuck,  of  Uubbeldam,  a  "Jezebel  Polka." 

Not  only  are  the  names  of  all  the  famous  heroines  of 
history  being  requisitioned,  but  living  luminaries  are  also 
being  called  into  service.  Mr.  Caradoc  Ap-Jenkins  of 
Criccieth  has  celebrated  the  prowess  of  the  CHAKCCLUW  or 
THE  EXCHEQUER  in  his  "  Budget  Break-down,"  and  Professor 
de  Rougeraont  has  dedicated  hi-.  '  Y»ur8  Truly "  waltz  t,. 
the  l»im  ADVOCATE,  who  also  is  In  .n.  mm  I  in  a  set  of  lancers 
entitled  "A  Merry  Winston  and  a  M.I].J.;.  New  I 
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CAMPAIGN    NOTES. 

['I  hese  Notes  have  been  supplied  by  im- 
partial representatives  of  both  Parties.  Mr. 
Punch  prints  them  here  in  the  hope  that  every- 
one of  his  readers  will  find  among  them  some- 
tltimj  to  make  the  Christmas  holiday  happier.] 
A  Great  Opportunity. 

ME.  THOMAS  TUTTLEBOY,  who  has  just 
been  chosen  as  the  People's  Candidate 
for  Wopham,  has  a  splendid  chance  of 
snatching  a  notable  victory  for  progress. 
At  the  last  election  the  reactionaries' 
majority  was  8,834  in  a  poll  of  close  on 
twelve  thousand.  Should  Mr.  Tuttleboy 
wipe  this  out  he  will  have  achieved  one 
of  the  most  stupendous  personal  suc- 
cesses of  the  election.  He  is  enthusiastic 
at  the  wonderful  opportunity  of  distinc- 
tion which  has  been  afforded  him,  and 
is  brimful  of  confidence  that  he  will  at 
any  rate  reduce  his  opponent's  majority 
by  several  hundreds. 

The  East  Willylebone  Split. 

It  is  early  yet  to  prophesy  who  will  be 
returned  for  East  Willylebone,  but  it 
really  looks  as  if  the  unfortunate  split  in 
the  Unionists'  ranks  will  be  the  means 
of  losing  a  safe  seat  to  the  Socialist  and 
Pro-German  party.  The  patriotic  can- 
didates for  last  week  were  Mr.  Rupert 
Gubb  (U.  and  T.R.)  and  Mr.  Soaper 
Touchwood  (U.  and  T.R.),  but  in  order 
to  admit  of  a  straight  fight  against  the 
Radical  they  have  both  retired,  and  Mr. 
James  Sporran  (U.  and  T.R.)  and  Mr. 
Hope  Billson  (U.  and  T.R.)  have  been 
selected  in  their  place.  On  Monday 
of  next  week  the  claims  of  Sir  Archibald 
Hemp  (U.  and  T.R.)  will  be  considered, 
while  efforts  are  being  made  to  secure 
The  Evening  Neics  man  for  Tuesday,  if 
he  should  be  disengaged. 
The  Pensions  Lie  Again. 

Once  more  the  heartless  lie  about  old- 
age  pensions  is  going  the  rounds,  and 
once  more  Mr.  BALFOUK  with  consummate 
skill  has  nailed  it  to  the  counter.  Mr. 
H.  E.  Bulge,  the  candidate  for  the  Chiltern 
Hundreds,  recently  wrote  to  his  leader 
as  follows : — 

"  DEAR  MR.  BALFODR,— A  small  boy  has 
been  spreading  a  rumour  here  to  the 
effect  that  you  and  all  your  colleagues  on 
the  front  bench  voted  for  the  Old  Age 
Pensions  Bill  on  the  second  and  third 
readings,  and  that  the  House  of  Lords 
was  enthusiastically  in  favour  of  it. 
Please  nail  this  dastardly  lie  to  the 
counter." 

Mr.  BALFODR  replied  yesterday  : 

"  MY  DEAR  BULGE, — The  report  is  un- 
doubtedly  a    lie.      Only  a  fool  would 
believe  it,  and  only  a  knave  would  say 
it,  and  I  have  no  hesitation  in  nailing  it 
to  the  counter.     Yours  very  sincerely, 
A.  J.  BALFOUR." 
An  Earl's  Warm  Reception. 

The  contempt  felt  for  the  Peers  by  all 


thinking  men  was  well  shown  at  Upperby 
yesterday,  when  the  Earl  of  Aldwych 
attempted  to  speak  on  behalf  of  the  Food 
Tax  and  Revolutionary  Candidate.  The 
result  was  entertaining  to  a  degree. 

"  Ladies  and  Gentlemen — (Hooray) — I 
have  come  here  to-night — ('Oo  stole  the 
common  from  the  people  9) — That  was  a 
long  time  ago,  I  'm  not  going  to  speak 
about  that  now — (Well,  we  're  (joint}  to) — 
A  man  is  not  responsible  for  what  his 
ancestors  may  have  done — (//  it  wasn't 
for  your  ancestors  yon  wouldn't  lie  a 
heart) — That 's  nothing  to  do  with  it— 
(Yes  it  'as;  don't  be  so  ungrateful) — 
Are  you  going  to  listen  to  me?  I've 
got  my  back  to  the  wall — (Walbottle,  'e 
means) — Damn  it,  will  you — (Naughty!) 
— Ladies  and  Gentlemen — (That 's  right, 
Hughie,  don't  you  mind  the  horrid  men. 
You  begin  all  over  again,  dearie) — I  only 
ask  for  fair  play — (Did  yon  give  the 
Budget  fair  play?) — Yes,  we  did — (Oh, 
Pereival,  'ow  can  you?  and  on  your 
birthday  too .') — Look  here,  do  you  think 
I  want  to  talk  to  you  ? — (Do  you  think  we 
want  to  listen  to  you?) — Evidently  you 
don't — ('Ow  bright  Little  Stanley  's  yet- 
ting)— Very  well,  then,  you  needn't — 
(That 's  right,  ducky,  you  get  along  to  bed, 
Perkins  will  bring  your  tea  up  in  the 
morning) — But  I'm  just  going  to  say 
one  thing  ;  if  your  beastly  Radical  gets 
in  and  the  Germans  come,  don't  ask  me 
to  defend  you — (Ow,  mercy,  mercy!) " 

Pinking  and  the  Elections. 

An  interesting  situation  has  arisen  at 
Little  Froglands.  One  of  the  industries 
of  the  constituency  is  that  of  pinking, 
and  much  doubt  has  been  expressed  as 
to  which  way  the  pinking  vote  would 
go.  Last  week  the  National  Society  of 
Pinkers  asked  the  following  questions  of 
each  Candidate : 

(1)  Will    you,    if    elected,    do    your 
utmost  to  further  the  interests  of  the 
pinking  trade  ? 

(2)  Do  you  approve  of   State  aid  to 
pinkers  ? 

The  Liberal  Candidate  has  replied  : — 

(1)  By  all  means. 

(2)  Certainly. 

The  Unionist  Candidate's  answers 
were : — 

(1)  Yes. 

(2)  Yes. 

After  considering  these  replies  at  a 
meeting  which  lasted  some  hours,  the 
Society  decided  to  recommend  that  its 
members  should  vote  for  the  Liberal 
Candidate.  The  pinking  vote  is  there- 
fore gained  for  progress. 

A  Cessation  of  Hostilities. 

The  two  Candidates  for  N.E.  Sparkton 
have  decided  to  observe  a  truce  during 
the  Christmas  holiday,  and  no  meetings 
will  be  held  between  the  23rd  and  the 
27th.  It  is  the  proud  boast  of  Englishmen 
that  they  are  always  ready  to  sink 


political  differences  in  the  face  of  a  great 
national  festival.  But,  as  soon  as  the 
armistice  is  over,  Sir  Moses  Hoggenheim 
and  Mr.  Otto  Steiner  will  be  fighting  as 
fiercely  as  ever ! 

The  "Voice"  again. 

"A  Voice  "  was  in  deadly  form  again 
last  night  at  Craven  Ash,  and  quite 
spoilt  the  effect  of  the  Radical's  attack 
on  the  House  of  Lords.  For  instance  : 

".  .  .  We  have  been  accused  of  bring- 
ing in  this  Budget  from  motives  of  re- 
venge. That  is  a  baseless  accusation. 
Our  one  motive  was  revenue." 

A  Voice.  "  Wot  0  !  " 

Later  on  it  interrupted  with  even 
more  deadly  point. 

"  And  while  we  are  pledged  to  eco- 
nomy," the  Candidate  was  saying,  "  wo 
are  none  the  less  absolutely  determined 
to  maintain  the  Navy  in  a  condition  of 
invincible  superiority." 

A  Voice.  "  Yus,  I  don't  think  !  " 

The  effect  of  this  was  withering. 

Shot  and  Shell  for  ths  Campaign. 

There  is  no  such  thing  as  "Free 
Food."  You  have  to  pay  for  everything 
you  eat. 

(The  abore  is  issued  as  a  leaflet,  at  Is.  Gd. 
a  thousand,  by  the  Tariff  lleform  League.) 

Horseflesh  is  cheaper  in  Germany 
than  in  England.  You  cannot  get  it  at 
any  price  in  this  country. 

(The  above  is  issued  as  a  leaflet,  at  Is.  Cd. 

a  thousand,  by  the  Free  Trade  Union.) 

A  vote  given  to  the  Liberal  is  a  vote 
sold  to  Germany. 

Linoleum. 

Number  of  million  feet  manufactured : 
In  Germany  (1908)  ...     32,156 
In  England  (1902)...     33,259 
See  that  this  is  driven  home  into  the 
mind  of  every  elector. 

Germany  is  now  building  one  super- 
Dreadnought  a  month  (cf.  Daily  Mail). 
In  1912  they  will  have  52.  What  will 
the  price  of  food  matter  to  you  then  ? 

The  Duke  of  SUTHERLAND  owns  more 
than  a  million  acres.  There  are  some 
men  who  do  not  own  one.  Is  this  fair  ? 

Sugar  Sifters. 

1908  England     ...     £181,230 
Germany    ...     £179,997 
(Brazilian  silver  at  5s.  an  oz.) 
1732  England     ...      512  men 
Germany    ...        27  men 
[Less  re-exports  and  including  cost  of  freight.) 

English  increase  per  cent.,  25.     German 
increase  per  cent.,  84. 

What  have  you  got  to  say  to  that  ? 
A.  A.  M. 

"FLIGHT  WITH  CINEMATOGRAPH." 

Daily  Mail. 

'  Elopement  with  Typewriter"  is  a  fairly 
common  headline ;  this  is  something  new. 
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WHY    READ    AT    ALL? 

FOR  BUSY  MEN.— THE  WOULU'S  GREATEST  AUTHORS  TAKEN  IN  AT  A  OLAMT.     ill.  Till:   H.1  1I.I.KTOX-W1:; 


I 


WHO  KILLED  SIB  EOTEBT? 


PLOT  ASD  COUSTKBPLOT. 


ALONE  is  LT>\DO». 


IIIK  HI-MAX  SLEUTH-HOOD. 


*4* 

A   \OICE   FROM   TIIE  GRAVE. 


AlTEI  MCCB  TilBCLiTlOB. 
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MOTORBIKOLOGY. 

I  AM  the  possessor  of  a  motor  bicycle 
which  is  distinguished  (as  witness 
printed  documents  in  my  possession) 
by  being  "  the  most  unrivalled  m  tor 
bike  on  the  market."  I  therefore  f  el 
well  within  the  mark  in  stating  that  in- 
pattern  of  machine  is  extremely  unique, 
and  th  t  what  is  true  of  mine  is  more 
than  true  of  other  motor  bicycles  On 
t:.e  strength  of  tiiis  fact  I  come  forward 
as  a  Discoverer  in  a  science  which  has 
been  tailed,  I  regret  to  say,  "  Motor- 
bikology."  My  root  discovery  is:  (ai 
that  no  correct  estimate  of  the  speed 
and  running  cost  of  a  motor  bicycle  has 
yet  been  published  ;  and  (6)  that  the 
popular  belief  that  a  motor  bicycle 
travels  at  a  speed  ranging  from  twenty- 
five  to  forty  miles  an  hour,  at  a  cost  of 
less  than  a  farthing  a  mile,  is  entirely 
erroneous.  I  will  give  my  conclusions, 
and  the  scientific  evidence  upon  which 
they  rest,  without  comment. 

I. — Personal  Declaration. 

I,  during  twelve  months,  ran  my  motor 
bicycle  6,65-*   miles.      Time    occupied, 
1,251  hours.     Cost  of  running,  £189. 
II. — Grand  Conclusion. 

A  3J  h.p.  motor  bicycle  travels  at  an 
average  speed  (net)  of  five  miles  an  hour 
at  an  average  cost  of  seven-pence  a  mile. 

III. — Analysis  of  distance  travelled. 

Miles. 

Reading  of  cyclometer      7,732 

Deduct  for  error  due  to       Miles, 
optimism  of  cyclometer       861 
Deduct     distance     run- 
ning with   bicycle  in 
starting      217 


Total  deductions    1,078     1,078 

Total  distance  travelled     6,654 

IV. — Analysis  of  Time  spent. 

Number  of  hours  running 

Hours  taking  in  petrol,  repairs 
by  roadside,  asking  way,  etc.  . 

Hours  in  garage  repairing, 
tuning  up,  and  finding  out 
what  was  the  matter  

Clerical  work  abusing  Railway 
Company,  complaining  of  oil, 
corresponding  re  gosling,  mar- 
moset (see  below),  etc.,  etc.  ... 


207 


563 


Total  hours 


1,251 


V. — Analysis  of  Cost  of  Running  for 

Twelve  Months. 

4%    interest   on   £63    (cost  £     ».    d. 
of    machine    with    acces- 
sories)         2  10  4f 

Depreciation    on    cycle    for 

one  year 32  15  0 

Renewal  and  repair  of  tyres  7     30 

Petrol 470 

Lubricating  oil    «°>     5  4 


brought  forward     ... 

Comj'Mi  ation — Gosling,  4s.; 
marmoset,  £2  17s 

Legal  fees  inci  'cntal  to  last 
item 

Charges  at  various  garages  . 

Surgeon  s  fee  attending  gun- 
shot wound  

(Sparkin  ,•  plug  blew  out  and 
shot  me  in  leg  ) 

Druggist's  a/c  do 

Surgeon's  f t  e  attending  2nd 
gunshot  in  old  wound  ... 

Nur  e  for  three  weeks 

Druggist's  a/c  do 

Five  pairs  trousers  burnt  ... 
(H-'ating  of  engine  lights  up 
rider's  trousers.) 

Allowance  on  clothing  other- 
wise injured  

Leather  co;it,  leggings,  etc.;.. 

Tools,  small  parts,  replace- 
ments, taxidermist  setting 
up  marmoset,  carbide, 
lamp-oil  

Dinner  at  Ritz  Hotel  to  owner 
of  marmoset  on  amicable 
settlement  

Licence,  fees,  tips  to  persons 
pushing,  etc.,  etc 

First  fine  and  costs     

Second  fine  and  costs 

Third  fine  and  costs 

Sundries  and  incidentals  ... 


£    «.  d. 
50    0  8f 

310 

4  12  8 
11  14  0 

4     4  0 


14  7 

15  15  0 

11  10  0 

240 

8  15  0 


6     6  0 
4  17  0 


14     9  0 


680 

738 
236 
8  13  0 
17  6  0 
934 


Total  cost 


...£189    0  5f 


A   PRESENT  FOR  A  GOOD   BURGLAR. 

A  STUDY  IN  ADVERTISEMENT  FICTION. 

CHAPTER  I. 

"Bt'T,"  said  I,  stepping  rather  sud- 
denly into  the  dining-room,  "  either  1 
am  dreaming  or  you  are  a  burglar." 

"  01  course  it  is  not  for  me  to  say," 
he  answered,  toying  idly  with  a  jemmy, 
whatever  that  may  be,  "  but  I  should 
guess  that  you  are  dreaming.  I  notice 
that  you  have  got  pyjamas  on." 

"Have  I?  "I  said. 

Asbestos  Pyjamas  do  not  shrink  in 
the  icash. 

CHAPTER  II. 

"  I  notice,"  I  continued,  "  that  you  do 
not  directly  deny  that  you  have  come 
here  to  do  something  naughty." 

"I  may  be  a  burglar,"  he  answered, 
"but  I  am  no  liar." 

TJie  BostO'i  Syndicate  will  teach  you 
any  profession  in  three  lessons. 

CHAP  i  EH  III. 

"Burglar,"  I  said,  "I  do  believe  that 
you  meant  to  burgle  my  Christmas-tr,  e. 
I  could  have  forgiven  you  anything  but 
that." 

"  Given  ?  "  he  said  quickly. 

"  Forgiven,"  1  corrected.    "  As  it  hap- 


pens I  have  no  tree  to  burgle.  To  think 
that  I  am  a  nephew  and  yet  have  not 
been  given  a  Caristmas-tree,  and  that, 
if  I  had,  you  would  have  burgled  it !  " 

"  Say  what  you  like  about  your 
aunts,"  he  said,  "but  for  myself  I  only 
dropped  in  to  see  if  I  could  pick  up 
a  Christmas  card  or  two."  He  tried  to 
look  me  in  the  » ye  without  laughing. 
,  "Let  us  nther  drink  each  other's 
health,"  said  I.  "An  excuse  like  that 
deserves  something  wet.  After  all,  1 
suppose  that  1  was  wrong.  Of  course 
there  is  no  such  word  as  '  burgle.'  " 

Insure  your  Christmas-tree  against 
Fire  and  Dishonest;/  at  the  Moon  Office. 

CHAPTER  IV. 
We  drank. 

Drink  and  Enjoy  (if  you  can)  Smith's 
Non-intoxicant  Gooseben'y  Squash. 

CHAPTER  V. 

"  A  merry  Christmas  to  you,"  said  I, 
in  my  cups. 

"  Thanks,"  he  answered. 

"  No  trouble,'  said  I,  deprecatingly. 

"Nor  exp 'nse,"  he  added,  sarcastic- 
like.  "This  liquor  has  a  nice  golden 
tint  about  it.  1  suppose  there  is  no 
more  gold  in  the  house,  is  there?" 

"  Lots  down  the  ce  lar,"  I  said,  rising. 

"  A  man  who  takes  a  hint  as  quickly 
as  that,"  he  said,  commanding  me  to 
be  seated,  "ought  to  take  the  right 
hint.  .  .  .  Now,  try  and  guess  this  one. 
When  you  are  playing  bridge  and  you 
dare  not  go  no  trumps,  hearts,  clubs 
or  spades,  what  do  you  declare?  And 
if  so,  where  are  they,  and  is  the  safe 
door  locked  or  only  just  pushed  to?  " 

"The  safe  is  kx-ked,  I  told  him, 
"  and  it  is  only  a  meat  safe.  Personally 
1  should  leave  it  to  dummy." 

"  No  diamonds  worth  d  daring !  "  he 
sighed.  "  And  yet  you  wish  me  a 
merry  Christmas.  But  I  suppose  that 
every  cloud  h.is.  ..." 

''Not  this  cloud,"  said  I.  "The 
forks  are  only  electro,  and  bad  electro 
at  that.  By  the  way,  when  I  said  that 
about  Aunts,  I  did  not  mean  to  include 
Aunt  Mary.  Though  she  has  not  got  a 
silver  lining,  she  has  at  least  r  mem- 
bered  what  a  good  nephew  I  am  to  her. 
Af  er  all,  what  is  meie  silver  compared 
with  the  kind  thought?" 

Buy  Bmmjum  Forks  and  Spoons. 
They  are  not  worth  stealing. 

CHAPTER  VI. 

"In  the  cupboard  above  your  head  is 
the  hindsome  vase  which,"  I  continued, 
"  was  sent  to  me  by  Aunt  M — 

"  Thanks,"  he  said,  rising  to  go,  "  but 
I  happen  to  be  a  nephew  myself." 

All  seasonable  Contributions  should  be 
accompmied  by  a  stamped  and  addressed 
envelope. 
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Boy.   "WHAT  HAS  HE   BEEX   DOIKO,   MOTHER?" 

M  ther.  "  I  DON'T  KNOW,  DEAR,  BUT  IT  MUST  HAVE  BEEN  BOMETHIJTO  TERT  BAD  I»LEU>." 
Boy.  "I  KNOW.    HE  MUST  HAVE  BEEN  CONTBADICTIXQ  nm  MOTHER." 


ANNOYANCES  OF  A  ND1ROD. 

["  I  was  too  near  to  shoot,  had  no  time  to 
my  gun,  and  there  was  the  lioness  rounug 
in  the  other  direction.  I  had  the  presence  of 
mind  not  to  turn  iny  back  on  the  rhinocrros, 
a  d  step|>ed  aside,  but  it  di  I  the  same.  I  then 
<1  to  the  other  side,  and  was  distinctly 
r.-  ieved  to  see  it  pass  on."—  Extract  from  a 
l-ller  of  the  Acting  Uistrict  Commissioner  of 
Bormpo.] 


I  was  casually  making 
Some  punctures  in  a  lioness, 
I  heard  a  sound  of  branches  breaking 
Behind     my     back,     and     muttered 
"Bless!" 

Clad  in  a  sort  of  leather  "lino," 
And  much  too  near  for  me  to  pot, 

There  came  a  most  enormous  rhin.i 
That  seemed  in  haste  and  rather  hot. 

I  waited  for  a  while  In  loco 

Until  the  homely-featured  brute 

Had  \vellnixh  barked  mo  with  his  boko  ; 
Then  I  meandered  off  hi.s  route. 

But  lie,  with  that  amazing  rudene 

That  stamps  the  larger  types  of  game, 

Invalidated  a  1  my  shrewdness 
By  spotting  it—  aud  did  the  same. 


So,  anxious  to  avoid  collision, 
And  feeling  death  involved  a  bore, 

I  acted  with  extreme  decision, 

And  twc-etepped   to  the  right  once 
more. 

That  did  the  trick:  his  shoulders  shrug- 
ging, 

The  pachyderm  (a  great  release) 
Departed  thence  and  left  me  plugging 

My  wounded  lioness  in  peace. 

But  still  it  made  my  hair  untidy ; 

It  seems  a  shame  one  cannot  make 
A  simple  bag  of  large  jdi<li- 

(Such  as  are  found  in  Afric's  brake) 

Without  this  ever-present  trammel— 
The  risk  that,  from  another  track, 

Some  utterly  extraneous  mammal 
May  want  to  barge  one  in  the  back. 

«  I,  rd  Denman  puts  the  case  in  a  nutshell  as 
a  red  herring  to  save  thf  House  of  lords." 

Daily  <  hronid*. 

Tliis  reminds  us  that  Saved  by  a  red 
hcri-imj,  or  Put  me  among  the  nuts,  is 
the  title  of  our  new  election  serial. 


Commercial  Candour. 
The  Breeder*    QmeiU  adverse*  the 
following  testimonial-  in  th-  American 
edition  of  an  English  magazine:  — 

"  •  I  ani  continuall  «nr  ri-rd  at  the  number 
of  per-on»  who  regard  The  O»ieUe«eoBeol  the 
choicest  piece*  of  l.term  ure  that  tame*  to  their 
homes,  and  who  euge  \J  read  iU  page*. 

Pmor.  W.  A.  HE>RT. 

America's  Foremost  Agrieu.l  ral  E. locator. 
•That  little  rtory  by  R.btrt  Jameson  in  The 
Gazette  of  June  .3  i»  as   n*>r   h^ralare  M 
anything  we  fin  I  these  day*  in  the  penoOicab. 

MILTOX  O.  NEL*M. 

Secretary  Northwe«te  n  Cedaman'a  A»«o- 
ciation." 

A  modest  little    paper.   The  Breed** 

•te. 

Mr.  I'uneh't  suggestion  for  a  Christ- 
mas Card : — 


Mr. wishes  yoo 

A  SIKKIIY   CHi;;-iMA8 

ASH 

A  BAITY  NKW  Y 

(Uar«  you  OH    fcoofa  of  •"«  '    / 
piraM  rrfurn  (Am.) 
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TllE    UPIER    PICTURE   REPRESENTS    THE  "SPORTING    MIOTS  "    WHICH   THE   SQUIRE   HOPED   TO   OBTAIN   BI  REARING   WILD  DUCK  AND   FLYING  THEM 
FROM   THE  TOP   OF  THE   HILL  ;    THE   LOWER   ONE    REPRESENTS  THE   INGLORIOUS   REALITY. 


CHRISTMAS,   1909. 

[The  author  has  been  instructed  by  a  Child 
of  the  Period  to  compose  the  following  lines 
on  his  behalf.] 

ONCE  more:the  silly  season  comes 
When  grown-ups  overload  their  turns. 
And  self-respecting  babes  must  school 
Their  saner  selves  to  play  the  fool. 

We  moderns  are  not  quite  so  green 
As  our  poor  parents  must  have  been, 
Nor  can  we  view  as  aught  but  bosh 
This  silly  Santa  Clausy  tosh. 

The  ancient  myth  's  a  bit  too  thin  ! 
I've  seen  the  van-man  handing  in 
All  Santa  Claus's  gifts.     What 's  more, 
The  bills  were  settled  at  the  door. 

Oh,  if  my  poor  dear  parents  knew 
The  modern  infant's  point  of  view, 
And  learnt  that  it  was  shared  by  me, 
How  disappointed  they  would  be  ! 

It  pleases  them  to  talk  a  lot 
Of  fairy  tales  and  tommy  rot 
And  make  a  most  mysterious  fuss — 
It  pleases  them,  and  don't  hurt  us. 


On  Christmas-eve  they  love  to  tread, 
Like  stealthy  burglars,  round  my  bed — 
I  never  knew  what  pure  delight  meant 
Until  I  saw  their  young  excitement. 

As  stage  conspirators  they  creep, 
Poor  darlings,  thinking  I  "m  asleep, 
Though  I  can  scarce  control  my  features 
While  watching  these  pathetic  creatures. 

So  once  again  I  make  pretence 
To  bid  adieu  to  common  sense 
And,  just  to  humour  these  good  folk, 
Play  once  again  the  worn-out  joke. 

And  this  must  be  my  lame  excuse 
For  putting  stockings  to  a  use 
For  which,  though  meant  to  be  suspended, 
The  bally  things  were  not  intended. 


Life's  Little  Ironies. 

"  Mr.  should  have  given  a  lecture  on 

Tuesday  night  on  his  travels  in  the  land  of  the 
Esquimos,  but  owing  to  a  chill  he  was  unable 
to  deliver  the  lecture." — Local  Paper. 

Our  beastly  climate  again.  So  different 
from  the  Arctic  Circle. 


CHRISTMAS  HINTS. 

WOMEN  are  always  at  a  loss  to  know 
what  to  give  to  their  men-folk  at  Christ- 
mas. They  might  give  a  worse  present 
than  a  blue  plush  tobacco-pouch  em- 
broidered in  silver— but  it  would  be 
difficult. 

A  new  game  for  the  long  winter  even- 
ings has  just  been  invented.  It  is 
exceedingly  simple  and  only  requires  a 
sense  of  humour  and  a  little  cotton-wool. 
The  game  is  called  "  Deaf  Man's  Buff  " 
and  is  a  pleasant  change. 

It  is  an  unhealthy  practice  to  lick  the 
gummed  side  of  postage  stamps — and 
to  lick  the  other  side  is  silly.  The 
best  way  is  to  leave  a  packet  of  en- 
velopes in  a  basin  of  water  all  night ; 
in  the  morning  your  stamps  will  be 
found  to  stick  readily  wherever  required. 


"2590— Parcel  lady's  clothes:  Coat,  skirt, 
blouses,  hats,  boots,  shoes,  trousers ;  fit  youth 
16-17."— The  Lady. 

The    Suffragette    telegraph-boy   is  ap- 
parently retiring  from  business. 
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QUESTIONS    FOR    THE    "BOOK    OF    ETIQUETTE." 


A  ,.ADY  (WHO   CHAN.K8  TO  BE  THP,  ONLY  PERSON   BE8.DE8  YOUR8E..K  UP   AT  THE  DEATH)  ABO  TOO  TO  GET 

THE  mom  OF  BAVAGER,  THE  MOST  SAVAGE  HOUND  IN  THE  PACK.     WHAT  is  THE  pioxmED  COEH.ME  TO 


IT  IS  A  LIE 

THAT  in  the  year  1831  Mr.  ASQUITH  said 

that  nothing  should  ever  ahake  his 

faith  in  the  House  of  Lords. 
That  LEONARDO  DA  VINCI  always  stuffed 

Victorian  bed  quilts  into  his  wax 

litists. 
That  President  TAFT  weighs  only  7  stone 

4  Ibs. 
That  SANDOW  lives   entirely  on  moules 

marinieres. 
That  Mr.  ROBERT  BLATCHFORD  is  really 

trembling. 
That  Mr.  PIKRPOWT  MORGAN  has  bought 

the  SAUTINO  Collection. 
That  East  Marylebone  is  an  earthly  para- 
dise of  contented  Unionists. 
That  COOK  and  PEARY  have  signed  articles 

of  partnership. 
That  Mr.  ELLIS  BAKKKR  has  a  pure  English 

accent. 
That  one  can  have  quite  a  decent  game 

of  billiards  with  three  hard-boiled 

ecss. 


That,  strictly  speaking,  a  large  out- 
fitter's three  hundred  yards  away 
from  a  castle  is  a  small  tailor's  next 
door  to  it 

That  any  good  thing  can  come  from  a 
Radical  Government. 

That  any  good  thing  can  come  from  a 
Conservative  Government. 


THE  REAL  MARTYRS. 

HE  was  lying,  a  mass  of  bandages,  in 
his  hospital  bed,  and  I  asked  the  doctor 
to  tell  me  who  and  what  he  was. 

"We  don't  know,"  he  said.  He 
lu-n't  spoken  yet  He  was  brought  in 
late  last  night  and  is  still  unconscious. 

Just  as  I  was  passing  on,  the  band- 
ages stirred  and  the  man  opened  his 

C'V.  -. 

"  Hullo  !  "  he  said,  looking  at  me. 

"Hullo!"  *aid  I,recogni-ing  his  voice. 
"You?  What  on  eirtli  are  you  doing 
here?  What 's  the  matter?" 

"  But  where  am  1  ?  "  lie  asked,  and 


TM   .«C«B.      YOO  FI» 


"Great 


then  t<x>k  in  his  surroundings. 
Scott,  it  's  a  hospital  !  " 

"  Of  course.    You  're  hurt.    You  must 
have  had  an  accident,"  I  said. 

He  thought  silently  for  a  little  while 
and    then    remarked,    "Of    course. 
was  thrown  out  of  the  Town   Hall  at 
last  night's  Lalxral  meeting." 

He  began  to  laugh. 

"  Hut  you  're  not  a  Suffragette,    I  said. 

•No,"  he  sai<l,  "that's  the  joke. 
calleJ  out,  '  Down   with  women  !  '  and 
they  thought  I  said,  '  Votes  for  worn,  n  ! 
and  threw  me  out.    I  muxt  have  put 
the  accent  on  the  wrong^  word,  and  all 
they  heard  was  '  worn.  -n.1 

"What  is  that  you're  saying/ 
feeble  voice  inquired  from  the  next  bed. 

My  poor  friend  repeated  the  story. 

"It's  tnie  enough,"  said  tlie  fetble 
voice.     "I  ought  to  know,   becaua 
was  sitting  next  to  you.     I  know  it  w«« 
a  mistake,  but  it  didn't  help  natter.  a 

,,d  one  of  the  stewards  bn4 
head.      And,"   he    quav-iyd   P'f0™* 
"  th,-  htupi.l  thing  is  that  I  ' 
too  and  dead  against  the  Suftr 
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PIANISTIC    PERILS. 

AwiTI,   EXPERIENCES   OF   MR.  BAMBERGER. 

THE  reality  o£  tlie  perils  to  which 
magnetic  artists  are  subject  has  once 
more  been  vividly  brought  before  us  in 
the  poignant  narrative  of  the  attempted 
kidnapping  of  a  young  pianist  by  an 
infatuated  counte-s  which  appears  in 
the  columns  of  The  Daily  Chronicle,  a 
paper  notoriously  averse  from  sensation- 
alism of  every  kind. 

That  this  is  no  new 
danger  is  abundantly 
made  clear  in  the  thrill- 
ing recital  of  his  own 
experiences  with  which 
Mr.  BAMBF.RGER  has  gra- 
ciously condescended  to 
regale  our  representa- 
tive. 

Mr.  BAMBERGER,  who 
was  reclining  in  a  sump- 
tuously upholstered 
armchair  at  the  house 
of  his  father-in-law, 
Sir  Pompey  Boldero, 
was  clad  in  a  dazzling 
kimono  surmounted  by 
a  tasselled  Zingari 
smoking-cap.  His  clear- 
cut  features  indicated 
genius ;  his  brow  ex- 
haled  the  sublime. 
Mrs.  BAMBERGER,  a  petite 
figure  clad  in  a  shim- 
mering gown  of  some 
soft  material,  crouched 
picturesquely  on  a 
cinque-cento  saddlebag 
stool  at  the  feet  of  her 
sultanic  spouse.  When 
our  representative  had 
recovered  from  his 
natural  nervousness  at 
the  proximity  of  these 
two  superhuman  figures, 
Mr.  BAMBERGER  began 
his  recital : — 

"One  of  the  most 
extraordinary  experi- 
ences which  I  ever 
underwent  was  when 
fulfilling  an  engage- 
ment at  a  Court  concert 
in  Dahomey.  The  performance  was 
attended  by  the  whole  corps  of  Ama- 
zons, with  their  generalissima,  the 
Princess  Ju-Juba,  a  superb  brunette. 
Mrs.  BAMBERGER,  who  was  sitting  in  the 
front  row,  suddenly  became  conscious  of 
a  sense  of  acute  compression  in  the 
region  of  the  jujugular  vein  and  dis- 
covered that  she  had  been  lassoed  from 
behind  by  the  Princess  !  With  a  violent 
effort  she  disengaged  her  neck  from  the 
noose  and,  removing  a  diamond-hilled 
hatpin — the  gift  of  the  Emperor  MENELEK 
— from  her  toque,  drove  it  with  un- 
erring aim  through  the  hand  of  her 


assailant.  The  confusion  caused  by  the 
incident  was  terrific,  but  by  a  happy 
thought  I  improvised  an  intermezzo 
rdifjioso  of  so  narcotic  a  nature  that  the 
Amazons  were  all  thrown  into  a  state  of 
comatose  impassivity,  and  were  success- 
fully removed  on  stretchers  by  the 
attendants. 

"I  had  another  narrow  escape,"  con- 
tinued the  great  virtuoso,  "in  Tiflis, 
where  a  Circassian  Duchess,  after  I  had 


Phyllis  (up  from  the  country).  "Bui,  DICK,  THIS  is. JUST  LIKE  THE  LAST  PIECE  YOU 

BROUGHT   ME  TO   SEE  HERE." 

Dick.  "MY  DKAR  PHYLLIS,  DON'T  BE  ABSURD.    Tins  is  THE  A'.irt/Hir  (Jim,  OF  Nice 

AND  THE  OTHER  WAS   TnE  GltASSE   IT'/MIV.      SURELY  YOU   KNOW  THAT  NlCE  AND   G  BASSE 
ARE  TWO   ENTIRELY  DIFFERENT  PLACES." 


declined  her  offer  of  marriage  sixteen 
times,  resorted  to  drastic  measures  to 
break  down  my  opposition.  At  my  last 
recital,  while  I  was  playing  CHOPIN'S 
Funeral  March,  a  bomb  was  exploded 
on  the  platform.  The  room  was  filled 
with  an  asphyxiating  vapour,  and  when 
I  recovered  consciousness  it  was  to  find 
myself  in  the  car  of  the  Duchess's 
dirigible  balloon,  heading  straight  for 
the  Caspian.  '  Be  mine,'  cried  the 
infatuated  Circassian.  'Never,'  I  re- 
plied with  implacable  disdain.  Swift  as 
thought  she  severed  the  cords  that 
attached  the  car  to  the  balloon,  and  with 


lightning  velocity  we  plunged  down  into 
the  waters  of  the  Caspian.  Five  minutes 
afterwards  I  was  picked  up  by  the  yacht 
of  the  Khan,  of  Khokand,  which  hap- 
pened to  be  cruising  in  the  vicinity, 
but  the  Duchess  was  never  seen  again. 
Entangled  in  the  wreckage  of  the  car 
she  sank  like  a  stone  to  the  blue  depths 
of  the  Caspian.  ' 

Mr.  BAMHEKGER  wiped  away  a  tear  and 
proceeded  :  "  Having  refused  a  duke- 
dom in  Circassia,  it  was 
not  to  be  expected  that 
I  should  accept  the  offer 
of  a  mandarinate  in  the 
Yang-tze  valley.  But  I 
had  more  than  all  my 
work  cut  out  to  escape 
from  the  minions  of 
Prince  Pung,  who  was 
bent  on  securing  me  as 
the  husband  of  his  aged 
stepmother,  a  venerable 
lady  of  some  ninety 
summers  with  a  singu- 
larly lurid  past.  Suffice 
it  to  say  that,  at  the 
suggestion  of  my  faith- 
ful tuner,  1  was 
smuggled  out  of  the 
palace  in  the  interior  of 
my  Bluthstein  grand 
and  conveyed  in  a  junk 
for  several  hundred 
miles  down  the  river, 
until  it  was  safe  for  me 
to  emerge  from  my  lair. 
During  all  that  time  I 
was  fed  through  an 
orifice  in  the  top  of  the 
piano  and  had  nothing 
to  eat  my  food  with  but 
a  tuning-fork. 

"  The  story  of  my 
capture  by  Nihilists  in 
Odessa  you  know  al- 
ready. In  all  I  have 
been  kidnapped  twenty- 
nine  times  —  a  record 
amongst  living  pianists. 
Indeed,  I  doubt  whether 
LISZT  himself  equalled 
this  number.  Most  of 
my  kidnappers  were 
Countesses,  but  I  had  a 
most  humiliating  experience  in  Man- 
chester, when  I  was  abducted  by  the 
widow  of  a  Jubilee  Knight." 


From  The  East  Anglian  Daily  Times 
we  extract  the  following  clerical  intelli- 
gence:— 

'•  Whereas  the  Rector  of  St.  Giles'  has  a  net 
value  of  about  £90  a  year,  the  Vicarage  at  the 
village  of  Newport  has  an  endowment  of  three 
times  that  amount." 

A  scheme  for  the  official  valuation  of 
Rectors  should  certainly  be  tacked  on 
to  the  next  Socialist  Budget. 


in.  :.'i',  1909.] 
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A    PANACEA. 

Jllllc.  CLAIRE  DE  SEBVAL  recommends  us  to  fast  for  two  days  a  week 
regularly,  as  a  cure  for  diseases  of  the  mind  and  body.  She  herself  has 
'asted  for  as  loug  as  forty  days,  during  which  time  her  brain  was  more 
active  and  clear  than  usual ;  anxiety,  worry,  care  were  all  suspended, 
and  she  was  able  to  regard  a  precarious  future  with  serenity.] 

IF  ills  of  the  flesh  should  assail  me, 

If  toothache  should  rage  through  my  head, 
If  I  'm  seized  with  bronchitis, 
Sore  throat  or  gastritis, 
And  ready  to  wish  I  were  dead  ; 
I  know  that  all  physics  will  fail  me — 
The  days  of  the  doctor  are  past — 
I  only  desire  to 
Be  left  to  retire  to 
My  own  little  chamber  and  fast. 
In  peace  and  silence  there 

I  watch  the  weeks  slip  by ; 
No  chop,  no  steak,  no  ales,  no  cake 
Come  near  to  make  my  organs  ache  ; 
I  munch  a  little  air, 

A  little  light  I  try, 
And  day  by  day  I  grow  more  guy, 
And  fleshly  sorrows  fly. 

When  ills  of  the  spirit  depress  me, 

When  the  future  seems  dark  and  forlorn, 
When  I  'm  filled  with  misgiving 
And  can't  earn  a  living 
And  wish  I  had  never  been  born  ; 
When  fortune  declines  to  caress  me 
And  shows  me  a  face  overcast, 
There 's  only  one  favour 
I  'd  trouble  to  crave  her — 
A  month  or  two's  nice  quiet  fast. 
And  as  the  moments  flew 

I  'd  learn  to  raise  my  head, 
For  this  great  thought  with  joy  is  fraught : — 
Now  I  Ve  been  taught  to  live  on  naught, 
The  future  I  may  view 

Without  a  trace  of  dread ; 
If  food 's  de  trap,  what  matter  though 
I  cannot  earn  my  bread  ! 

No  doubt  there  are  some  who  would  quail  at 
The  rigorous  cure  I  commend. 
Some  people  would  label 
The  joys  of  the  table 
Life's  principal  object  and  end. 
Even  I,  when  I  started,  would  pale  at 
The  thought  of  a  forty-day  fast ; 
But  the  comforting  fact  is, 
With  plenty  of  practice 
I've  come  to  enjoy  it  at  last. 
Yet  every  now  and  then 

I  feel  my  courage  slump  ; 
There  comes  a  fear  that  spoils  my  cheer 
And  bids  the  tear  of  grief  appear : 
Suppose  some  silly  men 

To  this  conclusion  jump 
That  they  have  met  a  Suffragette — 
Suppose  they  ply  the  pump  ! 


THE   PROVINCIAL   EDITOR'S   LETTER-BAG. 

n. 

DEAR  MR.  HEDGES, — I  am  venturing  to  send  you  a  box  of 
:igars  to  smoke  during  the  festive  season.  They  are,  I 
hink,  not  bad,  and  I  know  that  you  a:e  one  who  can 
appreciate  tobacco  when  you  meet  with  it.  May  I  con- 
gratulate you  on  your  article  on  the  pr;  posed  iniquitous 
diversion  of  the  Charton  Road  ?  It  seemed  to  me  admirable 
joth  in  substance  and  manner,  although,  if  a  criticism  might 
je  found,  it  would  probably  be.ir  upon  the  lenience  of  your 
>en  and  your  too  kind  generalisations.  But  a  busy  man 
ike  yourself,  witli  a  thousand  duties,  manv  of  them  small 
md  vexatious,  to  perform  (and,  indeed,  Mrs.  Scrase  and  I 
ften  marvel  you  can  get  througli  it  all),  and  a  new-comer 
imong  us  too,  cannot  of  course  be  in  a  position  to  know, 
as  I,  for  example,  must,  with  premises  right  on  the  present 
•oad,  how  utterly  unnecessary  and  contrary  to  public 
interest  this  step  is. 

You  Icok  at  the  case  from  the  broad  standpoint  of  a 
oublicist;  whereas  I,  who  have  lived  here  all  my  life,  see 
.t  also  as  a  born  and  bred  Eastburian.  To  me  and  mine, 
and  I  assure  you  to  most  of  the  town,  this  change,  would  be 
a  blow  too  severe  to  contemplate  without  emoti  >n.  Call  us 
sentimentalis's  if  you  will—there  is  no  disgrace  in  that — but 
we,  like  yourself,  are  something  more  too.  We  stand  for 
what  is  right  and  ju^t  against  the  new  and  predatory 
faction  which  follows  Mr.  (l.irner.  It  is  therefore  that  I  say, 
More  power  to  your  elbow  ! 

The  c:gars,  I  ought  to  tell  you,  arc  of  the  famous  180',) 
;rop,  and  are  absolutely  ready  for  smoking.  But  you 
should  keep  them  in  a  warm  place.  If  you  have  a  cupboard 
near  a  chimney  so  much  the  better. 

With  all  the  compliments  of  the  season,  believe  me, 
dear  Mr.  Hedges,  Yours  cordially,  SIMOX  SCRASE. 

in. 

MY  DEAR  HEDGES, — Christmas  being  on  us,  I  take  the 
opportunity  of  sending  you  a  case  of  sherry,  a  wine  which 
is,  I  am  glad  to  say,  coming  into  fashion  again.  So  far  as 
I  am  concerned  it  never  went  out,  and  my  father  before 
me  was  true  to  it  too. 

If  you  would  bring  Mrs.  Hedges  to  supper  on  Boxing 
Day  it  would  give  Mrs.  Garner  and  myself  very  great 
pleasure,  and  we  would  have  a  jolly  evening  and  forget 
for  once  that  there  were  any  troubles  or  differences  of 
opinion  on  anything,  or  that  there  existed  so  trumpery 
an  affair  as  this  Chartou  Road  diversion,  on  which  I  see 
you  take  a  surprising  and,  for  you,  not  too  well-informed  line. 

I  wish  you  had  consulted  me  before  writing  that  article, 
as  I  am  probably  the  only  man  in  Eastbury  who  really 
knows  all  the  facts.  No  doubt  certain  persons  on  the 
present  road  will  suffer,  but  the  public  good  is  the  only 
thing  to  be  considered — the  welfare  of  the  greatest  number. 
Moreover  Lord  Aberley  gives  the  land,  and  that  means  much, 
especially  when  you  remember  how  important  is  his  good- 
will to  Eastbury  as  a  whole.  But  this  is  talking  shop,  and 
that  I  have  no  wish  to  do. 

Let  n;e  have  a  line  saying  that  Mrs.  Hedges  and  you  will 
honour  us,  and  hoping  that  the  wine  will  be  to  your  taste 
believe  me,  with  all  good  wishes  for  a  Merry  Christinas  and 
a  Happy  New  Year,  Yours  sincerely,  RDTUS  GARNER. 


Our   Overworked  Judges. 

A  contemporary  on  the  need  for  more  of  them : — 
"  But  perhaps  the  most  convincing  evidence  of  all   is  the  practice 
now  pursued  by  several  of  the  judges  of  sitting  half  an  hour,  or  even 
longer,  every  day  but  Saturday,  in  order  to  keep  pace  with  the  business." 


"  He  [the  foreigner]  may  dump  his  goods  on  our  shores  below  cost 
price  ...  by  the  aid  of  the  profits  lie  makes  in  our  free  markets 
he  may  undersell  us  in  the  neutral  empire  of  the  world." — The  Dally 
Telegraph. 

You  see  how  it 's  done  ?    What  clever  beggars  these  foreigners 
are,  making  their  profits  by  selling  under  cost  price. 
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THE    LITTLE    RIFT. 

"No,  I  SHAN'T  GIVE  YOU  ANYTHING.    You  PLAT  ALL  OCT  op  TONE." 
Cornet  (confidentially).   "WELL,  I'LL  TELL  YOU  'ow  rr  is,  SIR.    THERE '.t  KOMI: 


OP  'EH  M  A  otuouE  AGIIXVT  UTBU.-I,  AK»  DOCS  rr 


CHRISTMAS  REPARTEES. 


KRE  is  a  painful  lack  of  originality 
aboiit  :L-o  replies  totheu>ual  salutations 
on  D<  cember  25tli  and  January  1st,  and 
the  British  Pub.ic  collectively  does  not 
appear  able  to  devise  a  more  brilliant 
reply  than  "  The  same  to  you  and  many 
ol  'em  !  "  on  these,  occasions.  We  think 
there  is  room  for  a  more  delicate  exhibi- 
tion of  ta,  t-  and  recognition  of  our  ac- 
quaintances' amour  propre  at.  this,  season 
of  the,  year.  Some.  familiar  phrases  may 
be  made  to  do  quite  well  and  perhaps 
gain  additional  point  when  serving  to 
rebut  the-  inevitable-greeting.  As  witness 
the  following  brief  list  of  rejoinders-:  — 

To  a  Poll,  enuin.  —  "Pass  along,  please!" 

To  a  Bridge-playing  Friend.  —  "Leave 
it  to  you.  partner." 

To  a  Public-house  Acquaintance.  — 
"Give  it  a  name  !  " 

To  an  Army  Man.  —  "  Pass  visiting 
rounds,"  or  "Pass  grand  rounds  "(if  a 
Full  Officer). 


To  a  Railway  Employee. — "  By  your 
leave,  please !  " 

To  a  Member  of  tlie  Profession. — "  So 
long,  old  dear ! " 

To  the  Driver  of  a  Metropolitan  Stage 
Carriage. — "  Higher  up  !  " 

To  a  Domestic  Servant  —  "^It's 
granted ! " 

To  a  Crossing- sweeper  or  Coster- 
monger. — "  Not  'arf !  " 

To  Mr.  URE.— "  TV,  quoyte ! " 

To  an  M.P.  (actual  or  prospective). — 
"  Many  Happy  Returns ! 

To  a  Newspaper  Proprietor. — "Not 
Too  Many  Returns  !  " 

To  a  Teuton  Fire-eater.—"  Am  Tag !  " 

To  a  Candidate  for  Charity.—"  Don't 
mention  it!  " 

To  a  Colonial.—"  Bully  for  yon  ! ' 

To  John  Bull  generally. — "  Wake  up, 
England  !  " 

These  repartees  might  also  be  judi- 
ciously interchanged  where  the  assailant 
is  smaller  or  less  pugnacious  than  your- 
self, and  quite  a  pleasing  element  of 


surprise  and  briskness  would  be  thus 
imported  into  a  somewhat  stale  conver- 
sational gambit. 

Commercial  Candour. 
Notice  on  I  he  advertisement  curtain  at 
the  ( ir.md  Theitre,  Halifax  :— 

"  A  smart  tx»ine*«  firm  will  ihortljr  occupy 

thit  s|>uce.     Watch  it  carefully." 

We  will,  indeed. 

From  a  New  South  Wales  Paper  :— 

"  I,  P.  BLAKB.  Cb«  leoge  to  Chop  WILUAV 
DAST,  within  •  mouth  from  dale  from  £1  op, 
and  will  ml  ow  him  10  woood*  on  •  1-in 

William's  respite  is  very  short.  How- 
ever— there  it  is.  A  pound  off  the  best 
end  of  the  neck  for  us. 


•' '  The  only  book  of  it-,  kind  in  the  world. 
There  ii  no  more  wefal  refrienre  hodhonk  of 
ila  kind  in  nixtcan.'—Tke  H'orU"— Adrt.  in 
Tkt  Weekly  Timti. 

The  World  seems  to  us  to  put  the  matter 

very  fairly. 
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OUR    BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By  Mr.  Punch's  Staff  of  Learned  Clerks.} 

THERE  is  at  least  one  adjective  that  can  with  propriety  be 
applied  to  the  work  of  WILLIAM  DE  MORGAN — prodigious. 
As  a  mere  record  of  achievement  the  thing  disarms  criticism. 
Not,  I  think,  that  his  latest  book,  It  Never  Can  Happen 
Again  (HKINE.MANN),  is  quite  equal  to  the  best  of  what  has 
gone  before.  Indeed,  my  personal  feeling  in  reading  it  was 
one  of  slight  disappointment,  and  even  a  slight  disappoint- 
ment that  lasts  throughout  two  volumes  becomes  a  serious 
matter.  The  tale  is  told  with  all,  and  more,  of  the  now 
familiar  charm,  but  in  itself  is  a  poor,  unfascinating  thing. 
Alfred  Challis  had  married,  apparently,  his  Deceased  Wife's 
Sister,  so  that  when  subsequently  he  fell  in  love  with  Judith 
Arkroyd  he  determined  to  elope  with  her  in  a  motor  before 


House,  and,  from  a  psychological  point  of  view,  the  narrator's 
evident  conviction  that  blackmail  may  become  a  solemn  and 
sacred  duty.  As  for  the  Bishop  of  I^erchestcr,  I  frankly  do 
not  believe  in  him,  and  should  recommend  Mr.  BROWN  to 
study  some  more  probable  types  of  the  prelacy,  beginning, 
let  us  say,  with  his  Might  (though  eccentric)  Reverence  of 
Rum-ti-foo  in  The  Bab  Ballads. 


Among  the  saddest  experiences  of  life  is  the  feeling  that 
one  grows  every  day  more  and  more  proof  against  the  allure- 
ments of  life  with  a  single  companion  on  an  island  in  the 
South  Seas.  I  can  remember  the  time  when  nothing  could 
have  suited  me  better  than  living  as  HERBERT  STRANG'S  two 
young  heroes  live  in  Palm  Tree  Island  (HENRY  FROWDE  and 
HC,J>MCR  AND  STOUGHTON).  How  I  should  have  rejoiced  in  the 
circumventing  of  that  mutinous  crew;  how  gladly  would  I 
have  braved  the  terrors  of  the  shipwreck  and  the  unknown 


the  passing  of  the  Bill  could  make  him.  an  errant  husband,  i  perils  of  the  land  to  which  the  raft  floated  ;  with  what  enthu- 
But  being  upset  out  of  the  motor  —  ,  siasm  would  I  have  entered  into 

the  making  of  tools  from  flint, 
the  building  of  the  hut,  the 
cultivation  of  bread-fruit,  the 
domestication  of  wild  pigs  and 
wild  poultry.  It  says  a  good 
deal  for  Mr.  STRAND'S  story  that, 
having  long  since  resigned  my 
share  in  such  delights  to  the 
younger  dogs,  I  should  have 
been  moved  with  a  desire  to  live 
it  all  over  again.  This  is  due 
very  largely  to  the  discovery  that 
ihe  de.-ert  island  idea  was  siiil 
capable  of  original  treatment, 
hope  that  Mr.  STIMNG,  having 
turned  his  skilful  hand  to  it, 
has  not  exhausted  its  possi- 
bilities. Meanwhile  I  commend 
Palm  Tree  Island  to  young  ad- 
venturers, and  advise  them  not 
to  let  the  excellent  coloured 
pictures  distract  them  from  the 
uncoloured  ones,  which  show 
them  how  to  make  all  sorts  of 
useful  things  out  of  the  most 
unpromising  materials. 


he  lost  all  memory  of  Judith 
(a  catastrophe  to  which  Mr.  DE 
MORGAN'S  characters  seem  pecu- 
liarly liable),  and  returned  to 
the  domestic  but  illegal  hearth. 
And,  after  all,  not  only  did  it 
transpire  that  poor  Marianne 
was  not  the  sister  of  his  deceased 
wife,  owing  to  that  lady's  having 
previously  married  someone  else 
who  was  still  alive,  but  that,  on 
account  of  an  irregularity  in  her 
own  family,  she  was  not  even  the 
sister  of  anybody.  So  there  you 
are ;  though  you  do  not  arrive 
there  without  innumerable  di- 
gressions and  pleasant  irrele- 
vancies,  which  these  who  love 
Mr.  DE  MORGAN'S  work  for  this 
very  quality  will  much  enjoy. 
Others  perhaps  will  be  tempted, 
as  I  was,  to  urge  the  author  (in 
the  words  of  the  old  Lancashire 
story)  to  "  get  eeudways  wi'  the 
tale  !  "  Still,  a  pleasant  enough 
book,  and  now  that  Mr.  DE 
MORGAN  has  once  more  proved 
that  such  can  be  written  and  ap- 
preciated in  these  bustling  days  — 
1  hope  he  will  give  the  lie  to  his  title  and  let  it  happen  many 
times  again. 


1'raspcrlh-e  Lodger.  "  On,  WE  SHAN'T  WANT  MUCH  FOR  MEAI.S  !  " 
Landlady.  "  I  no  'OPE,  SIR,  YOU  AIS'T  OSE  o'  THEM  'EKBACEOI'S 


Bold,  bad  bishops  are  rather  uncommon  in  present-day 
fiction,  though  one  hits  been  appealing  b?fore  the  footlights. 
VINCENT  BROWN,  however,  has  portrayed  a  prelate  who  is  a 
villain  of  the  first  water.  I  imagine  Mr.  BROWN,  a  weary 
toiler  through  miles  of  unprofitable  villainy,  in  search  of  a 


I    have    not    yet 
literary  and  artistic 
Mr.   TOM    SMITH'S   Christmas   publications,   for 


got  at  the 
contents  of 
that  would 


mean  the  premature  destruction  of  their  gorgeous  bindings  ; 
but  if  you  can  judge  of  crackers  by  their  outward  show,  then 
indeed  ought  these  to  be  all  glorious  within.  Of  sterner 
stuff,  good  for  business  men  and  housewives,  are  the  practical 
diaries  of  Messrs.  T.  J.  and  J.  SMITH.  They  onfine  tuem- 
selves  to  facts  and  open  spaces  for  more  facts.  On  the  other 
hand  some  of  the  charming  calendars  of  Messrs.  HII  i.s  (V  Co. 


thoroughly  rousing  plot,  burst  ng  suddenly  upon  the  Epis-  are  on  the  borderland  where  fact  meets  fancy.  Many  of 
copal  Bench  and  exclaiming,  like  XENOPHON'S  people,  "  Tne  them  take  the  form  of  booklets  devoted  to  a  single  theme, 
see  !  The  see ! '  Th  supposed  autobiographist  of  The  Screen  as  in  the  case  of  a  delightful  calendar  with  old-world  instruc- 
AND  HALL)  is  the  natural  son  of  the  man  who  tion  for  garden-lovers.  A  novel  feature  of  the  almanacks  of 

the  "  At-a-glance  "  Calendar  Co.  is  a  little  red  frame  on  a 
movable  wire  for    setting  apart  the  day   that  is  from  the 


becomes  Bishop  of  Lerchester,  and  the  plot  turns  upon  a 
rood-screen  erected  by  the  hero's  mother,  to  which  exception 
is  take  i  by  this  militant  Low  Church  divine  with  a  past. 
His  son  has  become  the  proprietor  of  The  Lerchester  Observer, 
and  after  a  period  of  fruitless  negotiations  threatens  to 
publish  "  The  Love  Letters  of  a  Bishop  "  in  his  responsible 
organ,  which  is  "a  power  in  three  counties."  Although 
the  Bishop  feels  compelled  to  resign,  the  sensation  fiz/.les  out, 
and  there  is  no  very  stirring  incident  in  the  book.  Possibly 
its  most  interesting  features  are  the  wrangle  in  the  Chapter 


others  that  have  been  or  are  going  to  be. 


"There  is  no  m"re  dra  natic  story  in  til?  Old  Testament  than  the 
manner  in  which  this  king  and  his  army  were  discomfited,  and  ven 
those  who  are  not  too  familiar  with  the  pages  o  llexekiah  a-e  pro- 
bably acquainted  fiom  their  schooldays  with  Byron's  Assyrian." 

Eve'  ing  Standard. 

It  is  pitiful  to  think  how  many  people  there  must  be  who 
have  never  even  heard  of  the  Book  of  Hezekiah. 


DBKiinr.il  29.  1909.3  PUNCH.   OR  THE  LONDON   CHARIVARI. 


"Lot.  BILL,  WE  'VE  GOT  INTO  A  FOST-CLAWSS  OABRIAOE." 


> 


DOK'T  SAT  so!    AND  ME  wiv  ODD  SOCKS  ox  !  " 


1910:    A    FOREWORD. 

FOREWARNED  is  forearmed.  Thank  me 
for  that  information  and  push  on  with 
tliis  article.  Its  perusal  will  repay  you 
a  thousand-fold. 

Forewarned  is  forearmed.  Beware, 
you  cannot  be  too  ware,  of  1910.  Dur- 
ing your  recent  past,  while  dancing, 
sticky  hand  in  .sticky  liand,  round  the 
( 'liristraas-tree,  spilling  the  candle-grease 
on  your  best  suit  and  wondering  how 
much  this  show  was  going  to  cost  you, 
you  may  have  tried  to  forget  the  inevit- 
able future.  You  may,  in  a  foolish 
optimism,  even  have  brought  yourself  to 

-;: i  rd  it  as  evitable,  have  even  hoped  to 

cape  1010  altogether  by  going  to  bed 
on  hecemher  31st,  1909,  and  staying 
there  for  8,700  hours.  This  is  a  de- 
lightful idea,  but  impossible  of  execu- 
tion. However  well  trained  your  servants 
might  be,  it  is  certain  that  one  of  them 
would  be  oflieions  enough  not  only  to 
OOtoe  and  call  you,  but  to  see  that  you 
got  up,  lou^'  before  you  had  got  into 
three  MHIIIV,-..  I  regard  my  own  staff 
(one  charwoman)  as  a  model  of  discre- 
tion and  discrimination,  but  even  sin1 
would  not  let  mo  stay  in  bed  much 
>eyoml  April  without  doini;  .something 
drastic  and  overbearing.  Have  I  ever 
old  you  about  this  charlady  of  mine? 
^Jo  ?  Then  I  will  not  do  so  now.  She 
•an  talk  for  herself. 


Nineteen  Ten  is  so  called  because  it  is 
the  nineteen-tenth.  It  was  pushing 
enough  to  get  ahead  of  Nineteen  Eleven, 
but  not  being  on  the  spot  at  the  end  of 
Nineteen  Eight  it  was  superseded  by 
Nineteen  Nine.  A  little  more  attention 
to  business,  a  little  more  promptitude  on 
its  part  and  we  might  have  finished 
1910  by  now  and  never  so  much  as 
heard  of  1909.  Think  how  nice  and 
dry  we  might  have  been  ! 

In  its  n  umber  of  days  and  nights  1910 
will  bear  a  curious  resemblance  to  other 
years  you  have  known.  There  will  be 
three  hundred  and  sixty-six  or  three 
hundred  and  sixty-five  of  both,  accord- 
ingly as  the  number  1910  is  exa  tly 
divisible  by  four  or  not.  That  you  will 
have  to  find  out  for  yourself.  Personally 
I  cannot  do  this  sum  in  division,  and  so 
am  only  going  to  have  three  hundred 
and  sixty-live.  Take  it  for  the  present 
that  you  are  only  going  to  have  that 
number  joonett  ami  wait  till  you  get  to 
February  the  L'9th  to  find  out  for  sure. 
If  you  never  get  there,  you  ran  tell  that 
you  are  going  to  be  done  out  of  the 
three  hundred  and  ,-ixly  sixth  day.  If 
you  have  not  touched  it  by  the  tim 
are  Maying,  you  probably  iu'ver  will. 
1'ebruary  ti.e  i".lths  do  not  occur  in  any 
other  month  than  February.  Thank 
goodness  there  is  only  going  to  be  one 
February  in  1910. 

The  year  will  be  chiefly  famui. 


the  fart  that  grouse  shooting  will  liegin 
on  August  the  12th,  a  thing  which  will 
delight  you  if  you  are  a  sportsman,  but 
depress  you  not  a  little  if  you  are  a 
grouse.  There  will  bea  Scottiuli  (,' 
I)ay  on  November  the  lltli,  and  Fire- 
insurance  Policies  will  expire  un- 
lamented  early  in  January.  I  keep  the 
best  for  the  last.  In  the  fir-t  place,  on 
one  of  these  three  hundred  and  sixty 
something  days,  best  known  to  yourself. 
will  occur  the  umpty-umpUt  anniversary 
of  your  birthday.  In  the  wvond  place, 
we  are  going  to  have  fifty-three  Saturday* 
but  only  fifty-two  Mondays. 

For  the  rest,  I  wish  you  a  happy,  a 
very  happy  New  Year.  The  year,  I  take 
it,  remains  "  new  "  till  about  the  end  of 
the  fir.-t  week  in  January.  After  that 
it  is  just  "  the  year,"  and  you  can  be  as 
unhappy  as  you  like. 


Sporting  Note*. 

"  S|miking  on  the  condit'oo  of  the  Narr. 
Earl  I  junior  laid  he  (poke  anno  the  subject 
nith  bailed  breath."— Smiay  CknmeU. 

Stopprtti  ncicf  :  -Earl  CAWDOB  baa  just 
caught  his  breath. 


"The  il.  ath  of  hi*  elder  l.rotW  Prior* 
Baldwin  in  l.v.'l  nude  Prince  Albert  the  bur- 
prewunpliv.'."— Ktrmmg  Ken. 

We  regard  \\<\^  jt\t-de-moU  as  ill  timed. 
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RECEIVED    WITH    THANKS. 

CHRISTMAS  is  all  very  jolly  (and  so  is 
Boxing  Day),  but  there  comes  a  time  on 
Tuesday  or  Wednesday,  if  you're  well 
enough,  when  you  simply  must  sit  down 
and  write  to  Uncle  John  and  Aunt  Maria 
to  thank  them  for  their  kind  presents. 
It  will  save  a  lot  of  trouble,  I  think 
—  not  to  mention  blotting-paper  — 
if  I  compose  the  letters  for  you,  and 
then  you  can  just  copy  them  out  in  no 
time ;  taking  care,  of  course,  to  alter 
John  into  Herbert  (if  necessary),  and 
steam  engine,  or  whatever  it  is,  into 
bicycle  lamp.  And  as  quite  elderly 
people  hate  writing  letters  just  as  much 
as  you  do,  I  '11  put  in  some  for  them  too. 
The  first  Wednesday  after  Christmas  is 
no  day  for  original  composition. 

I.  From.  Archie  (10)  to  Uncle  Dick. 

DEAREST  UNCLE  DICK,  —  Thank  you 
awfully  for  your  book  with  Rupert  the 
reckless  on  the  Orinoco  it  is  a  riping 
book.  Rupert  and  his  intreppid  baud 
go  scearching  for  treasur  on  the  Orinoco 
it  is  riping,  Rupert  says  the  tressur  is 
but  a  cable's  length  from  us  my 
intrepped  comrades  we  can  toss  a  buiscit 
to  it,  but  Elastic  Six  the  Indian  sqor  puts 
him  on  a  beastly  false  sent.  I  have  just 
got  up  to  the  false  sent  it  is  riping. 
Thank  you  awfully  for  sending  it  to  me. 

I  hope  you  have  had  a  merry  Christmas 
and  a  happy  New  Year,  we  have  had  a 
riping  Xmas  we  are  just  going  skating 
so  I  must  stop  now.  I  will  let  you 
know  about  Rupert  when  I  know  if  he 
bagged  the  trejjur  I  bet  he  scalps  the 
squar  for  putting  him  on  a  beastly  sent. 
It  is  a  riping  book,  thank  you  awfully. 
Love  from  ARCHIE. 

II.  From  Nancy  (8)  to  the  same. 

DARLING  UNCLE  DICK,  —  Thank  you, 
darling,  for  the  lovely  book.  I  think  it 
is  lovely.  I  like  it  very  much.  I  hope 
you  will  have  a  happy  Xmas  darling, 
my  book  is  lovely.  We  have  had  a  very 
happy  Xmas  and  are  quite  well.  I  hope 
you  are  quite  well.  How  is  your  darling 
dog  Rags,  have  you  told  him  about  my 
lovely  book  ?  You  must  see,  darling,  that 
I  have  nothing  more  to  say,  so  I  must 
stop,  mustn't  I?  Good-bye,  darling 
Uncle  Dick.  Your  loving  NANCY. 

P.S. — It  is  lovely  about  my  book. 

III.  From  Mary  (13)  to  the  same. 

MY  DEAR  UNCLE  DICK, — Thank  you 
for  your  truly  kind  present  which  I 
shall  enjoy  reading  very  much.  I  have 
had  many  nice  presents  this  Christmas, 
including  a  work-basket  from  Mother,  a 
writing-desk  from  Father,  a  violin-stand, 
and  many  other  nice  presents.  I  am  a 
very  lucky  girl,  am  I  not  ?  I  must  now 
tell  you  about  Christmas.  Well,  we 
had  a  very  nice  Christmas,  including  a 


Christmas-tree  and  a  dance,  and  I  think 
the  children  enjoyed  it  very  much 
although  Archie  overate  himself  and 
had  to  go  to  bed  early.  I  myself  enjoyed 
the  dancing  best,  it  was  a  very  pretty 
d.ince,  and  I  had  some  nice  partners. 
I  think  dancing  is  so  delightful,  I  could 
dance  all  night.  I  shall  soon  be  coming 
out  and  then.  I  shall  go  to  proper  dances, 
which  will  be  delightful. 

Now  I  must  close  as  the  children  want 
me  to  come  and  skate  with  them.  Hoping 
you  are  quite  well,  I  remain, 

Your  affectionate  nk-ce,       MARY. 

IV.  From  Harold  (23)  to  Aunt  Eleanor. 

DEAR  AUNT  ELEANOR, — How  perfectly 
ripping  of  you!  As  Kipling  says,  "A 
merciful  man  is  merciful  to  his  hot-water 
bottle,"  and  this  waistcoat  which  you 
have  worked  for  it  is  just  the  thing  for 
the  cold  weather.  No,  I  certainly  won't 
send  it  back,  it  fits  splendidly.  The  least 
bit  tight  across  the  shoulders  perhaps, 
but  it  will  soon  work  that  off. 

We  have  had  a  very  jolly  Christmas 
here :  lots  of  mistletoe  (not  that  I  care 
for  that  sort  of  thing  myself)  and  dancing 
and  theatricals.  Some  of  us  were  going 
to  have  skated  this  afternoon,  but  young 
Archie  has  just  come  in  dripping,  and 
says  that  the  ice  doesn't  bear  after  all. 
He 's  got  to  go  to  bed  and  have  hot 
blankets  and  brandy,  which  makes  the 
second  time  he 's  been  to  bed  this  Christ- 
mas. Bar  the  ordinary  times,  of  course. 
He  says  he  doesn't  mind  much,  because 
he  can  finish  his  book  ;  one  Dick  gave 
him,  which,  from  all  accounts,  is  horribly 
exciting.  They  are  filling  a  hot-water 
bottle  for  him ;  but  I  'm  blest  if  it 's  going 
to  borrow  your  waistcoat,  Aunt  Eleanor. 
I  expect,  though,  it  has  a  trousseau  of 
its  own. 

With  my  love  and  again  very  many 
thanks,  Ever  yours  affectionately, 

HAROLD. 

V.  From  Dorothy  (2)  to  the  same. 

(Dictated.) 

DARLING  GRANNY,— I  love  you.  You 
good  granny,  I  fought  you  corned  by  ve 
train  and  you  wasn't.  Pussy  runned 
away.  My  sweet  old  granny,  I  love  you 
a  happy  new  ear.  Dear  old  granny, 
how  is  Rags  ?  1  dreamt  Rags  was  red 
and  he  didn't.  I  love  you  ninety-nine, 

DOROTHY. 

VI.  From  Thomas  (%th)  to  the  same. 
(By  proxy.) 

DEAREST  MUMMY, — You  are  too  good 
to  me  !  The  sweet  little  gaiters  are  just 
what  Baby  wants  when  he  takes  his 
motor  out !  They  are  beautifully  made, 
and  it  is  so  kind  of  you  to  have  thought 
of  it.  I  have  shortened  him  this  week, 
and  the  length  over-all  will  be  23  for  that 
frock  you  are  making.  How  good  of  you ! 
Baby  and  I  are  so  happy.  Perhaps  you 
had  better  make  it  24,  and  I  can  easily 


put  a  tuck  in.  The  width  you  wanted 
for  the  bonnet  is  three  and  a-half — how 
nice  of  you  to  think  of  it !  Baby  will 
be  pleased.  He  has  plenty  of  socks, 
dear,  thank  you,  but  if  you  have  actually 
begun  them  the  size  will  be  the  san:e 
as  last  time.  Thank  you  so  much, 
Mummy  darling.  Baby  is  grateful. 

How  funny!  I  was  just  saying  that 
I  must  buy  him  some  more  gloves,  and 
now  you  tell  me  you  are  wondering  if 
he  wanted  any.  It  is  sweet  of  you. 
Now  it 's  no  good  asking  me  to  measure 
his  hand,  because  it 's  too  tiny  and  dear 
for  anything,  but  you  '11  know  about 
what  size.  How  proud  Baby  will  be  ! 

Good-bye,  and  will  write  about  the 
things  for  Dorothy  t  )-morrow.  Baby 
sends  his  love,  and  so  do  I,  and  we  both 
thank  you  very  much. 

Your  loving  ELAINE. 

P.S. — I  enclose  a  letter  from  Dorothy. 

VII.  Archie  (10)  to  Messrs.  Hamwich 

'&Go. 

DEAR  GENTLEMEN,— Will  you  please 
forward  on  appro.,  as  per  catalouge,  your 
five  shilling  Latham  monoplane,  gar- 
renteed  to  fly  50  (fifty)  yards  for  which 
I  enclose  five  shi -lings  (5s.  0<1).  It 's  the 
one  on  page  187  of  your  cataloug  that 
you  wind  up,  and  it  flies.  I  enclose  the 
money.  Can  you  forward  it  at  once  as 
I  want  it  to-morrow,  and  please  forward 
instructions  how  to  fly  it ;  I  will  pay 
carriage  forward  when  I  j^et  it  and  I 
enclose  five  shillings  (5s.  Od.)  (In  a  postal 
order). 

Hopping  that  you  will   forward  this 
at  once  as  per  my  esteemed  order, 
'I  remain,     Yours  affectionately, 

ARCHIBALD . 

A.  A.  M. 


THE  NEW  PICCADILLY  CIRCUS. 

[Among  the  season's  novelties  in  ladies'  furs 
are  a  coat  of  lion  skin  and  a  monster  muff  of 
bear.] 
TIME  was,  if  anyone  expressed 

A  fixed  resolve  to  cross  the  main, 
To  compromise  the  jungle  s  rest, 

And  give  its  fauna  needless  pain, 
The    thought   would   flash   across    my 
mind  : — 

"  This  gentle  youth  is  far  from  happy  ; 
Corinna  must  have  proved  unkind, 

Or  Sophonisba  somewhat  snappy." 

But  now  appears  a  puzzling  doubt. 

My  pity  may  be  misbestowed 
On  one  whose  taste  for  dining  out 

Is  merely  martyred  to  a  mode. 
The  girl  will  name  the  wedding  morn, 

When  he  enables  her  to  try  on 
The  latest  thing  in  furs,  as  worn 

By  every  leading  bear  or  lion. 


To  a  Certain  Radical  Orator. 

If  at  first  you  don't  succeed, 
Lie,  lie,  lie  again. 
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THE    MYSTERY    OF 
UMBRELLA. 


AX 


IT  was  quite  an  ordinary  umbrella  to 
look  at,  witli  a  silver-studded  bamboo 
handle,  but  the  very  first  night  Maurice 
brought  it  home  I  noticed  a  change  in 
him.  All  through  dinner  he  tried  to 
avoid  my  eye,  and,  when  he  failed, 
began  to  talk  hurriedly  about  the  news 
on  the  posters,  and  for  the  first  time  in 
our  hitherto  happy  married  life  he 
retired  to  his  study  immediately  after 
the  meal.  Mamma  was  staying  with  us, 
certainly,  but  that  did  not  explain 
Maurice's  flight,  for  he  was  genuinely 
fond  of  her,  and  it  was  our  custom  after 
dinner  to  discuss  some  subject  for  the 
improvement  of  our  minds,  for  Mamma 
had  given  us  a  beautiful  Encyclopaedia 
in  twelve  volumes  as  an  aid  to  culture. 

On  this  night  Mamma  and  I  discussed 
the.  Mi  Iky  Way  alone.  We  Irid  got  to 
"ASTRONOMY"  in  the  "A's."  But  it  fell 
flat,  and  when  I  heard  Maurice  s  foot- 
step outside  I  whisked  to  the  half  open 
drawing-room  door  to  ask  him  to  join 
us.  He  did  not  sea  me,  and  I  drew 
back  in  amazement.  He  was  in  his  shirt- 
sleeves and  his  stockinged  feet,  his  hair 
was  ruffled  and  his  faco  flushed.  He 
approached  the  umbrella-stand  on  tiptoe, 
carefully  abstracted  the  new  bamboo- 
handled  umbrella  without  making  a 
sound,  and  then,  with  a  queer  uncanny 
gleam  of  cunning  in  his  eye,  tiptoed 
softly  back  to  his  study. 

Full  of  forebodings,  after  Mamma  had 
gone  to  bed  I  went  to  the  study  door, 
but  before  I  could  turn  the  handle  I 
heard  Maurice's  voice  raised  in  sudden, 
violent  anger.  He  was  talking  to  the 
umbrella,  lor  I  heard  him  address  it  by 
name.  Then  his  rage  changed  to  plead- 
ing, and  after  that  silence.  I  crept 
away  to  bed  and  cried  myself  to  sleep. 

Next  day  was  Saturday  ;  Maurice  did 
not  go  up  to  town,  but  remained  locked 
in  his  study  with  the  umbrella  from 
breakfast  to  lunch.  I  had  occasion  to 
pass  the  study  door  several  times,  and 
heard  him  talking  to  it,  sometimes  in 
the  form  of  entreaty  and  sometimes  with 
a  wild  outburst  of  anger.  In  the  after- 
noon he  took  it  out  with  him,  though 
the  sky  was  unclouded,  and  spent  the 
evening  alone  with  it  in  the  study. 

On  Sunday  morning  he  declined  to 
come  to  church,  and  I  went  alone.  The 
house  stifled  me.  What  was  the  matter 
I  did  not  know,  I  dared  not  think. 
Mamma  met  me  on  the  doorstep  when 
I  came  back.  She  was  very  white. 
"My  dearest  child,"  she  said,  "  Maurice 
is  mad.  Come  and  look  at  him." 

I  followed  her  with  trembling  limbs 
into  the  garden,  to  the  .study  window 
whi'.-h  opens  0:1  the  terrace.  I  peeped 
into  the  room.  There  sat  my  poor 
husband  at  the  table  with  his  umbiella 


up !  As  we  watched,  horror-stricken, 
he  rose  and  began  to  pace  up  and  down 
the  room  with  his  head  thrown  back 
staring  up  into  the  umbrella,  which  he 
slowly  revolved  above  him. 

"We  must  get  help,"  said  Mammi, 
and  we  went  together  to  Dr.  Jackson, 
who  plays  golf  with  Maurice,  and  told 
him  all  about  it. 

"  A  curious  form  of  dementia,''  he 
said,  "but  not  uncommon.  I'll  c  mie 
round  at  once  and  h  ive  a  talk  wi  h 
him." 

As  h?  opened  the  study  door  I  heard 
a  click,  as  Maurice  hastily  put  the 
utnbrelbt  down.  The  interview  began 
with  a  gentle  hum  of  talking,  then 
Maurice's  voice  was  suddenly  raised  in- 
anger  and  a  chair  fell  over  with  a  crash. 
I  rushed  in. 

"  What  the  dickens  does  he  mean 
by  asking  if  I've  got  madness  in  the 
family?"  cried  Maurice.  "I'm  sane 
enough,  aren't  I?." 

"  Yes,  my  dear  chap,"  said  Dr.  Jack- 
son ;  "  but  we  're  all  mad  in  0113  par- 
ticular, and  yours  is— 

"  The  umbrella  !  "  I  sobbed,  throwing 
my  arms  round  my  husband.  "  Has  the 
umbrella  bewitched  you,  darling,  that 
you  won't  be  parted  from  it,  and  t:dk  to 
it  and  bit  holding  it  above  your  head  ?  " 

Maurice  burst  out  laughing. 

"  Well,"  he  said,  "  it 's  a  good  tiling 
you  Ve  found  me  out,  for  I  believe  I 
should  have  gone  mad  if  I'd  tackled  it 
alone  much  longer.  I've  been  trying  to 
paste  one  of  the  new  umbrella  star  maps 
into  the  inside  of  the  beastly  thing  for  a 
Christmas  present  for  you,  dear.  You 
see,  each  section  of  the  map  fits  a  section 
of  the  umbrella  and  will  be  a  great  help 
in  our  astronomical  studies,  as  we  can 
always  have  a  portable  stellar  universe 
above  our  heads.  But  the  wretched 
umbrella  wouldn't  keep  still,  and  then 
I  got  the  sections  mixed  up — and  look 
here,  Doctor,  now  you  are  here  you  may 
as  well  lend  me  a  hand." 

The  Doctor  did  ;  but  Mamma  and  I 
retired  to  shed  tears  of  thankfulness 
and  wa-h  away  the  traces  with  eau-de- 
Cologne. 

From  a  letter  in  Country  Life  : — 

"  It  may  be  useful  to  those  who  suffer  by 
frosts  ID  know  that  wood  ashes  sprinkled  over 
the  leaves  of  ;i  plant— say  cucuinb?r  -which  is 
frosted  will  be  quite  unharmed." 

Luckily  there  are  less  troublesome  ways, 
if  the  need  is  imperative,  of  preserving 
wood  ashes  from  frost. 


".Miss  Druce  fortunately  did  mil  have  much 
]i!;ite  ah  ml,  having  had  a  IftFge  quantity  stolen 
while  in  London  some  time  ago." — tlia-StUt  .<• 

Tones. 

Some  people  have  all  the  luck.  For 
ourselves,  we  are  constantly  losing  our 
plate  for  want  of  previous  burgling. 


AFTER    THE    FAIR. 

THE  proposal  has  often  been  made, 
but  tlrs  year  it  is  really  to  be  carried 
into  force,  and  The  Santa  Clans 
H.rchanye  and  Mart  will  be  on  the  stalls 
in  a  few  days.  From  early  proof-sheets 
which  have  been  sent  to  us  we  make 
some  typical  extracts  :  — 

ANYONE  IN  Ni:i:n  of  a  large  variety 
of  charming  Christmas  Presents  to  send 
away  quic'dy  as  New  Year's  (lifts  should 
apply  at  once  t>  the  undersigned,  who 
represents  a  family  richer  than  usual 
this  year  in  duplicates.  No  reasonable 
offer  refused,  but  woidd  prefer  to  take 
five  pounds  for  the  lot — 123  articles, 
many  of  them  silver,  all  good. — Apply, 
elc. 

TEDDY  BEAUS. — What  offers  for  1-1 
Te'kly  Bears  of  mixed  sizes,  all  new  and 
never  us;d,  the  owner  having  an  old 
one  to  which  she  is  devoted  ?  Would 
take  in  exchange  seats  for  Peter  Pan  or 
Blue  Bird. — Apply,  etc. 

OLD-FASIIIONI:!)  (IKMI.F.MAN  who  likes  to 
do  things  for  himself  wishes  to  dispose 
of  a  patent  pipe-filler,  a  patent  ra/or- 
stropper,  a  folding  walking-stick,  an 
automatic  cigar-lighte",  an  electro-plated 
egg-opener  and  a  damp-detector  for 
strange  bed.«.--Apply,  etc. 


WANTED  TO  EXCHANGE  perfect  modern 
toy  representing  hospital  operating- 
room,  with  surgeons,  instruments, 
patients,  etc.,  all  complete,  for  good- 
sized  old-fashioned  doll's  house. — Apply, 
etc. 

To  UNCLES. — Uncles  in  need  of  silver 
match-boxes  are  requested  to  write  to 
advertiser,  who  has  nine  to  dispose  of. 
All  in  perfect  condition,  although,  as  is 
usual  with  such  things,  the  striking 
department  is  defective.  Price  5s.  each. 
— Apply,  etc. 


WHAT  OFFERS  for  a  pen-wiper  that 
looks  like  a  packet  of  tobacco,  a  paper- 
weight that  looks  like  Bradsliaw,  a 
pencil-case  that  looks  like  a  Mauser 
cartridge,  and  a  pin-cushion  that  looks 
like  the  President  of  the  French 
Republic  ? — Apply,  etc. 

FHEE  TIIADEII  would  like  to  find 
purchaser  for  a  calendar  of  mottoes  from 
the  writings  of  J.  L.  GARVIN. — Apply,  etc. 

FANCY  SLIPPERS— A  BARGAIN. — The  Rev. 
Narcissus  Ockson  finds  himself  this 
Christmas  with  more  slippers  than  he 
can  possibly  wear  (not  being  a  centi- 
pede), all  very  beautifully  worked  and 
designed,  ranging  in  size  from  sevens 
to  tens,  lie  begs  to  offer  these  to  fellow- 
workers  in  the  Church  at  half-a-erown 
a  pair  (or  one-and-thrcepencc  each). — 
Apply,  etc. 
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FORCE    OF    HABIT. 

Diana  (lahlnj  a  ton).  "Hi!  CATCH  Ml  HOME!" 


LITERARY   VENTRILOQUY. 
To  Messrs.  Latch  and  Bolt. 

GENTLEMEN, — I  am  delighted  with  the 
reviews  of  my  three  books  for  school- 
girls published  by  you  this  autumn,  vi/,.. 
Tippies  Holi'laijs,  The  Merry  Flapper, 
and  Dot  and  her  Chums.  All  my  books 
for  the  schoolroom  are  published  by  you 
and  you  alone,  and  these  are  the  only 
•three  books  written  by  me  for  YOUNG 
GIRLS  this  autumn. 

With  kind  regards, 

Yours  very  truly, 

(Signed)  ELSIE  SODEED. 

To  Mr.  Wineymann. 
DKAR  Sin,— I  am  immensely  pleased 
with  the  eulogistic  notices  of  my  three 
novels  for  men  and  women  of  forty, 
published  by  you  this  autumn,  viz., 
'Middlc-arjrd  Sinners,  The  Infatuation  oj 
Amanda  Bulger,  and  The  Neurotics.  All 
my  full-blooded  novels  are  published  b> 
you  alone,  and  these  are  the  only  three 
books  written  by  me  for  l'i:  TLE  OF 
MAM  1:1:  Ai.i:  this  autumn. 
With  i,'iM!itu,le, 

Yours  faithfully, 

ELSIE  S(u:.i.i>. 


To  Messrs.  Arclideacon. 
GENTLEMEN, — I  am  simply  charmed 
with  the  reviews  of  my  three  books  for 
very  young  children,  published  by  you 
this  autumn,  viz.,  A  Squeaker's  Romance, 
The  Princess  of  Totland,  and  The. 
Romance  of  a  Teeny-Weeny.  All  my 
"  Tot  books  "  are  issued  by  you  and  you 
alone,  and  these  are  the  only  three  books 
written  by  me  for  CHILDREN  UNDER  Eioirr 
this  autumn. 

With  sincere  goodwill, 
Yours  most  truly, 

(Signed)  ELSIE  SCREED. 

To  Mr.  Badleigh  Wale. 
DEAR  Sin, — I  am  more  than  content 
with  the  reviews  of  my  three  books  for 
Countesses  of  advanced  age  published 
by  you  this  autumn,  vi/.  ,  luminescences 
of  'the  Kegency,  Horrible  Happening*, 
and  The  Eloping  Grand  mother.  All  my 
old  people's  books  are  issued  by  you 
and  you  alone,  and  these  are  the  only 

ill!,  e    books    UNFIT    FOR  TUE  PF.Rt:SAI.    ot 
MI:  r.Kiiuv  written  by  nu*  this 

autumn. 

With  sincere  regards, 

Yours  very  faithfully, 

/,„•-/)  F.I  MI:  SCREBD. 


SONG  OF  Till.   EAULY  WnKSI. 
IT  was  the  Early  Worm  that  l..\ 

Serenely  tucked  in  bed. 
He  said.  "  I  know  that  it  i>  <\  ^ 

But  1  '11  not  raise  my  head 
Till  I  have  heard  the  Early  Bird 

Fly  far  away,"  he  said. 
"  The  benefits  that  may  be  gained 

By  rising  with  the  nun 
Have  been  It**  artfully  explaim-d, 

And  may  be  overdone. 
Vpon  my  word,  the  Early  Bird 
more  than  half  the  fun. 

"Some  proverbs  when  they  are  r<-\ 

Are  rvery  bit  a>  true. 
And  early  rising  may  bo  w 

For  me.  though  best  for  you. 
ly  Bird,  1  have  prr f 

To  \\ait  an  hour  or  two. 

Fired  by  the  enterprise  of  The  Ltaily 
TelcgrajJi  in  publishing  •< 
Sporting  Times  is  thinking  of 
for  the  serious  public  wit!: 

;ier-  in  Council. "  lobe  cooil 

' 

,,-it ah  \\  ffkly  may  nigixl 

in  ilev.'t.-  some  spat-' 
the  interests  of  Sport 
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CHARIVARIA. 

So  that  the  polling  day  for  the  Black- 
burn Parliamentary  election  may  not 
clash  with  the  football  match  between 
the  Blackburn  Rovers  and  Accringtou 
Stanley,  who  meet  on  January  15th,  the 
Mayor  has  provisionally  iixed  January 
14th  as  the  polling  day.  This  deter- 
mination that  politics  shall  not  interfere 
with  sport  is  characteristic  of  the  spirit 

that  has  made  England  what  it  is. 
*  * 

It  is  rumoured  that  a  large 
contingent  of  American  girls  is 
011  its  way  to  this  country  to  take 
part  in  the  electoral  contest.  "  Do 
not  rob  us  of  our  Lords  "  is  to  be 
the  burden  of  their  appeal  to  the 
voters.  *  * 


A  gentleman,  we  hear,  has 
offered  to  subscribe  no  less  a  sum 
than  £1,000,000  to  the  Anti- 
Socialist  fund  provided  fifty  other 
persons  will  give  a  like  amount 
before  the  end  of  the  year.  The 
offer  is  all  the  more  creditable 
since  the  gentleman,  we  under- 

stand. is  a  man  of  small  means. 

*  * 

"  Shrinking  London  "  is  the 
title  of  an  article  in  a  contem- 
porary. We  expect  that  it  is  the 
effect  of  the  rain.  Most  things 
shrink  after  being  wa  lied. 

"  There  is  no  such  thing  as 
awful  weather,"  said  Judge  WILLIS. 
He  does  not  go  quite  so  far  as  a 
distinguished  literary  man  who 
reproved  a  friend  for  complaining 
of  the  weather  with  the  words  : 
"We  are  fortunate,  Sir,  to  have 

any  weather  at  all." 

*  * 

"The  first  theft  was  committed 
by  Evic,"  said  Mrs.  GURNEY  BtN- 
IIAM  in  responding  to  the  toast  of 
"The  Ladies"  at  a  dinner  of  the 
Whitefriars  Club,  "but  who  was 
the  first  receiver  of  stolen  pro- 
perty ?  "  Men  were  receivers  ever. 


the  school.  This  idea  might  be  ex-  is  testing  the  eyesight  of  all  men  work- 
tended.  \Vliy  not  a  prize,  say,  to  the  j  ing  on  the  roads.  Only  such  persons  as 
little  one  who  commits  fewest  murder.-  ?  can  distinguish  minute  objects,  such  as 
%*  j  motor  omnibuses,  at  a  distance  of  ten 

the   opera    by   TITO   M.vmcr,   yards  will,  we  understand,  be  employed 


*  * 


appi  ars  to  have  been  discovered  in  a   in  the  future. 
coal-cellar.      There  is  nothing  very   re- 
markable in  this.     Many  of  our  modern  j      "  FARE,  ONE  PENNY  FOR  THRES  STATIONS," 
novels,  we  believe,  have  been  traced  to  advertises  the  Central  London  Railway, 

j  and  a  smart  Yankee  was  heard  asking 
for  a  penn'orth  at  Shepherd's  Bush  the 
The  Bishop  of  BRISTOL  states,  in  reply   other  day,  and  choosing  as  his  stations 

Marble  Arch,  British  Museum,  and 


V 


the  Bank. 


*  * 


"Have  you  tried  Coalite?" 
asked  one  lady  of  another.  1;  Oh, 
but  I  hear  tl.at  there  is  something 
better  to  be  had  now,  called 
Stovaine."  »  $ 

"  H7io's  1V7(0  "  is  bigger  than 

ever  this  year.     "  Who's  Who  ?  " 

;  sneered  an  individual  whose  name 

j  had   not  been   included.      "  Who 

isn't  Who,  nowadays,  I  should  like 

to  know."  *  * 

* 

Ansicer   to   a   Correspondent. — 

We  should  say  that  the  greatest 

living  authority  on  oaths  is  Judge 

!  BACON.       "  I    never    tip    railway 

1  porters,"  said  His  Honour  at  the 

I  Bloomsbury     County    Court    the 

other  day. 


Landlady  (lo  lodger).  "ARE  YOU  IN  THE  BATH,  SIR?" 
Voice  between  the  slashes.  "  YES.     WHAT  n'vou  WANT?  " 
Landlady.  "  I  FORGOT  TO  TELL  YOU  I  HAD  IT  FRKSII  PAINTED 

INSIDE  LAST   NIGHT,   SlR,   ASD    IT    WON'T    BE    DRY    FOR    TWO    OR 
THREE  DAYS  !  " 


"  'J1ie  disturbers  were  chiefly  at  the 
back  of  the  ball,  and  as  the  res'  of  the 
gathering  stood  on  the  seats  to  watch 
them  it  was  impossible  for  those  at  the 
front  to  B63  by  what  means  the  oppo- 
sition was  producing  a  continuous 
rear  without  inflexi  ns  or  distinctive 
features." — Morning  Post. 

We  have  often  noticed  that  the 
features  of  hooligans  are  undis- 
tinguished. 


Burglars,  last  week,  entered  the  resi- 
dence of  Mr.  ALFRED  SHUTTI,EWORTII,  J.P., 
and  stole  a  valuable  collection  of  twenty- 
seven  snuff-boxes.  Nothing  else  was 
touched.  "  Snuff  's  as  good  as  a  feast," 
they  said.  *  * 

Handkerchiefs  in  colours  are  the 
latest  female  fashion.  It  is  the  smart 
thing  now  to  have  one  to  match  the 
nose,  and,  as  a  hard  winter  is  promised, 
red  is  expected  to  be  much  in  demand. 

Among  the  prizes  given  at  a  recent 
distribution  was  one  of  ten  guineas  to 
the  most  truthful  boy  and  girl  attending 


to  a  correspondent,  "It  is  not  legal  for 
a  layman,  whether  licensed  or  not,  to 
speak  in  church."  The  layman  i-,  so 
to  say,  only  a  sleeping  partner  of  the 
clergyman.  *  * 

Some  of  the  most  prominent  doctors 
in  Paris  have  formed  a  "  medical 
orchestra,"  and  intend  to  give  concerts. 
Few  persons,  we  suspect,  have  any  idea 
what  a  beautiful  thing  is  the  Sneezing 
Song  when  accompanied  by  a  performer 
on  the  nasal  catarrh. 

V 

In  consequence  of  the  growth  of 
motor  traffic,  the  Barnes  District  Council 


"  The  third  try  s'lowed  the  wisdom 
of  Solomon.  He  received  the  ball  from 
Sibrec,  and  at  once  cut  through.  lie 
mis.-ed  Poulton  in  his  pass,  but  sent 
the  ball  straight  out  to  1'oulton,  who 
finished  oft'  a  dazzling  movement." — 
The  1'c/crcc. 

sounds    like    one    of  SOLOMON'S 


This 

brightest  efforts. 


From  a  testimonial :  — 

"Having  grown  your  Princess  of  Wales 
Tomato  for  three  years,  I  can  highly  recom- 
mend it  both  for  inside  and  out." 

Iiihido.  of  course;  but  try  it  externally 
for  blushing — tlie  homeopathic  cure. 


A  leading  article  in  The  Nation  is 
called  "  The  Massing  of  the  Grand 
Army."  "  And  who  is  Massingham  ?  " 
asks  a  young  humorist. 
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AT  TIIK  NEXT  TABI.K. 

["  For  doth  lie  not  only  show  tho  way,  but 
giveth  HO  sweet  ;i  ]>ros|H-rt  into  llic  way  us  will 
•ni  •  any  111:111  to  enter  into  it." — Kir  7'/,i/i/> 
infij  mi  tin-  Function*  of  the  7'oct.] 

SITTING  as  I  did  at  the  next  table,  I 
could  not  help  hearing  a  large  part  of 
liis  conversation  with  the  waiter.  That 
is,  after  it  had  begun  ;  but  it  was  a  long 
time  before  the  waiter  served  him  at  all. 
He  had  come  in  so  anonymously,  so 
to  speak,  and  had  begun  reading  his 
book,  and  groaning,  so  quickly,  that  the 
waiter,  who  was  busy,  had  some  excuse 
for  attending  to  others  first. 

At  last,  during  a  lull,  he  approached 
the  reader. 

"  You  've  beeri'a  long  time,"  tho  reader 
said,  dejectedly  rather  than  with  anger. 
"  Yessir,"   said  the  waiter.     "  Great 
pressure  of    orders,   Sir.      Very  sorry, 
Sir." 

"  It  doesn't  matter,"  said  the  reader. 
One  may  as   well  dine  late  as  early. 
Or,  indeed,  why  dine  at  all  ?  " 

"  Oh,  Sir!  "  said  the  waiter  in  shosked 
tones.  "Better  dine,  Sir.  If  we  doii't 
dine,  Sir,  we  die." 

"Well,  and  why  not?"  asked  tlie 
reader.  "We've  got  to  die  sooner  or 
later  :  why  not  sooner  ?  It 's  only  a 
moment  in  all  time,  anyway- even  if 
you  live  to  be  ninety.  And  one  is  the 
sport  of  Chance  all  the  while,  the  play- 
thing of  Destiny,  the  toy  of  cruel 
Fate." 

"Oh,  Sir,"  said  the  waiter,  "you're 
hungry,  that's  what  it  is.  And  when 
one's  hungry  one's  spirits  sink.  Let 
me  get  you  something  tasty.  What  do 
you  fancy  now?  Calves'  head?  Very 
good  to-day." 

"Calves'  head?"  said  the  reader. 
"  Why  not  ?  Any  head  will  do ;  1  leave 
it  to"  you.  Get  me  jour  'something 
tasty.' "' 

"  Yessir,"  said  the  waiter.  "  And  the 
wine,  Sir?" 

"Wine?   Ah,  yes!     Get  me  wine, 
said  the  reader.     "  Let  it  be  strong  and 
b.-inusing.     Let  it  induce  oblivion." 

"  Yessir,"  said  the  waiter.  "  But  not 
here,  Sir.  Oblivion  not  allowed  on  the 
premises,  Sir.  We  should  lose  our 
licence,  Sir." 

"All  right,"  said  the  reader.  'Let 
it  produce  oblivion— but  only  at  the 
proper  time  and  in  the  proper  place." 
And  he  turned  to  his  book  again  and 
sighed. 

I  watched  his  face  as  it  grew  more 
grey  and  weary  and  hopeless.  "  It  must 
be  a  corking  book,"  I  thought. 

By-and-by  the  waiter  brought  the 
calve.-,'  head  (why  don't  they  call  it  calf's 
head,  I  wonder?';  and  a  bottle  of  what 
fookcd  like  Burgundy,  but  whether  from 
France  or  the  land  of  the  Wditngtonia 
gifjantca  I  could  not  see. 


^ 

,  Miss  SMIHI  TOI.O  cs  THIS  MO«SIXO  THAT  EVE  w.»  OITES  TO  API«  MCAPM  n't 

NOT  GOOD   FOE  A   MAS   To    BE   ALOXE.      BBISO  TOC»  WOK   AND  BIT   WITH   HE. ^^^ 


The  man  ate  and  drank  listlessly,  still 
reading  and  groaning. 

By-and-by  the  waiter  came  for  his 
plate. 

"  Did  you  like  it,  Sir?  "  he  asked. 

"No,"  said  the  man. 

"  Oh,  Sir,  I  'm  sorry,  Sir,"  said   tho 
waiter. 

"It's  of  no  consequence,     said   the 
reader.     "  It  will  doubtless  nourish  me- 
keep  me  alive  till  to-morrow— and,  after 
all,  isn't  that  the  idea?"  „ 

"I  suppose  it's  part  of  the  ide.i.  Sir, 
said  the  waiter.     "  But  we  like^our  cus- 
tomers to  enjoy  theirselves  too." 


"Enjoy  myself!"  said  the  reader. 
"Great  heavens  !  do  people  §till  talk 
like  that?  Enjoy—  in  thia  world  of 
despair  and  frustration  !  " 

'•  I  '11  bring  the  awects,"  said  the 
waiter,  tactfully  disappearing. 

"  Oh,  sweets  !  "  exclaimed  the  reader 
to  himself,  smiting  his  forehead. 

He  struggled  with  them,  however, 
and  soon  after  went,  still  the  picture  of 


WOP 


He  left  his  book  behind,  and  before 
he  hurried  back  to  reclaim  it  I  had  a 
glance  at  its  title.  It  was  Mr. 
new  volume  of  poems. 
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AERO-GOLF. 

A  COMBINATION  of  two  popular  sports 
is  suggested  in  Flight.  It  is  to  be  called 
"Flight  Golf,"  played  with  model  aero- 
planes. The  competition  consists  in  the 
attempt  of  each  operator  to  fly  his  model 
from  hole  to  hole  in  a  less  number  of 
separate  flights  than  his  opponent. 
According  to  its  originator,  for  the  mo- 
ment there  is  no  need  for  the  more 
enterprising  of  his  readers  to  wait  for 
any  rules  at  all.  We  think  this  is  a 
mistake,  and  hasten  to  supply  some 
rules,  and  for  the  real  article,  in  pre- 
ference to  mere  toy  machines  : — 

1.  A    full-sized    course   shall  consist 
of  eighteen  holes  from  fifty  to  one  hun- 
dred miles  apart,  the  holes  consisting  of 
any  convenient  chalk  or  gravel  pit. 

2.  The  aeroplanes  sliall  tee  off  from 
the  race-course  or  football  ground  nearest 
to  the  previous  hole,  the  use  of  pylons  and 
starting-rails  being  disallowed. 

3.  Aviators    shall    be    permitted    to 
address  their  machines,  their  mechanics, 
or  the  bystanders  in  any  language  they 
prefer,  always  provided  that   it   is  not 
calculated  to  provoke  a  riot. 

4.  False  starts,  apologies  for  failure  of 
the  motor,  or  running  along  the  ground 
for  more  than  a  hundred  yards,  shall  be 
deemed  to  be  "  foozling,"  with  a  penalty 
of  the  loss  of  a  flight. 

5.  If  the  aeroplane  lie  in  water,  the 
driver,  unless  drowned,  may  take  it  out, 
rinse  it  if  he  pleases,  and  play  from 
behind  the  hazard,  losing  a  flight. 

6.  Whatever  happens  to  an  aeroplane 
by  accident,  such  as  colliding  with  a 
tree  or  chimney-stack,  coming  to  pieces 
in  mid  air,  etc.,  must  be  reckoned  a 
"  rub  on  the  green,"  and  submitted  to. 

7.  If  the  driver  or  his  mechanic  strike 
the  opponent's  machine  in  any  manner, 
that  side  loses  the  hole. 

8.  In    match-playing,    an    aeroplane 
lost  entails  the  loss  of  the  hole,  unless 
any  machine  that  has  started  off  without 
an  occupant  be  recovered  within  twenty 
minutes. 

9.  If    an    aeroplane     be     completely 
invested    with    log,    brushwood,    hay- 
stacks, etc.,  only  so  much  thereof  shall 
be   set  aside  as  will  permit  the  player 
to  have  a  view  of  the  landscape  before 
he  plays. 

10.  No  houses,  growing  trees,  railway 
embankments    or    other     impedimenta 
may  be  removed  when  a  machine    is 
bunkered. 

11.  If  an  aeroplane  splits  in   two  or 
more  pieces,  a  fresh  machine  shall  be 
put  down  where  the  largest  portion  lies. 

1-.  Any  aeroplane  that  stymies 
another  must  be  wheeled  aside  and 
carefully  replaced. 

13.  On  all  occasions  a  two-plane 
match  may  pass  a  party  playing  three 
or  more  planes.  ZIGZAG. 


FESTIVE  AMENITIES. 

IT  seems  that  the  mottoes  of  Christmas 
Crackers  take  more  doing  than  one 
might  suppose,  otherwise  authors  and 
publishers  would  not  append  their 
names  and  notices  of  copyright  to 
wmpositions  like  the  following  : — 


BELLS  RING-. 
HEARTS  SING. 

II.    F.    BUCKSTAI.L 

("  OWES   SWAYLE  ") 

(C-opyrigltt  U.S.A.). 

LANGHOLME,  DUDE  &  COY,  LTD., 

Boston,   U.S.A. ;  London,  England  and 

Paris,  Europe. 


IF  WE  NEED  NOT  A  FRIEND, 
THEN  SHALL  WE,  IN  VERY 
SOOTH,  NEED  NAUGHT  ELSE. 

BISHOP  Pox DE xi WIST. 

(Copyriyltt  in  U.S.A.,  Great 
Britain  and  Ireland,  the  British 
Colonies,  and  all  countries* 
part  les  to  the  Berne  Concent  ion.) 

VERNON  SWATT  &  COY.,  LTD.,  New  York, 

and  Jons  TWID,   London,   England,  to 

whom  all  applications  for  Culonial  rights 

should  be  made. 


Mi:  Punch's  own  card  was  as  follows: — 


WISHING  YOU  A  MERRY  XMAS 
AND    A    HAPPY    NEW    YEAR. 

All  other  authors  please  copy. 


From  a  Winchester  exam,  paper  : — 
"  Find,  by  practice,  the  weight  of  5  lik., 
3  mo.,  4  tras.,  7  paras.,  8  param.,  of  cobweb  at 
000137  milligramme  per    1  khya,  correct    to 
nine  places." 

"  Wykehamist "  writes  that  lie  has  been 
practising  this  for  hours,  but  whether 
it  is  that  his  scales  are  wrong,  or  that 
he  wants  more  practice,  he  can't  get 
the  ninth  decimal  place  correctly. 

"  Aehiniji  begs  to  announce  that  he  is  open- 
ing a  new  Hotel  at  Khandalla  in  the  specious 
bungalow  of  the  late  Sir  Jamsetji,  known  as  the 
'  Duke's  Retreat.'  " — The  Timcx  of  India. 

Forward  the  Dukes  !    More  speciousness. 

"  Wm.  E.  Chalk  was  summoned  undt-r  the 
Food  and  Drugs  Act,  1875,  for  selling  adul- 
terated milk."-  Yorkshire  Ereniny  Post. 

Still,  with  a  name  like  that ! 

"  NOTICE  TO  CORRESPONDENTS.  —  '  D '  next 
week."—  Rugby  Advertiser. 

Well,  well,  let 's  see  what  it 's  going  to  be 
like  first. 


A  TEMPORARY  CRISIS. 
THIS  is  the  time,  0  Muse, 

When  man  at  large  looks  back. 
And  mourns  the  pa~t  that  he  reviews 

In  ashes  and  a  sack  ; 
It  also  brings  the  date, 

Unless  I  've  counted  wrong, 
When  you  and  I  must  celebrate 

<  Hir  century  of  song. 

Yes,  with  the  turning  year, 

Our  hundredth  Punchian  Op. 
Will,  barring  accidents,  appear  ; 

And,  if  you  give  the  crop 
A  moment's  retrospect, 

You  '11  find  on  every  page 
A  barren  tale  of  gross  neglect 

Of  duty  to  the  Age. 

It  is  the  poet's  rule 

The  stormy  heart  to  calm, 
To  brighten  up  the  suffering  soul 

With  what  is  known  as  balm, 
To  bid  men  shun  the  base, 

To  execrate  the  low, 
And,  broadly,  teach  the  human  race 

To  give  the  Good  a  show. 

Thus,  from  his  purer  height, 

With  deep  and  subtle  lore 
He  brings  them  nearer  to  the  light 

Than  where  they  were  before. 
That  is  the  poet's  use  : 

That  is  his  task — and  I  've 
A  notion  it  s  his  one  excuse 

For  being  left  alive. 

But,  if  these  hundred  lays 

Contain  one  song  to  set 
The  feet  of  man  in  loftier  ways, 

I  haven't  found  it  yet ; 
If  they  can  show  one  thought 

Of  solace  or  rebuke, 
One  monil  lesson,  nobly  taught, 

It  got  there  by  a  fluke. 

No.  From  the  very  start 

We  have  not  sought  to  guide 
The  reader's  morals,  or  his  heart ; 

Indeed,  we  haven't  tried. 
How  much  he  might  have  stood 

Is  neither  here  nor  there  ; 
If  we  had  failed  to  do  him  good, 

That  would  !>:}  his  affair. 

.Muse,  at  this  crucial  time, 

Come,  let  us  take  a  pull, 
And  henceforth  stick  to  the  Sublime, 

The  Deep,  the  Beautiful ; 
Come,  let  us  build  anew, 

Reform  our  readers'  lot, 
Teach  them,  in  fact,  a  tiling  or  two, 

And  show  the  Age  what 's  what. 
Dun-Dun. 


"1   CAVENDISH  CUKSI'KST,  BATH,  for  sale,  at 
Price  14  per  cenf.  less  than  that  refused  just 
before    present    Government    took     office. "-- 
I'ladud  (This  is  not  an  oath,  but  the  name  of  a 
Batli  paper). 

Vote  for  the  Government  and  cheaper 
crescents. 
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Friend  (to  deprtiuted  son  of  lite  llouie,  wlioxe  Father  it  giciiig  a  little  amateur  eoiijuriiuj  entertainment).  "  BccK  OP,  OLD  cu\r.     ll 
ISN'T  IOVK  FAVLT  VOUK  CCV'KOR  's  MAKING  SUCH  IN  ASS  or  HIMSELF." 


T1IK  BHADOWa 

SroKESBY-ON-OozE  is  a  deliglitful  town 
— not  perhaps  quite  so  busy  as  your 
metropolis — but  replete  (yea,  "  replete  " 
is  good  journalism)  with  refined  culture 
and  polished  society.  At  this  season  of 
the  year,  too,  Spokesby  is  at  its  gayest. 
Spokesbians  never  leave  their  town  at 
Christmas  for  the  Riviera— can  you  say 
as  much  for  your  Londoners  ?  We  have 
before  us  the  prospect  of  the  Primrose 
League  Annual  Ball  and  Supper, 
the  Social  Club  Whist  Drive  and  Hot 
Pot  Supper,  and  a  Dramatic  Entertain- 
ment by  the  junior  members  of  the 
Amalgamated  Order  of  Ancient  Shep- 
herds, followed  by  a  Sapper.  Yet  with 
all  these  gaie.ies  in  view  we  are  uneasy. 
Our  mirth  is  forced,  our  anticipations 
are  nervous,  even  our  appetites  are 
failing.  Across  our  ancient  constituency 
the  shadows  of  Jubber  and  Snooks  have 
fallen.  I  heard  Jubber  first.  He  was 
tremendous:  — 

"Tliis  !(?.  tax  on  undeveloped  land  is 
the  thin  end  of  the  wedge.  When  it  is 
driven  home,  as  driven  home  it  will  be 
unless  the  honest,  intelligent,  upright 
impartial  toilers  of  Spoke-by  come  to 
the  support  of  a  sympathetic  House  of 
Lords— and  on  tire  heart  of  each  peer 
is  written  the  words,  'The  Rights  of 
Spokesby' — what  shall  we  see?  Your 
ancient  parish  church  will  be  given  up 
to  the  impious  gambols  of  atheistic 
Socialists.  Your  wives  and  daughters 


will  be  redistributed  according  to  the 
dictates  of  Trades  Union  agitators. 
Think  of  that  as  you  sit  by  your  fire- 
sides and  gaze  on  your  beauteous  wives 
and  sweet  babes.  You  working  men, 
gaunt  and  half  clothed,  will  stagger 
down  the  streets  of  your  historic  lx>rough 
looking  with  pathetically  intelligent  eyes 
for  the  work  that  is  not  there.  Your 
great  colonies,  proud  hitherto  of  the 
mutual  attachment  between  Spjkesby 
and  themselves,  will  leave  you  with 
loathing.  The  Crown,  the  Church,  the 
Country  and  the  Kmpire,  nay  even  the 
Corporation  of  Spokesby  itsMf,  will  all 
be  submerged  beneath  the  iynit  futuus 
of  a  devastating  Socialism.  And  when 
the  German  Invasion  comes,  as  come  it 
will,  as  you  lie  under  the  iron  heel  of  a 
German  conqueror,  the  nations  of  the 
earth  will  declare  in  chorus,  'Spoke-by 
b'trayed  the  virtuous  peers  and  richly 
deserves  its  fate.' " 

That  settled  me.  I  was  determined 
that  nothing  of  the  kind  should  happen, 
so  I  went  to  Snooks's  meeting  the  fol- 
lowing night  with  an  impartial  mind 
arrd  a  brick-bat  in  my  pocket. 

Hut  Snooks  was  just  as  tremendous. 

••  What  does  this  2».  tax  on  corn 
mean?  Pause  and  think,  I  beseech  you, 
enlightened  and  inU'lligent  toilers  of 
Spokesby.  If  it  be  forced  on  you  by 
the  autocratic  action  of  an  irresponsible 
House  of  Ix>rds  let  me  tell  yon  calmly, 
,|,iictly,  and  with  a  full  sense  of  respon- 
srbility,  what  the  consequences  will  be. 


Your  old-age  pensioners  will  barter  the 
bounty  given  them  by  a  generous  Liberal 
t  l.ivi-rnineiit  fora  single  meagre  loot  of 
rye  bread.  Your  goad  wives  will  starve 
liiem-elves  to  save  the  scanty  morsel  of 
horse-flesh,  which  will  constitute  \<mr 
mid-day  meal,  for  tln-ir  puny,  crying 
babes.  The  wail  of  the  starving  will  I* 
ever  ill  your  ears.  And  all  the  time  fur- 
coated  Peer*  will  hover  over  you  in 
expensive  aeroplanes  drinking  the  cost- 
he-t  bran. Is  of  champagne  mid  crying 
out,  '  \Ve  have  taken  the  Spokosby 
toiler's  food  and  land—  now  let  us  annex 
hi,  air.'" 

I  took  my  brick-bat  home  with  mo. 
This  is  the  awful  problem  that  darkens 
our  festal  season— Starvation-and-Jubber 
!  or  Huin-aiid-,Snooks.     Kven  if  they  run 
1  a  dead-heat  the  mayor  h:is  a  casting  vot*. 
i  My  only  hope  was  in  the  I'momst   Kn-- 
Traders;    but   can   they  with  on! 
candidates  get  a  working   majority   in 
the   House  of  Commons?     I   f«ir   not. 
Si  ill  the  time  calls  for  action.      As  a 
Briton   I  must  do  something.      I  have 
therefore  resolved  in   view  of  the  pre- 
vailing uncertainty  to  defer  paying  my 
bills  till   after  the  General 
:on. 


Ifoehan   again    appear.- fl    a  <l 
Sweet  i»  Troe  Lor*.1  .  .  .  Tbe  words  are  itrj 
nicely  aunng  together."- Jfajo  .\«e«. 

It  is  all  very  well  to  prai- 
now  that  he  'is  dead.  But  v: 
ilayo  Xevt  do  for  him  in  his  lifetime? 
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Alarmed  Motorist  (after  collision).  "ARE  YOU  HURT?" 


S     G>:iirt<"/v< 

Butcher  Day.  "WHKIIE'S  MY  KIDNEYS?" 


TWIN  SOULS. 

NONE  can  deny  it :  when  a  wanton  par 

Announces  that  your  boyhood's  queen  has  chosen 
To  get  engaged  elsewhere,  it  is  a  jar, 

You  feel  as  if  the  pumps  of  joy  were  frozen  ; 
Yes,  Clara,  when  I  found  that  news,  amid 

The  talk  on  toques  and  t'ppets, 
A  wet,  wet  tear  descending  from  its  lid 

Watered  the  social  snippets. 

I  thought  of  all  the  tete-a-tetes  we  'd  had 

Since  both  of  us  were  young  (and  slightly  fcubbish) 
The  golden  memories  oE  the  past,  egad  ! 

The  times  they  told  us  not  to  talk  such,  rubbish  ; 
Of  how  we'd  watched  the  lamplight's  glimmering  sparks, 

The  cloud-hung  dawns  together, 
And  made  precisely  similar  remarks 

Disparaging  the  weather. 

I  thought,  ah  yes,  I  thought  of  lots  of  things, 

Of  shattered  toys,  of  dainties  that  we'd  gobbled, 
Of  how  we  'd  hankered  for  the  moon  or  wings, 

And  most  of  all  how  frequently  we  'd  squabbled  ; 
And,  as  I  mused,  the  envy  passed  away  ; 

And  so,  in  this  poor  ditty 
Congratulations  to  the  brute,  I  say, 

Blent  with  a  touch  of  pity  ! 

One  that  has  only  wooed  when  skies  are  fair, 

Flattered  your  every  charm  with  praises  fulsome, 

Toyed  with  the  tangles  of  your  golden  hair, 

Little  he  knows  your  temper  when  one  pulls  'em  ; 

lie  has  not  seen  the  sulks,  the  rising  squall, 
He  has  not  pierced  the  riddles 


Of  what,  I  think,  your  nurse  was  wont  to  call 
Miss  Clara's  taradiddles. 

Lawks,  when  he  does  !  but  still  one  never  knows ; 

He  may  be  just  that  paragon  of  mortals 
Who  never  treads  on  other  people's  toes, 

And,  when  they  tread  on  his,  serenely  chortles ; 
If  that  be  so,  I  feel  the  less  aghast 

That  fate  divides  two  figures 
Who,  still  remembering  their  childish  past, 

Would  fight,  no  doubt,  like  niggers. 


DICAU  MR.  PUNCH,  —  In  the  poem  in  your  last  number,  The 
Plaint  of  an  Association  Football,  I  was  surprised  to  read  : 

'  And  ten  stern  men  on  either  side  stood  hungrily  around." 
I  always  thought  there  were  eleven  a  side.     Yours,  PUZZLED. 
[If  "PUZZLED"  will  kindly  read  a  little   further  on  he  will 
come  to  the  goalkeepers.    They  weren't  hungry. — YA>.  PuncJt.] 


"There  has  been  talk  f;r  years  about  constructing  a  subway  from 
tlie  Temple  to  the  Law  Courts.  When  a  bencher  or  a  popular  K.C. 
lias  been  killed,  perhaps  the  quarrels  will  be  arranged  and  the  subway 
be  construclod.  Jt  would  be  a  great  boon  to  lawyers." 

— Scottish  Laic  Review. 

We  regret  this  imputation  as  derogatory  to  the  high  tradi- 
tions of  the  Bar. 

"  Complainant  said  the  was  married  in  Edinburgh  in  March,  1903, 
where  they  lived  for  a  time,  and  one  child  was  born,  in  January,  1904. 
Ilalf-a-year  later  he  left  her  mother's  house,  where  he  had  been 
residing,  because  he  was  asked  to  contribute  to  her  maintenance." 

Eastern  Daily  Press. 
Lazy  little  beggar ! 
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SOME    CHRISTMAS    CARDS    WHICH    HAVE    BEEN    SUPPRESSED    BY    THEIR    RECIPIENTS. 


YOU  A  MERETRICIOUS^ESS 


:i 
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A   LITTLE 
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'OG' 
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,  i  GOOD 
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To  MB.  Li.ovu  GEOHOK  FEOM  A  BACKORDUXD 


To  Mi.  B»troct  rn  <•»  A  KBKF.  TB»DK  I'M..-. 


L 


WISHING  You  A 

MERRY  ISTHMUS  AND  A  'SCRAP-PY 
XEW  YEAR- 


RINKOMANIA. 

THE  wild  furore  created  by 
tbe  vogue  of  roller-skating 
may  be  best  measured  by 
the  enthusiasm  with  which 
its  devotees  are  taking  up  the 
idea  of  applying  foot-wheels 
to  other  popular  pastime.*. 
The  coming  Spring,  for  in- 
stance, is  certain  to  see  a  num- 
ber of  golf-rinks  laid  out,  and 
though  rkate-football  has  not 
yet  caught  on  (partly  owing 
to  the  quarrel  between  I  lie 
Amateur  Tumblers  and  the 
Professional  Castors  Associa- 
tion on  the  subject  of  the 
lurk -charge)  Lord  MONTAGU 
OK  BEAU  LIEU  and  the  Hon. 
('.  S.  Roux  are  already  prac- 
tising with  a  60-swallow- 
power  motor-boot  at  Brook- 
lands. 

The  literature  of  a  sport 
is  another  sure  index  to 
its  popularity,  and  no  more 
tasteful  brochure  lias  ap| 
for  some  time  than  h'i»k 
Wrinkles,  which  gives  a  full 

history  of  the  pastime  and  an  explana-|      The  £1,000  prize  for  bonii-fide  Suffra- 
tion   of  its  fancy   figures,  the  prettiest 
of  which    perhaps    is    that    in   which 
the    rinkcr    has    wheels    attached    to 
both  hands  as  well  as  to  his  feet.      It 


To  PIUMMKNT  T.\n 


A  BKTJACKET  of  I'.S.  Ntn. 


AN   rXI'()STKI> 
CIIIMSTMAS   AI'I'KAI. 


lias  been  cleverly  called  the  quadrupe- 
dalogram. 


gettes  (taught  entirely  by  British  rink- 
rs)  for  a  skim  between  Piccadilly 

and   the  Poultry,  starting   at    \'l  noon 

on  heavier-than-air  skates,  has  not  yet 
rlaim^l  from  the  princely  coffers 

of  The  Dailn  Mail. 


MY   d«ir   Mr.    Simpson,   I'M- 

often  been  told 
That       unmarried       females 

should  never  be  b<>I  I  : 
Ff   I   merit    the   charg»-    tin* 

must  be  my  PSCOM, 
That    in     matters    of    heart 

you  're  extremely  obtuse. 

You  mil  twice  n  week  and 
stil'-i'l'-  in  a  chair, 

And  f,i-t«-n  upon  me  a  lan- 
guishing glare, 

But  the  minis  will  not  come 
though  I  see  that  you  try; 

Oh,  dear  Mr.  Simpson,  why 
are  you  to  shy  ? 

A-     you've     notia-il.    \ 

Footleby  fancies  m> 
1  admit  that  he  coo't  hold  a 

candle  to  you  ; 
But  yet  he  may  win  if  you 

trill  be  so  slow  ; 
I  can't  be  kept  waiting  for 

erer,  you  know. 

Oh,  Kdwin.  for  no  I  may  call  you  in  ink, 
1  'in  not  nearly  so  hard  to  approach  M 

;  think, 
In  fact,  1  just  crave  for  the  chance 

confess 
That  tin-  aim  of  my  life  is  to  be  Mrs.  h. 
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OUR    BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By  Mr.  Punch's  Staff  of  Learned  Clerks.} 

"His  memory  will  always  abide  with  me  as  that  of  the 
most  unswervingly  conscientious  politician  1  have  known." 
Thus  Mr.  Ci.  W.  E.  RUSSELL  in  his  Memoir  of  Sir  Wilfrid 
Lawson  (SMITH,  ELDER).  Those  privileged  to  study  the 
character  of  Sir  WILFRID  at  close  quarters  will  acquiesce  in 
this  judgment.  Honest  conviction,  possibly  to  some  degree 
constitutional  aversion  from  intoxicants,  made  him  an  inflex- 
ible teetotaler.  From  early  years  he  devoted  himself  to  a 
crusade  against  the  drink  traffic.  As  a  rule  the  zealot  who 
devotes  his  finest  energies  to  "  putting  down  "  something  or 
other  that  has  attraction  for  his  neighbours  is  not  a  peculiarly 
pleasant  or  a  widely  popular  man.  For  at  least  a  quarter  of 
a  century  WILFRID  LAWSON  was  not  only  one  of  the  most 
highly  esteemed  but  "one  of  the  best-liked  men  in  the  House 
of  Commons.  In  his  denunciation,  whether  of  the  Trade 
or  of  what  he  regarded 
as  meddlesome  foreign 
policy,  he  spared  no  one, 
not  even  his  beloved 
leader,  Mr.  GLADSTONE. 
But  he  was  ever  so  good- 
humoured  .often  so  wi'.ty , 
that  his  animadversions 
left  no  sting  behind. 
With  due  modification 
he  acquired  the  position 
in  Parliament  held  in 
ancient  Courts  by  an 
astute  jester.  He  op- 
portunely said  things 
that  would  have  been 
suffered  from  no  one 
else.  "Gay  wisdom  "was 
the  happy  phrase  by 
which  DISRAELI  de- 
scribed his  contributions 
to  debate.  I  think,  on 
the  whole,  he  was  wittier 
in  private  conversation 
than  in  his  studied 
speeches.  For  these  his 
impromptus  werealways 
written  out  in  his  study, 
and  there  was  no  attempt  at  concealment  of  the  MS.  notes 
on  which  they  were  written.  In  the  give  and  take  of 
ordinary  conversation  his  humour  flashed  forth  with  the 
added  delight  of  nnexpectancy.  A  considerable  portion  of 
the  volume  is  made  up  of  a  diary  Sir  WILFRID  kept,  in  which 
he  noted  down  the  course  of  Parliamentary  events.  The 
narrative  is  marked  by  shrewd  judgment  and  lightened  by 
many  stories. 

I  forgive  Mr.  EDMUND  SEI.LAR  for  putting  a  bull  and  a  red 
parasol  into  his  first  chapter,  and  for  making  unabashed  use 
of  a  knowledge  of  t?a-p!ant:ng  in  Ceylon  for  the  purposes 
of  novel-manufacture,  because  he  has  introduced  a  gentleman 
clothed  in  the  mantle  of  Mr.  Pickwick  into  Where  Every 
Prospect  Pleases  (Bi.ACK\vooi>),  a  title  which  ought,  in  fairness 
to  the  reader,  to  have  continued,  "  And  man  is  none  so  vile." 
Mr.  Tanqueray  (no  relation  to  other  literary  parties  of  that 
name)  is  a  middle-aged,  good-hearted  Englishman  who  gets 
into  such  absurd  scrapes  that  the  heart  of  the  reader  is 
warmed  to  him,  especially  when  he  starts  for  the  voyage  to 
Colombo,  equipped  with  no  other  luggage  than  his  eloping 
daughter's  wedding  trousseau.  The  young  people  in  the 
s'ory  are  not  very  stimulating,  and  it  is  hard  to  beat  up  a 


The  Necromancer  (to  Assistant).  "HiE  TIIF.E  SWIFTLY  TO  THE  TOWN,  JOHN, 

AND  BRING  HITHER  A  CROSS-EYED,  LEFT-HANDED  RKD-II.URED,  SrrOXD-SIGHTED, 
SEVENTH  SON  OF  A  SEVENTH  SON,  WITH  A  MOLE  OX  THE  IIIOIIT  SI  >E  OF  HIS  NOSE. 
I  'M  FIXED  IS  Tl!IS  CONFOUNDED  CIRCLE,  ASD  I  'VE  FOI(.J(  TTF.N  THE  WORD  THAT 
KEMUVES  THE  SPELL  !  " 


fervid  interest  in  their  love  affairs,  or  in  the  account  of  a 
Rugby  football  match,  played  with  all  the  pomp  and  circum- 
stance of  a  public-school  story,  between  Colombo  and 
Up-country.  The  herons,  and  the  ladies  who  applaud  them, 
are  harmless  and  nice  enough,  but  if  ever  I  go  out  to  court 
the  spicy  br.ezes  that  have  inflated  so  many  collection  bags 
(though  I  am  told  that  it  is  over  "Java's  isle,"  and  not 
Ceylon's,  that  they  "  blow  soft  "  in  the  more  correct  version 
of  the  hymn),  it  will  be  the  prospect  of  meeting  Mr. 
Tanqueray,  tea-planter,  that  will  please  me  most. 

The  other  day,  in  the  hope  of  finding  out  whether  real 
Americans  talked  like  the  man  who  married  The  Submarine. 
Girl  (PAUL) — he  called  himself  "  Theo  Throdnnorton  of  New 
York  every  time" — I  patronised  the  S.ivoy,  and,  disguising 
myself  with  a  toothpick,  a  cock-tail  and  oysters  a  VAmeri- 
caine,  sat  and  listened  to  the  conversation  of  my  neigh- 
bours. And,  lo  and  behold,  not  one  of  them  said  "  Shake," 
or  "Say  now,"  or  "I  guess,"  or  "Every  time,"  and 

not  one  of  them  was 
goldarned  rr  euchered. 
But  if  Throchmorton 
was  not  the  real  thing 
what  about  The  Sub- 
marine Girl  and  her 
story?  How  could  I 
believe  in  a  notorious 
Nihilist  (of  Ii  ish  extrac- 
tion) who,  during  a  visit 
of  the  TSAR  to  London, 
carried  about  in  her 
pocket,  by  way  of  a 
joke,  as  she  afterwards 
explained,  a  sham 
bomb?  It  seemed  to 
me  that  the  joke,  like 
the  bomb,  bad  nothing 
in  it.  But  it  led  to 
her  being  so  closely 
pursued  by  Popplepoff, 
an  agent  of  the  Kussinn 
secret  police  with  prac- 
tically no  sense  of 
humour,  that  she  and 
he  and  Throckmorton  got 
shut  up  together  in  the 
American's  submarine, 
and  only  escaped  from  Popplepoff's  myrmidons  by  submarin- 
ing off  round  the  world.  On  the  way  they  bumped  up  against 
the  real  original  Flying  Dutchman,  made  friends  with  Van- 
derdecken  and  his  crew  and  sailed  in  her  to  Capetown, 
where  Vanderdeckcn  passed  as  an  eccentric  British  nobleman 
(really  the  poor  peers  are  not  quite  so  behind  the  times  as 
all  that),  and  Popplepoff  married  the  Dutchman's  mother-in- 
law.  I  am  afraid  I  am  like  Popplepoff.  I  don't  see  where 
the  joke  comes  in.  Perhaps  I  am  taking  The  Submarine 
Girl  too  seriously.  But  then  so  does  Mr.  EDGAR  TURNER,  the 
author  of  her  being. 

"  An  otter  was  shot  at  Exmouth  yesterday  by  George  Holman,  a  boat- 
man, u  boatman,  while  reclining  on  a  llolman,  a  boatman." — Western 
morning  News. 

It  sounds  an  easy  shot.  (Now  then,  chorus,  please,  gentle- 
men, "  Llolman,  a  boatman,  a  boatman.") 


"GRAND  Classical  Landscape.    By  Peleneavit  after  Pietro  de  Cortona. 
The  only  landscape  done  by  that  old  Master." — From  a  Catalogue. 

On  the  contrary,  Deleneavit  (or  Delineavit,  to  give  him  Ins 
usual  spelling)  was  notoriously  one  of  the  most  strenuous  and 
catholic  of  the  Old  Masters. 
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FACING  one  another  in  their  corner-seats,  they  had  the  air  of  commig-voyageur*,  journeying  in  great  comfort  at_ olhei 
people's  charges.     It  was  something  in  the  cut  of  their  cloth  caps  that  bewrayed  them.     By  still  more  subtle  signs  1 
determined  that  one  was  travelling  in  laces  and  the  other  in  hose  or  legwear. 

A  third  person,  in  the  corner  opposite  to  mine,  was  concealed  behind  a  copy  of  The  Time*  ;  but  he,  too,  might 
commercial,  and  indeed,  judging  by  a  large  bookish  parcel  in  the  rack  above  him,  I  guessed  that  he  should  l>e  travelling 
ry  goods,  possibly  some  illustrated  series  such  as  was  pressed  upon  me  in  my  fresliman's  year — The  Abbey*  of 
'.«,  perhaps  ;  or  Wits  mid  Beauties  of  the  Court  of  Louis  Quatorze. 

I  am  always  glad  to  pick  up  pearls  of  wisdom  from  my  fellow-passengers,  and  when  Laces  and  L*gwear  attacked 
the  question  of  the  hour  I  threw  out  a  prehensile  ear  in  their  direction. 
"  Well,"  said  Laces,  "and  what 's  your  fancy  for  the  Elections?  " 

"  Tariff  Reform  should  just  about  pull  it  off,"  said  Legwear.    (I  deduced  that  Legwear  was  a  Conservative.) 
"Ah,  but  what  about  the  Lords?"  said  Laces.     "The  country  is  sick  of  "em."     (I  gathered  that  I*ces  wai 

"The  Lords  have  always  been  popular,"  said  Legwear,  "and  they've  only  added  to  their  popularity  by  this  appeal 
6  "You  'may  call  it  that,"  said  Laces ;  "  I  call  it  war  on  the  People  and  on  the  rights  of  Parliament.  The  hereditary 
"""KVaa  good  a  system,  any  day,  ns  the  svatem  of  Parliamentary  Elections.  One  w.mld  think,  to  hear  you  fellows 


I,     .111%      tlitV,    *IO       Hit      0>OVC»li  i«»j       - 

talk  that  the  Commons  were  the  flower  of  the  country,  instead  of  consisting  of  just  anybody  who  happen* 


the  system  of  Parliamentary  Elections. 

talk  mat  tne  Liommons  were  me  uower  ui  the  country,  instead  of  consisting  of  just  ...... ,  - 

Who  are  they?     Men  who  chance  to  have  a  little  more  money  or  leisure  than  they  know  what  ' 
make ;  men  who  want  to  join  a  better  club  than  they  could  get  into  otherwise  ;  men  who  like  to  hear  tl 
of  the  whole  pack  not  fifty  who  stand  because  thry  simply  want  to  serve  their  country ;  scar, 
beeuu.-e  they  are  the  absolutely  best  men  for  the  job." 

"Anyhow,"  protested  Lu-es,  "  they  are  chosen ;  they  don't  get  thi-re  simply  by  tl 
•'  There '8  o  bod  deal  to  be  said  for  the  acddenl  of  birth  and  upbringing"  said  LeK 

to  be  a  distinguished  man  of  affairs.     And  if  the  difitind  tnrther  b:i.-k  there  is  at  le  ,-        mly  trac 

to  keep  yon  right.     In  any.  r  N  independent  of  popular  favour. 

over  his  babies,  in  order  to  get  a  seat  in  Parliament. 

"  Wlii.-h  means  that  lie  represent-    noK  il\  , 

"  Well,  and  how  much  are  we  represented  by  our  so-called  represent.,!,'..  ~  V 
country  -never  get  represented  at  all.     And  who  are  these-  people  who  represent  i 


larger  half?     V 
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facts  about  tlie  men  that  you  and  I  voted  for,  last  election  ?  We  both  voted  for  men  we  had  never  clapped  eyes  on — you 
for  the  Squire's  eldest  son,  who  was  nominated  on  the  ground  that  he  was  a  likely  clr.ip  for  subscriptions  to  clubs  and 
happened  to  be  a  Liberal  because  his  father  was ;  and  I  for  a  carpet-bagman  from  I/ord  knows  where,  sent  down  by 
the  Caucus.  And  these  are  the  men  whom  you  describe  as  the  heaven-sent  choice  o£  the  People.  They  are  nothing  of 
the  sort.  The  People  vote  for  party  posters,  not  for  men." 

"  Well,  we  "ve  got  some  good  posters  this  time." 

"Nothing  so  good  as  the  Chinese  Slavery  posters  of  1906,  though  I  see  that  you  have  a  fairly  smart  one  to 
illustrate  the  Old  Age  Pensions  lie.  That  ought  to  do  some  useful  work  among  the  timid  and  ignorant." 

"  My  dear  fellow,  if  I  were  you,  I  shouldn't  talk  too  much  about  Old  Age  Pensions.  Your  Tories  weren't  very 
enthusiastic  over  that  Bill." 

"They  preferred  a  contributory  system,  and  quite  right  too.  But  they  won't  sliiik  national  obligations.  The 
real  danger  for  Old  Age  Pensions  comes  from  your  party.  If  you  get  in  again  and  let  your  Socialists  cut  down 
the  Navy,  good-bye  to  Old  Age  Pensions.  A  crushing  war-indemnity  won't  leave  us  with  any  spare  cash  for  charity ; 
and  you  can  hardly  expect  the  German  Government  to  pay  'em." 

"  You  're  surely  not  raking  up  that  old  bogey  ?  "  said  Laces. 

"In  the  first  place,"  said  Legwear,  "it's  not  a  'bogey,'  but  just  the  most  substantial  object  under  our  noses; 
and  in  the  second  place  it 's  not  '  old.'  It  was  only  born  a  few  years  ago,  and  most  of  its  growing  has  been 
done  under  the  present  Liberal  Government.  There's  not  much  point  in  claiming  the  credit  for  Old  Age  Pensions 
if  you  neglect  to  insure  them  with  an  invincible  Fleet." 

During  the  last  part  of  this  discussion  I  had  observed  a  tremor  of  emotion  passing  over  the  figure  opposite 
to  me.  The  Times  was  now  lowered,  and  I  beheld  a  countenance  of  extraordinary  geniality  and  benevolence. 
"  Gentlemen,"  said  its  proprietor,  "  I  will  not  take  sides  in  your  argument,  but  I  do  beg  to  endorse  the  view 
of  the  last  speaker,  namely  that  a  strong  Navy  is  a  necessity  for  the  insurance  of  our  Old  Age  Pensions^  Yet 
we  need  a  further  insurance  if  Old  Age  is  to  be  not  only  pensioned  but  happy.  Such  an  insurance  I  carry  with  me." 

On  that  he  rose,  and,  turning  to  reach  up  to  the  rack,  discovered  a  hump,  by  which  I  had  no  difficulty  in  recognising 
the  Sage  of  Bouverie  Street.  Taking  down  his  parcel,  he  undid  it  and  exposed  a  number  of  goodly  tomes  ;  of  which  he 
selected  two  identical  specimens.  These  he  handed  with  a  very  captivating  smile  to  the  two  politicians,  saying,  "  Gen- 
tlemen, this  is  my  insurance  for  a  happy  Old  Age;  usually  of  a  contributory  character,  but  in  your  case  tendered  gratis 
by  way  of  compliment.  Permit  me  to  present  each  of  you  with  a  sample  of  my 


antr 


DECEMBER  29,  1909.] 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


Cartoons. 


Bunotmn,  K.  LINI.BT 

As  per  Agreement 137 

"  Australia  Expects "  227 

Blast  and  Counterblast   155 

Britannia  comes  to  Town   28 

CarriagePald 118 

Dashing  Little  Duke  (The)     M 

Decked  for  the  Sacritlce  299 

Dog's  Chance  (A)  245 

Getting  into  Deep  Water 101 

Opportunist  (The) 281 

Pat  liamentary  Gossip  26.i 

PleaMire  Deferred  (A) 817 

United  South  Africa 47 


BBETHERTON,  C.  H. 

TIB  Michaelmas  Goose    236 

BUHNET,  W.  Homisos 

Christmas  Hims 448 

Nursery  Notes    82 

1'ohtics  for  the  Pets 298 

Shopping 154 

N.I.«  of  the  Dirt  (Thei 2BO 

spread  of  Socialism  (The) 236 

Things  You  Didn  t  Know 4:1 

CAMPBELL,  GERALD 

Our  Uook  ing-Office  ..    3t>,  72,  144,  198, 
SOU,  3-J4,  J60,  377,  464 

ClIU.MKIIS,  P.  R. 

lialladoftheScot(A) 1«1 

Itlaok-Letter  Story-Book  (A) 272 

(  i;v  show  :\> 876 

n -ai  Contrast  (A) 885 

Huston  100 

ing 233 

"Hold"    152 

Invitation  (An)  289 

(11,1  spoilsmen  (The)    199 

Stag  o  Ten  (The)   24:! 

(.'iii.mroTT,  H.  R.  S. 
Lieutenant  Smith 370 

CnK.swrl.1  ,  BULKF.l.ET 

M,.t.irliik.j;o|ty    440 

DE  HAMEL,  H.  G. 

Seven  232 

ECKERSLEY,   ARTHUR 
Our  Hooking  Office  ..  18,  S«,  54,  72,  90, 
12(1.    Hi-.',  234,  252,  270,  342,  37S,  395, 
432,  -I  ,'  i 

ELIAS,  FRANK 

Chancellor  of  the  Future  (The) ....  130 
EMANUEL,  WALTER 

Charivariu  ..    14,  10,  :I7,  55.  7:i,  91,  109, 
142,   l.'il,   I«3,  181,   !!)!>,  '.'IT,  28 
271,  295,  307,  825,  343,  360,  37!>,  3!>7, 
415.  43S  ,  446 

Fall  of  the  Blood  (The)    427 


SAM  BOURNE,  E.  LIN  LET 

When  the  Stormy  Whal-s  do  Blow  . 
Winged  Victory  .................. 


PARTRIDGE,  BERNARD 
All  -Nightmare  (The) 
Armistic-  ...........  ... 

Battle  of  the  Budget  (The) 
Chirac  and  Countercharge 
Dens  cum  Hacblna 
Disillusioned 
Fiasco  ['I  he) 
Kitted  at  Last 
For.-ed  Fell  >w»hip 
Guides  to  Truth 


57 
448 

21 
371 
ITS 
4*5 
2S7 
21» 
2  '1 


PARTRIDGE,  BERNARD 

Intelligent  Anticipation JiS 

Lansdi  iwne  I Jiiiiiifry  (The)      S3J 

La.*t  Hide  Together  (The)    I 

More  Victims  of  the  Budget IS* 

"On*  Who  Knows'' M 

Ordeal  bv  Fire  (The)    407 

Oar  Mr.  Lloyd  George  on  Tour....    75 

Our  Youngest  Line  of  Defence 147 

Outcast 'file) Ill 

Parting  of  the  Wajrs  (The) 155 

Slump  In  Manners  .The) ..      ......  173 

Sudden  Detachment  (A; SO* 

"«il|'p'rter»"  Kainpaiit 461 

Taking  the  Ki.ks  J6» 


(An) 


1'ArrRiin.K, 

UndUputed 
RAVEN-HILL,  L. 
Atmosphere  of  Mlatnut  (An) 
Bet  wren  Tw,,  Schools 
Bill-Urlv.  The) 
Blrrell's  Bantling 
Bravo,  Torero  I 
01  i  bate.  The) 
Cloer  Time  Coming  (A) 
Oolosao.  of  Batursea  (Ta-) 
Guilt  of  Delay  (TW) 
Kolnio  id's  O.noea«ton 
Tactician  (The) 
Two  MooUu  Hard 


1(1 


K7 


417 


Articles. 


FAT,  STANLEY  - 

Dark  Side  of  the  Drama  (The)  408 

FlLMORE,  L.  E. 

Aery  Nothings    100 

After  the  Budget  73 

Bisley  and  Business 87 

Hobbies  that  Pay  124 

lower  River  Caiiserie  41 

New  Folks  at  Home  (The)  128,  242,  34U 

GARVET,  INA 

Blanche's  Letters 61,  69, 116 

QiLLEsriE,  A.  B. 

Briton's  Birthright  (The)   370 

GRAHAM,  HARRY 

Creature  Comfoi  ts 424 

Ruthless    Khvtnes  for  Heartless 
Homes  136,154 

GRAVES,  C.  L.  AND  LCCAS,  E.  V. 

AftertheFair    4i4 

Airships  for  All 71 

Annual  Interview  (The) 110 

As  It  Might  Have  Been   294 

At  the  Knee  or  an  Idol 430 

At  the  Next  Tsble    457 

Benetit  of  Literature  (The)     100 

Booklilfii  as  I 'nndidates 370 

Books  for  the  Billion    404 

Case  for  Loyola  (A)  429 

Cats'  Pageant  (The) 5 

Censorship  A^ain  (Tlie) 64 

Claimants  (The) 385 

"I'l.-tator"  Unbends  (The)  44 

Dog's  Pageant  (The)    » 

Everytliing  Made  Easy 

Eyes  Across  the  Sea -1* 

Kailure(The) 17 

Fifth  (The) 332 

First  Aid  for  the  Dram* 24 

For  all  Times  and  Seasons 1M 

i  Woods  and  Pastures  New   ..  213 

From  Our  Headers **• 

From  the  Kthical  Bilge-Tub 874 

Glided  Invasion  (The) 135 


GRAVES,  C.  L.,  AND  LUCAS,  E.  V. 

Giraffe  Hunter  (The) SS3 

Great      International      Politeness 

Tournament 17* 

Gnat  Scottish  International  Wed- 
ding      !I4 

Illgh  Art  Below  HUura 105 

High  Artof  Walking  (Taw) 16 

Hints  to  His  Oraci    131 

Holiday  Season  (The)   « 

Hubert  Wiench 1»7 

Jeatrrshlp  (Thr) M 

Julia  Burraurrats  tTbe) Ml 

Kiudly»iheui»(A)   W> 

Latest  Ne«s  fr..in  tlw  Hop  Market  4*7 

Ixitter  N  (The)    S48 

Lines  to  Two  Ukeial  Knights  ....  »W 

Literary  Gossip (57 

Literary  Notn 41» 

Locomotive  Drama    1*» 

I/onlsand  "The  Chronic  "(The) ..  tet) 

Momentous  Memories H4 

More  Books  that  will  Lot  Sell  ....  15* 

More  Enterprise 78 

More  Enays  In  Eulogy    W 

Mother  Shlpton  on  the  Crisis II« 

Musical  Jottings M,*tt 

Mu.ic  in  EiceMs 16 

Mystery  Solved  (The) ..  Jl« 

••  Natham'el's  "  Opera 10 

New  Chauffeur  nCj    W 

New  Chrysosiom  (The)   M 

New  names  (The) US 

New  Heavy  Paternity  (The)  I»0 

Mew  Philanthropy  (The) tS 

Operatic  Realism  1(1 

Our  Flying  Authors M 

Our  Literary  Ministers    M» 

Oar  Merry  Musicians    1«0 

Pebbly  Tom's  Orgy   >M 

PianiiUc  Perils *4« 

Picture  Collector's  Guide  (The)....  ( 

Pork  Pageant  (The    » 

Prechius  Gift  of  Speech  (The)    » 

Provincial  Editor's  Letter-bag  ;Tbe)(M, 
448 


GRATES,  C.  L.  AND  LrcA«,  E.  \' 
PnWk'i  Privilege  (The)  .......... 

Ovesii'D  and  Answer  ............ 

Halsina;  the  Wtad  ............... 

Knl  Martyrs  (The)    .............. 

Right  An  to  Marry  (The)  ....... 

RocketoUer-s  Tee  1  able-Talk  ...... 

Srbool  of  Modesty  (Tke)  .......... 


f  Modesty  (T 
Scottish  Superiority 
Blr  Theoden  Martin 
Small  Wants-  Gratia 


Surprising  D.seoterit* 
••Thoee  Dukes,  how  they 


Banes 


14* 

1(4 


Three  LHUrs  .. 
Through  tbe  Ivory  OaU 

OpposiUoa 


Veracious  Vlrtuneo  (The) 


What  to  do  wtUi  theCryeUl  Palace 
Wkjgy  and  the  Farea   ............ 

GCTBRIK,  AXSTET 
IVpl  hble  Frivolity  of  Mr.  Fvnklng 


' 
Ideal  Dentist  (1  he) 

HETEI,  QKOUE 

ToSecundue 
UODOKIXMII,  T. 


IB 


Gastronomic  Outde  (Aj 
Heroic  Kxami.le 
Last  Straw  ( 


« 

« 


N.w  Piccadilly  farms  (TW)  ......  JJ* 

Sporting  Traced/  (A)  ............  «»• 

HCUHE8,  C.  E. 

i   •  .........  14* 

Cur  BJoktaVoaV.  ..  Tt,(O.WJ.l«4, 
1«2,  1W.  !«.  m,  B4,  tO.  »M,  414, 
•SI,  450 


4GS 


PUNCH,   OK  THE   LONDON   CHARIVARI. 


[DECEMBER  29,  1909. 


Articles— continued. 


IRELAND  AILEYNE 

Arctic  Items    185 

Concerning  the  Causes  of  Things  . .  108 


JENKINS,  FRNEST 

Alias  (The)   


Int'-iesting  Little  Country  (An) 

Little  Back  Number  (The) 

May-Fly  (The)     

Xew  Budget  Proposals    

New  Tyranny  (The)    — 

Old  J<*es  for  \ew    nil 

On. Making* Beginning  18S 

Paired  Opinions'    ::ci'.> 

Polar  Protests 206 

P.  O.  Politeness 35 

JEPIISON,  LINA 

Songs  for  Sailormen 04 

KENDALL,  CAPTAIN 

"  Arms  and  the  Man  "     261 

Beware!    330 

Kithor's  Love  (A) 297 

One  Better  198 

Plaint  of  an  Associ.ition  Football 

(The) 410 

Plea  for  a  "Working  Man"    347 

Scorn  not  the  Biml   400 

Temporary  Crisis  (A)    458 

KNOX,  E.  O.  V. 

Annoyances  of  a  Nimrod 441 

"Autocrat  of  the  Breakfast  Table" 

(The) 276 

Awake,  England  ! 250 

Hirdnun  il'hei    431 

Crowned  Critics 875 

"Fast "Set  (The) 279 

How  a  Hero  Dined    413 

Joys  of  Rejection  (The)    118 

Le  Chien  Terrible 225 

LipSalve > 7(1 

Lost  Innocence  77 

Market  for  Motley  (The  i     388 

National  Defence  in  a  Nutshell 142 

Ode  to  Autumn 267 

Our  Booking-Office  ..  18,  10S,  162,  198, 

234,  324.  360,  378,  450,  404 

Petticoat  Prints 323 

Round  of  Destiny  (The)  861 

Sentimental  Golf-round  (The)    218 

Sun  and  the  Singer  (The)    170 

To  a  Huntress  40 

TooLate  351 

Truthful  Angler  (The) 172 

Twin  Souls  400 

"  World's  Hooks  Bettered  "  (The)  .  356 
LANGLEV,  F.  0. 

Another  Naval  Crisis    52 

Call  (The) 262 

Consolation 223 

Co-operation  Invited 63 

Feeding  the  Londoner 152 

First  Principles  for  Babes 302 

Getting  in  the  First  Word 141 


LANGI.EY,  F.  O. 

Ideal  Holiday  Kcsort(The) 88 

ldlcr(Thc<    171 

Litterateurs  (Th«) 270 

Love  87 

llUO— A  Foreword     451 

Office  Lade  (The)  34 

On  a  Birmingham  Platform   106 

Our  Hooking-l  Wire  ..  54,  108,  120,  144, 

ISO,  210,  270.  30ii,  341.  300,  :i'.'0 
PraMnt  fora  Good  IJurglar  (A; . . . .  440 

Q. uid  pro  O.no  9 

Suppressed  Emotions  4»l 

'J  here  's  Many  a  Slip 344 

•3    £05 

To  a  Temple  Pigeon 244 

To  [nte&dmg  Barristers 303 

TrueStory(A)    170 

Whereabouts    of    Mrs.     Bilbrookc 

(The) 221 

LEA,  Joi  EI.YX  ('.  • 

Love's  Labour  's  Lost 20 

LL-HMANN,  R.  0. 

Budget  (The)  200 

Canals  !. . .  334 

Cross-Examinations  for  the  Home.  2. 
20,  38,  50,  98,  132,  164 

Ueath  of  Euclid  (The)  352 

Examination  Paper  For  I'fers  (An)  3SO 
Handbook  of  Parliamentary  Terms  259 

John   150 

Letters  to  a  Martian  402,  420,  434 

Our  Booking-Office  234,378 

Roosevelt 1H7 

Shadows  from  the  Past    .    222,  270,  2I>0 
To  Postumus  in  October 239 

LODGE,  A.  A. 

Why    I    have    Ceased     to    be    a 
Novelist    £04 

Louis,  EDWARD 
From  a  Stockbrokers  Holiday  Diary  190 

LUCY,  Sin  H.  W. 

Essence  of  Parliament  13,  31,  49.  07,  85, 
103,  121,  139,  157,  175,  1P3,  211.  229, 
247,  205,  301,  319,  337,  355,  373,  391. 
409 

Our  Bookillg-Offiee  ..  30,90,234,359, 
395,  414,  404 

MARTIN,  N.  R. 

Political  Correspond'jnci: 277 

Shadows(The)     4A» 

Slaves  of  Kickball  (The) 61 

When  the  Dukes  Came  Back 159 

MENZIES,  G.  K. 

Border  Land  (The) 206 

Christmas  1!K>9 442 

Dangerous  Life  (The) 152 

Dilemma  (The)    333 

Flagging  Friendship 279 

Light  that  Failed  (The)   15 

Panacea  (A) 448 


AIi-:\y.iEs,  G.  K. 

lieigu  of  Love  (The) 

Where  Angels  Fear  to  Tread  

Woman's  Whole  Kxistenee 

MULL,  DEIIWENT 

Complex  Lite  ,'Tlie)   

Long-felt  Want  ( A  i    

Misunderstood    

Unearned  Increment  ;The.) 

MILNE,  A.  A. 

At  tho  Hay   ....    I'.'O,  21.'.,  284,  314, 

Barbara's  Present 

budget  A  I!C  .The   

Campaign  Notes 

Hull's  House  !Thc) 

English    Cricketer's   Love    l.rlin, 

(An)   

First  Green  (The,    

*ircat  Minds 


Hints  for  Hut  Holidays  114 

Latest  Absurdity  (The)  278 

Line  from  the  Wilderness  (A)    134 

Literature  Well  Thumbed  '.'40 

-Nern  and  Ne.roine  ;:  s 

On  the  Stump     3SO 

Organisers  The)     312 

Our  Booking-Office  36,  72,  210,  2SS,  34,1 

Uabbits    The)    8,  24,  42,  CO,  SO 

Kece.ved  with  Thanks 452 

Strength  and  Beauty   2:'4 

Taking  a  Call 204 

To  Jock 280 

Unconvincing  Narrative  (An)    ....  188 
William  Smith,  Editor     35D 

PARTRIDGE,  J.  BERNARD 
Our  Booking-Offlce   341 

1'oi-E,  JESSIE 

Extinct  Crocodile  (The)  £93 

Morning  Dip  (A)    160 

Mr.  Shack  It-ton's  Show 239 

Mystery  of  an  Umbrella  (The) 454 

H.43A.M  (The)    411 

P.  O.  Politeness 45 

Tempestuous  Petticoat  (The) 35 

Unposted  Christmas  Appeal  (An)..  403 

QUIRK,  J.  D. 

Iii  Defence  of  Our  Faces 330 

RANDELL,  W.  L 

Holiday  Besorts 110 

RIGBY,  REGINALD 

New  Paper  for  Bil-eds  (A'<    99 

"  Red  Hag  "  (The)     223 

RlTTESBKRG,  AU\ 

Idle  Correspondence 272 

ROWAN,  HILL 

Heroic  Measures     225 

Reformed  House  of  Lords  (The)   . .  S78 
Study  in  Journalistic  Condensation  250 

SALMON,  A.  L. 

Song  of  the  Early  Worm 455 


SE.VMAN,  OWKX 

Atthel'lay    ..    106,178,214,314,358, 

384,  428 

Battle  of  the  Pole  (The)  iv_> 

Deferred  Four  (The) 81 

Itclaelinient  of  I'lenderhy  (Thei   ..  20 

Election  Correspondence 410 

Epilogue    455 

Fatal  Strawberry. Mark  (The) '.'2 

Cerm-Carrier  (The)    3 

Home  Defence  at  Short.  Notice  ...  38 

Interval  for  Refresh! t    434 

Louis'  Appeal  intlie  People  (The)  ::«» 

Lull  Before  the  Storm  (The)  :)08 

New  Cordon  lilcii  (Ihe)   104 

New  Liberalism  (The) 344 

New  Resistance  (The)  56 

Our Booking-Offlce..  us.  i-.v.,  210.  252, 

270,  300,  341,  377,  414,  450 

Picture  Puzzle.  (The)     V4 

(Question  of  the  Hour  (The)    326 

.Straight  Issue  (A) 898 

To  Hall  y's  Comet    -.  mi 

Trap  for  Big  Ganif  (A)      2:iO 

Two  of  a  Kind     211,1 

Wawlenvoehe  :  The) 254 

Why  the  Budget  is  "  Popular  " 110 

SE\  KRN,  A.   R. 

Cricket  as  she  is  Kepoited 127 

SHARP,  FALL-IN 

Wreck  of  " The  Ark "  (I he) -J.-.4 

SMITH,  C.  TUKLEY 

Our  BookiiiK-Oflice    ..    18,54,102,180, 
198,  216,  300,  324,  342,  37S,  3!>li,  432 

SMITH,  HOIMCK 

Just  as  you  Like  it    374 

SMITH  W.  ISAIIKADELI. 

liold-fish  (The)    376 

SI'HXHKI:,  I!I:I:M>\  E. 

Kelt  (The)     52 

SYKES,  A.  A. 

Aero-Golf 458 

Christmas  Repartees 449 

Gambolling  Beano  (A) 329 

How  to  Keep  Warm 125 

Index  Expurgntorins  (An) -323 

Long-shore  Notes 1 36 

Scaie-head  Dialect  (The) 380 

Slump  In  Nicotine  (A) 1% 

Spiit  Milk 2S1 

Wigs  at  a  1'r,  mium    70 

Wrinkles  for  the  Senile    230 

TILDY,  WYATT 

Our  Booking-Office    54 

WATT,  HANSARD 

Hints  to  a  Beginner 82 

Thoughts  on  Hearing  a  Band . . .  ^. .  143 

WlHTAKO,  W. 
Correspondence 301 


Pictures  and  Sketches. 


ARMOUR,  G.  D....15,  33,  41,  69,  87,  95, 123,  141, 

159, 177,  195,  213,  231,  249,  267,  285,  303, 

321,  341,  357,  375,  395, 411, 429,  445,  460 
BAUMER,  LEWIS  ...  27,  71,  79,  97,  115,  133,  239, 

315,  377,  387,  405,  423,  439 
BOOTH,  J.  L.  C.    ...  25,179,366  379,397,402, 

415,  449,  455 

BRINKLEY,  ERNEST    340 

BitocK.H.  M 277 

BUCHANAN,  FRED   142 

BURNS,  JOHN  INDER  124 

DOWD,  S.  H 42i) 

HARRISON,  CHARLES    144 

HASELDEN,  W.  K.     ...     106,178,190,214,358, 

384,412,428 
KING,  GUNNING    ...    17,51,105,113,172,203, 

233,  248,  313,  339,  413 

LAEUSI,  OSCAR  232 

I.KETE,  A 1  c,o,  25;i 

Alii.LAii,  H.  R 304,.-ii)7.  313 

MILLS,  W.  WALIIS  ...  30,  63,  89,  125,  15.",.  ]i;7, 

189,  205,  251,  269,  305,  331,  369,  431,  459 
MORROW,  GEORGE  ...  6,  18,  54,  62,  90,  IDS,  120, 

162,  180,  197,  21(i,  234,243,  252,  201,  270, 

271,  28-;,  300,  324.  312,  319,  300,  378,  390, 

414,432,450,  401 

MORROW,  NORMAN 2-1,  .",1 1 

XORHIS,  A 28:i,  I  Hi 

I'AYNE,  G.  M 72,  78 


Pi:u;s,  CHARLES    393,451 

1'ECiRAM,  FREI. 107,  101,  181,  208,  225,  268, 

297,  361 

KAVEN-HILI,,  L.  ...  10,  28,  46,  04.  82,  118,  136, 
154,  220,  244,  202,  280,  298,  310,  370,  409, 
410,  442,  466 

REED,  E.  T.  ...  13,  14,  31,  32,  49,  50,  07,  OS.  S5, 
86,  103,  104,  121,  122,  139,  140,  157,  J58, 
175,  170,  193,  19-1,  211,  229,  230,  217.  l'C,r,, 
206,  283,  301,  31)2,  3I!I,  320,  337,  338,  355, 
356,  373,  391,  392,  127,  117.  403 

REYNOLDS,  FRANK 7,  53,  91,  145,  171,  359. 

lilCHARDKOX,  K.J 322. 

U'TNTKKE,  HARRY 199 

SAMDOURNE,  E.  LIXI.KY 1 

,  KHNKST  H....55.81,  I..'.,  221.  295, 403  i 
-,  CLAUDE  H....9,  I"..  .''.I,  !)!i,  1  1:1, 1 19, 

187  241  259,333,352,385,421,441 
SMITH,  A.  T.     ...    127,  181,  2S7,  .",29,  317,  365, 

383,  401,  111).  437 

STAMI-A,  G.  L 19,  100, 103,  215,  456 

TiiAi'KERAY,  LANCE    334 

THOiiA8,BEW    73,  103,  279,  323  i 

TOWN-SEND,  F.  II.  5,  23.  45,  63,  77,  100, 117, 131, 

154,  169,  190,  20IPB23,  235,  257,  275,  293, 

311,  325,  351,  307,  388,  400,  424,  433,  457 

TOY,  W.  H ,217 

WILLIAMS,  HAMILTON   35,37 


Punch 


PLEASE  DO  NOT  REMOVE 
CARDS  OR  SLIPS  FROM  THIS  POCKET 


UNIVERSITY  OF  TORONTO  LIBRARY 


.;••;• 


'V       ^  *> 


•JZ-'P  1    ,1 
Vi 


j>.i  -)  y~»  » 

»  ;>  j _>  *"> 

>  >  f      • 

»T> 
»>->_„ 

>       > 
>>    "> 

i»      >       ' 


»> 


^> 


>  5 

*>• 


:  -e  f> 


> 
•>. 
—  -.»  -> 


>^'J»>J>-         >^^v  '•»    ' 'Vi-iST^l  -^ 

v,«»^:.  ,.;;/J>.iY,v'.>  >  >^ 

-v^ii^^ ./? 

...     'i     -:. 


>-o  > 


~ 


-       :. 


a 

'»' 


3a»    >      *, 
-23B>^» 


- 


>^.)    ;>.> 


> 


>7»    >    •  •> 


j 
'->-»        > 


'-*       . 
•> 


j>      y 


> 


. 


'     >  j    > 

-y    >•>      >/     , 

- 

V'2>       »     ^ 


